WN 


roe WH ee MSN SE bal. |e SS oat 
} il (uae : ei >| ¥ \ 
aN a) /)\ aa) Ne ees eee ar \ 
on Wail Ne } 
id i 1 Yah)! 
wz‘ wy DN 


aaa 
Y gD 


bs ih AA 
=O Nee Neal Qn \ A Vif. + 

~ NG cg mys 
SN 


’ NN 2D 


H\, A | 
\ IK N\ Md WG | 
i /N 4 y \ 
— | 


\ 
We 


he! ; j 


SS 


\ 
~ 


ta 


{ bead ye 
SS Se 2 f Z FF. 
| PE © — ae 
1W fA - ; Sigg 
VANCOUVER PUBLIC LIBRARY A ee i y shiyhy 
4 di YU 
gat 


y/* 
Aha 


} || SPE-REF 
|} 828 
| D246w 


Special Collections I \\. SS. 
Vancouver Public Library “OWNING 


WG 


1D, Re ah aPraPh ad 


GE J SINE J, GS J IRL J BZ JIS [De [INS LORS IRE PCP PORE) RELI, 


Zp BI Y 
. GDF 
SS > 


LW) 
en A LN Oa Ae adh S)\4 
Ce ZH wR 
\o ef ides “GS eA fff] Sos | 
j f ey wife O, EO / VW 
IO AIG “YA 
av wha 


AAAAS OAM) L/W Ue : 
dd : ASSyis AA NF) A, &y “s H 5 (GF aA 
i = ~ 


Sate 
Sj. = 
eae ks 
iff 


ALF 
Sp hy 


Ty 


/ 


pe pk i, riff NA o} wiy 
y y Z I \ =) \N | ie i ~ ff / js 
Wh y < Ai - ANA; f)\ I /t AA 
: UE “A ay tt : | f 5 \ wi") aT / 
OUP “= — BaF WWW UU + hee 
WRN es = a : \ | i 
wa \ \ \ 


Z a a 


a mat. |, 


BOUND BY F.BEDFORD 


1 
) 
a . 4 
“Ty 
4 Td \ 
\ \ 


te 


H Fae. ‘ 
2 itary Is ' fs ys a 
“tt Ps Naty } \ elie ara 
eae ; li ie ei Me 


alli 0 ini a NNN i i 


(Ouse D 
= oi | Of) inne es 


wal 


ee 


S' William Davenant K’ 
: Confifting of 
Thofe which were formerly Printed ; 
Thofe which be defign'd ie she Prefs: | 
NOW PUBLISHED 


Out of the Autriors 


Originall Copies. 


LONDON: 
Printed by T.eN. for Henry Herringman, at the Sign of the : 


Blew Anchor in the Lower Walk of the New 
Exchange. 1673. — 


CTE te Mpa 


TO HIS 


Royal Highnefs. 


Key ae mA 
ZN I N= 
SO PGs ee 
: aaa ( 
€ = Nj 
yi, g \" AWK 
(qe — <p Woy 
"IY. 
AG oh Y 
g LAWS 
Ni fe \ 


- When ever we are, or when ever we fear to be 


Oppreft , we always fly to your Highnefs for Redrefs 
| or 


The Epiltle Dedicatory. | 


or Prevention , and you were ever Gracioufly pleafed 


to Protect us. “Lis that hay embolden’d me to prefent 
rhefe Papers to.your Royal Highne/s, and I humbly 
beg pardon for the Prefumption of 


Your moft Humble 


and Obedient Servant 


Mary D Avenant. — 


READER, 


Here prefent you with A Collection of all 
thofe Pieces Sit William D'avenant ever 
_defign’d for the Prefs; Inhis Life-time he 
often exprefs'd to me his great Defire to lee 
PS them in Ove Volume, which (in Honor to 
AE OES his Memory) with a great dea! of Care and 
Pains, I have now Accomplifhed. : 
In this Work you have Gondibert, Madagafcar , &c. to 

whichis added feveral Poems and Copies of Verfes never be- 

ore Printed; among{t them, there is the Death of Affragon, 
call’d, The Philofopbers Difquifition , dire&ted to the dying Chri- 
flian, which the Author intended as an Addition to Gondibert ; 
In this Volume you have likewife Sixteen Plays , whereof Six 
were never before Printed. vidas 3 

My Author was. Poet Laureat to two Great Kings, which 

certainly befpeaks his Merits 5 befides I could fay much in 
Honor of this Excellent Perfon, but I intend not his Pane- 
gyrick; He was my Worthy Friend, let his W orks thae 
are now before you , {peak his Praife, whilft I fubfcribe my 
felf, 


Your Seryant 


Henry Herringman, 


AGAVE 
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THE AUTHOR’S. 


REFACE 


To his much Honowr’'d Frienp 


Ince you have done me the honout to allow this Poema daily 
examination as it was writing, 1 will prefume now it hath 
attain’d more length, to give you a longer trouble; thac 
you may yeild me as great advantages by cenfuring the 
Method , as by judging the Numbers and the matter. And 
becaufe you fhall pafs through this new Building with more 
eafe to your difquifition , Twillacquaint you, what care I 
took of my materials, €'te I began to work. 

But firft give me leave (remembring with what diff- 
culty the World can fhew any Heroick Poem , that in a 
perfect glafs of Nature gives us a familiar and eafie view of our felves) to take notice of 
thofe quarrels , which the Living have with the Dead : and I will (according as all times 
have apply'd their reverence) begin with Homer, who though he feems to me ftanding 
upon the Poets famous hill, like the eminent Sea-mark , by which they have in former ages 
fteer’d; andthough he ought not to be removed from that eminence,leaft Pofterity fhould 
prefumptuonfly miftaketheir courfe, yet fome (fharply obferving how his Succeflors 
have proceeded no farther then a perfection of imitating him) fay, that as Sea-marksare 
chiefly ufeful co Coafters, and ferve not thofe who have the ambition of Difcoverers , that 

Jove to fail in untry’d Seas ; fo be hath rather prov'd a Guide for thofe , Whofe fatisfy’d wir 

will not venture beyond the track of others, then to them , who affeé& a new and remote way 

ofthinking ,who efteem it a deficiency and meanefs of minde, to ftay and depend uponthe 

authority of example: f 

Some there are , that object that even in the likelyhoods of Story (and Story, where ever 
it feems moft likely, growes moft pleafant) he doth too frequently intermix fuch Fables, 
as are objects lifted above the Eyes of Nature; and ashe often interrogates his Mufe , 
not as his rational Spirit, but as a Familiar, fepatated from his body , fo her replys bring 
him where he {pends time in immortal converfation, whilft fupernatutally , he doth of- 
ten advance his mento the quality of Gods, and depofe his Gods to the condition of 
men. 

His Succeffor to fame , (and confequently to cenfure) is Virgit; whole toyles nor 
vertue cannot free him from the peevifhnefs (or rather curiofity) of divers Readers. 
Heis upbrayded by fome (who perhaps are affeted Antiquaries, and make priority of 
time, tle meafure of Excellence) for gaining his renown by imitation of Homer : 
Whilft others (no tefs bold wich that antient Guide) fay, he hath fo pce i into 

A 2 eayen 


; | 


oe 


The Preface 


— 


Nt 
Heaven, and Hell, till by converfation with Gods and Ghofts, he fometimes deprive® 


us of thofe natural probabilities in Story, which are inftru@ive to humane life: And 
others affirm (if it be not irreverence to record their opinion) That evenin wit, he 
feems deficient by many omiffionss as if he had defign’d a pennance of gravity to him- 
felf and to pofterity : And by their obferving that continued gravity, methinks they look 

upon him, ason a Mufitian compofing of Anthemes , whofe excellence confills more in — 


the folemnnefs, then in the fancy; and upon the body of his Work, ason the body 


of a Giant, whofe force hath more of ftrength, then quicknefs, and of patience, then 
activity. 

But chete bold Cenfurers arein danger of fo many Enemies, asI fhall wifely fhrink from 
them, and only obferve’, That if any Difciples of unimitable Virgil can prove fo for- 
mal, as to efteem wit (as if it were levity) an imputation to the Heroick Mufe (by 
which malevolent word, Wit, they would difgrace her extraordinary height) yet if 
thofe grave Judges will be held wife, they mut endure the fate of Wife men , who al- . 
ways have but few of their fociety; for many more then confift of their number (per- 
hapsnothaving the fullennefs to be of ic) aretaken with thofe bold flights, and think , 
*tis with the Mule (whofe noble Quarry is Men) as withthe Eagle, who when ke foares 
high ftoops more profperoufly, and ismoft certain of his prey. And farely Poets (whofe 
buline(s fhould reprefent the Worlds true image often to our View ) are not lefs prudent 
then Painters, who when they draw Landfchaps entertaina not the Eye wholly with 
even Profpect, and a continued Flat, but (for variety) terminate the fight with lofty 
Hills , whofe obfcure heads are fometimesin the clouds. 

Lucan , who chofe to write the greateft ations that ever wereallowed to be true 
(which for fear of contemporary witneffes, oblig’d him toa very clofe attendance upen 
Fame) did not obfecve that fuch an enterprize rather befeem’d anHiftorian , then a Po- 
et: For wife Poets think it more worthy to feek outtruth in the Paflions, thento re- 
cord the truth of A@ions , and practife to defcribe Mankind juft as we are periwaded or 
guided by inftinct , not particular perfons , as they arelifted, or levell’d by the force of 
Fate, it being nobler to contemplate the general Hiftory of Nature, then a feleded 
Diary of Fortune: sind Painters are no more then Hiftorians , wher they draw emi- 
nent perfons (though they term that drawing to the life) but when by aflembling di- 
vers figures ina larger Volumn they draw Paitions (though they term it but Story) then 
they increafe in dignity and become Poeis, : 

1 have been thus hard to call him co account for the choice of his Argument, not 
meerly as it was Story, but becaufe the actions he recorded were fo eminent, ‘and fo 
neet histime, thathe could not affit Truch, with fuch ornaments as Poets, for ufeful plea- 
fare , have allowed her; left the fained complexion might render the true fufpedted. 
And now Iwillleave to others the prefumption of meafuring his Hyperboles, by whofe 
fpace and height they malitioufly take the dimenfion of wit. and{o miftake bim invhis 
boyling Youth (which had marvellous forces) as we difrelifh excellent Wine when fu- 
ming in the Lee. 

Statins (with whom wemay conclude the old Heroicks ) is as accomptable to fome for 
his obligations to Virgil, as Virgil is to others for what he owes to /omer , and more 
clofely then Virgil waits on Homer , doth Statins attend Virgil, and. follows him there 
alfo where Nature never comes, even into Heaven and Hell ; and therefore he cannot ef- 
cape fich as approve the wifdom of the beft Dramaticks , who in reprefentation of ex- 
amples, believe they prevail moft on our manners , when they lay the Scene at homein 
their own Country ; fo much they avoid thofe remote Regions of Heaven and Hell: asif 
the People (whom they make civil by an eafie communication with reafon (and famili- 
ar reafon is that which iscall’d the civility of the Stage) were become more difcreet than 
to have their eyes perfwaded by the defcending of Gods in gay Clouds, andmore manly 
than to be frighted with the rifing of Ghofts in Smoke. 

Taffo (who reviv'd the Heroick flame after it was many ages quench’d ) is held both in 
time and merit, the firftof the Moderns, an honour by which he gains not much, becaufe 
the number he excels mult needs be few, which affords but one fitto fucceed him, for 
J will yield co their opinion , who permit not Aristo, no not Dx Bartas in this eminent 
rank of the Heroicks; rather than tomake way by their admifiion for Danie, Afari- 
no,and others. Taffo’s honour too is chiefly allow’d him, where he moft endeavors to 
make Virgil his Pattern: and again, when we confider from whom Virgil’s ipiric is de- 
rivd, wemay obferve how rarely humane excellence is found, for Heroick Poefie: 
(which, if exa@initfelf, yields not to any other humane work ) flow’d butin few, 
and eventhofe ftreams defcended but from one. Grecian Spring, and ’tis with Original 


Poems, as with the Original Pieces of Painters , whofe Copies abate the exceflive price 
of the firft Hand. , But 
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But Tafo, though he came late into the world, muft have bis fhare in that Critical 
war which never ceafes amongtt the Learned ; and he feemsmoft unfortunate, becaufe 
his errors which are deriv’d fromthe Ancients when examin’d, grow ina great degree ex- 
cufable in them, and by being his, admit no pardon. Such as are bis Councel aflemb‘ed 
in Heaven, his Witches Expeditions through the Air, andenchanted Woods inhabited 
with Ghofts, For though the elder Poets (which were then the facred Priefts) fed the 
world with fupernatural Tales, and fo compounded the Religion, of Pleafare and Myfte- 
rie, (two Ingredients which never fail'd to work upon the People) whilft for the eternity 
of their Chiefs (more refin’d by Education) they furely intended no fuch vain provifion. ) 
* YeraChriftian Poet, whofe Religion little needs the aids of Invention, hath lefs occa- 

fion to imitate fuch Fables, as meanly illuftrate a probable Heaven, by the fafhion and 
dignity of Courts; and make a refemblance of Hell, out of the Dreams of frighted 
Women; by which they continue and increafe the melancholy miftakes of the Peo- 

le. 
4 Spencer may ftand here as the laftof this fhort File of Heroick Poets, Men, whofe 
intellectuals were of fo great a making, (though fome have thought them lyable to thofe 
few Cenfures we have mentioned) as perhaps they willin worthy memory outlaft, even 
Makers of Laws, and Founders of Empires, and all but fuchas muft therefore live equal. 
lywiththem, becaufe they haverecorded their names. And fince we havedar’dto re- 
member thofe exceptions which the Curious have againft them , it will not be ex- 
pected I fhould. forget what .is objected againft Spencer; whofe obfolete Language we are 
conftrain’d to mention, though itbe grown the moft vulgar accufation that islaid to his 
charge’ 

Teatite (which is the onely Creature of Man’s creation) hath like a Plan feafons of 
flourifhing and decay ; like Plants is remov‘d from one foile to another, and by being 
fotranfplanted , doth often gather vigor and increafe, Butas it isfaife husbandry to 
graft old branches upon young {tocks, fo we may wonder that our Languige (not long 
before histime, created outof a confufion of others, and then beginning to flourifh 
like anew Plant) fhould (as-helps to its increafe) receivefrom hishand, new grafts of 
old wither’d words. But this vulgar exception, fhall onely have the vulgar excufe , which 
is, « hac the unlucky choice of his Stanza, hathby Repetitionof Rime, brought him 
to the neceflity of many exploded words. 

1f we proceed from his Language to his Argument, we mutt obferve with others , 
that hisnobleand moft artful hands deferv’d tobe employ’d upon matter of a more na- 
tural, and therefore of a more ufeful kind. His allegorical Story (by many held defective 
in the connexion) refembling (methinks) a continuance of extraordinary Dreams, fuch 
as excellent Poets, and Painters, by being over-ftudious may haveinthe beginning of 
Feavers: And thofe moral Vifions arejuft of fo much ufe to humane application , as 
painted Hiftory, when with the coufenage of lightsit is reprefented in Scenes, by which 
we are much le{s inform’d then by actions on the Sta ge. 

Thus, Sir, Ihave ( perhaps) taken pains to make you think me malicio's, in obferving 
how farthe Curious have look’dinto the errors of others, Errors which the natura! ha- 
mor of imitation hath made fo like in all (even from Homer to Spencer) as. the accu- 
fations againit the firft appear but little more then repetition in every procefs againft the 
reft: and comparing the refemblance of error in perfons of one generation, to that which 
isinthofe of anocher age; we may find it exceeds not any where, notorioufly, the ordi- 
nary proportion. Such limits tothe Progrefsof every thing (even of worthinefs as well 
as defect) doth Imitation give : for whilft we imitate others, we can no more excel them, 
then he that fails by others Mapps can make a new difcovery: andtoImitation, Nature 
(whichis the onely vifible power, and operation of God) perhaps doth needfully en- 
cline us, to-keepus fromexceffes, Forthough every man be capable of worthinels and 
. unworthinefs (as they are defined by Opinion) yetno manis built {trong enough to bear 

the extremities of either, without unloading himfelf upon others fhoulders, even to 
the wearinefsof many. If couragebe worthinefs, yet where itis overgrown ‘into ex- 
tremes, it becomes as wild and hurtful as ambition; and fo what was reverenced for pro- 
tection , grows to be abhorr’d for oppreflion: If Learning (whichis not Knowledge , 
but a continu’d Sayling by fantaftick and uncertain winds towards it) be worthinefs, yet 
it hath bounds in all Philofophers, and Nature that meafur'’d thofe bounds , feems not 
fo partial, astoallowit inany one a much larger extentthen in another 3 asif inour 
flefhy building, fhe confider’d the furniture and the room, alike, and together ; foras the 
compafs of Diadems commonly fits the whole fucceffion of thofe Kings that wear them; 
fo throughout the whole World, a very few inches may diftinguifh the circumference of 
the heads of their Subjects: Norneed we repine that nature hath aot fome Favorites y 


to 
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to whom fhe doth difpence this Treafure, K nowledge , with a prodigious Liberality. 
For as there is no one tlrat can be faid vattly to exceed all mankinde, fo divers that have in 
learning tranfcended all in fome one Province, have corrupted many with that great quan- 
tity of falfe gold, andthe authority of their ftronger Science , had often ferv’d to di- 
(ira, or petvert their weaker difciples. 
Andas the qualities which areterm’d good , arebounded, fo are the bad; and like- 
wife limited, aswell as gottenby imitation ; for amongft thofe that are extraordinary 
either by birch or brain (for with the ufual pride of Poets, I pafs by common crowds, as 
negligently as Princes move from throngs that are not theit own SubjeGs) we cannot 
find any one fo egregious (admitting cruelty and avarice for the chiefeft evils; and er- 
rorsin Government or Doétrine, to be the greareft errors) but that divers of former or 
fucceeding times may enter the {cales with them, and make the Ballance even ; though the 
paflion of Hiftorians would impofe the contrary on our belief, who in difpraife of evil 
Princes are often as unjuft and exceflive as the common People: For there was never any 
Monarch fo cruel but he had living Subjects, nor {o aviritions , but that his Subjecis were 
_ richer chenhimfelf, nor ever any difeafe in Government fo extremely infectious as to 
make univerfal Anarchy , or any error in Doctrine fo {trong by the Maintainer, but that 
Truth (though itwraftled with her often, and in many places) hath at fomefeafon, and on 
fome ground, made her advantages and fuccefs apparent: Therefore we may conclude , 
that Nature, for the fafety of mankind, hath as well (by dulling and {topping our progrefs 
with the conftant humor of imitation) given limits to courage and to learning, to wicked- 
nefsandto error , as it hath ordain’d the fhelves before the fhore, toreftrain the rage and 

exceffes of the Sea. ‘ 

But I feel (Sir) that I am falling into the dangerons Fit of ahot Writer ; for inftead 
of performing the promife which begins this Preface, and doth oblige me (after I had gi- 
ven you the judgement of fome upon others) to prefent my felf to your cenfure, I am 
wandring after new thoughts , but I fhall ask your pardon, and return to my under- 


taking. 
My Argument I refolv’d faould confiftof Chriftian perfons; for fince Religion doth 
ht the example of their actions would prevail 


generally beget, and govern manners, Ithoug 
mot upon our own , by being deriv'd from the fame doctrine and authority , as the par- 
ticular Seats educated by Philofophers, were diligent and pliant to the dictatesand fafhions 
of fuct as deriv’d themfelves from the fame Matter, but lazy and froward to thofe who con- 
versd in other Schools : Yet all thefe Sects pretended to the fame beauty,Vertve , though 
eich did court her more fondly , when fhe was drefs’d.at theirown homes , by the hands 
of their acquaintance: And fo Subjects bred under the Laws of a Prince (though Laws’ 
differ not much in Morality, or Priviledge throughout the civil World; being:every where 
made for direction of Life, more then for fentences of Death) will rather dye neer that 
ui , defending thofe they have been taught, then live by taking new from ano- 
ther. 
Thefe were partly the reafons why 1 chofe aStory of ftch perfons as profeffed Chri- 
flian Religion; but lought to have been moft inclin'd to it, becaufe the Principals of our 
Religion conduce more to explicable vertue, to plain demonftative juitice , and even to 
Honor (if Vertuethe Mother of Honout be voluntary, and activein the dark, fo as fhe 
need not Laws to compel her, nor look for witneffesto proclaim her) then any other 
Religion that e’re affembled men to Divine Worthip, For that of the fews doth {till 
confilt in a fallen feparation of themfelves from the reft of humane fieh, whichis a 
fantattical pride of their own cleanefs , and an uncivil difdain of the imagined contagi- 
oufriefsof others; and at this day, theircantonizing in Tribes, and thynefs of allyance 
with neighbours, deferves not the term of mutuallove but rather feemsa beftial me- 
lancholy of hetding in their own Walks. That of the Ethnicks, likethisof AZahomer , 
confifted in the vain pride of Empire, and never enjoyn’d a Jewith feparation, but drew 
alf Nations together, yet not as their companionsof the fame {pecies, but as flaves toa 
Yoke: Their fan@ity was Honor , and their Honor onely animpudent courage, ordex~ 
terity indeftroying. But Chriftian Religion hathithe innocence of Village neighbour- 
hood, and did antiently inits politicks rather promote the intereft of Mankind then of 
States; and rather of all States then of one; for particular endeavors onely in behalf of 
our own hothes , are fignes of a narrow moral education , not of the vait kindnefs of 
Chriftian Religion, whichlikewife ordain’d as wellan univerfal communion of bofomes, 
asa community of Wealth, Such is Chriftian Religionin the Precepts , and was once fo 
in the praiice, But Irefolv’d my Poem fhould reprefent thofe of a former age, percei~ 
ving “tis with the fervants of Chrift, as with other fervants under temporal power, who 


with alfcleanes, and evenwithofficious diligence perform their duty in their Mafters 
fight, 
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fight ; but ftill as he grows longer abfent, becomes more flochful, unclean and falfe, 


And this, who ever compares the prefent with the Primitive times, may too palpably 
difcern, gets 


WhenI confider’d the a@ions which I meant to defcribe 
fons) 1 was again perfwaded rather to chufe thofe of a former age , then the prefent; 
and in a Century fo far remov d, as might preferve me from their imptoper examinati- 
ons, who know not the requifites of a Poem, nor how much pleafure they lofe (and 
even the pleafures of Heroick Poefy are not unprofitable) who take away the liberty of a 
Poet , and fetter his feetinthe hackles of an Hiflorien: For why fhoulda Poet doube 
in Story to mend the intrigues of Fortune by more delightful conveyances of propable 
fitions, becaufe auftere Hiftorians have enter’d into bond to truth; an obligation 
which were in Poets, as foolifh and unneceffary as is the bondage of falfe Martyrs, who 
lye in chains for a miftaken opinion: but by this I would imply, thet Truth narrative , 
and paft, is the Idol of Hifterians (who worfhip adead thing) and truth operative , and 


by effeds continually alive , isthe Miftris of Poets, who hath not her exifence in mat- 
ter, but in reafon. 


I waslikewife more willing to derive my Theme from eldertimes, as thinking it no 


little mark of skilfulnefs to comply with the common Infirmity ; formen(even of the belt 
education) difcover their eyesto be weak , when they look upon the glory of Vertue 
(whichis great a@tions) and rather endure it at dittance then near, being more apt to 
believe, and love the renown of Predeceffors, then of Contemporaries, whofe deeds 
excelling theirs in their own fight , feem to upbraid them » and are not reverenc’das ex- 
amples of Vertue, butenvy’d asthe favors of Fortune: But to make great actions cre- 
dible , isthe principal Art of Poets; who though they avovch the utility of Fi@ions , 
fhould not (by altering and fubliming Story) make ufe of their priviledge to the detri- 
mentof the Reader; whofe incredulity (when things are not reprefented in proportion- 
doth much allay the rellith of his picy, hope,joy, and other Paffions: Eor we may defcend) 
to compare the deceptions in Poefie to thofe of them that profeffe dexterity of Hand, 
which refembles Conjuring , and to fuch we come not with the intention of Lawyers to, 


examine the evidence of Facts, but are content (if we like the carriage of theirfeign’d 
motion) to pay for being well deceiv'd. 


Asinthe choiceof time, fo of place . I have comply’d with the weaknefs of the ge- 


nerallity of men; who think the beft objects of their own country fo little to the fize of 
thofe abroad, as if they were fhew’d them bythe wrong end of a Profpective : for Man 
(continuing the appetites of his firft C hildhood, till he arrive at his fecond which is more 
froward) mutt be quieted with fomething that he thinks excellent, which he may cail his 
own ; but when he feesthe like in other places (not ftaying to compare them) wrangles 
atallhe has. Thisleadsus to obferve the craftinefS of the Comicks, who are only wil- 
ling when they defcribe humor (and humor is the drankennefsof a Nation which no fleep 
ean cure) tolay the Scenein their own Country; as Knowing we are (like the Son of ‘No- 
ah) fo little diftated to behold each others thame, that we delight to fee even that of 4 
Father : yet when they would fet forth greatnefs and excellent vertue (which is the . 
"Theme of Tragedy) publickly to the people ; they wifely (to avoid the quarrels of neigh- 

bourly envy) remove the Scene from home. And by their example Ttravail’d too; and 
Ztalie (which was once the’ Stage of the World) I have mad: the Theater , where 1 fhew 
in either Sex, fome patterns of humane life » that are (perhaps) fit to be follow- 


ed. 


Having told you why I took the actions that fhould be my Argument, from men of 
our own Religion, and give 


nyoureafons for the choice of the time and place delign’d for 
thofe adtions ; I muft next acquaint you with the Schools where they were bred, ‘nor 
meaning the Schools where they took their Religion, bit Morality; for! know Religion fs 
univerfally rather inherited thentanght ; and the moft effe@tual Schools of Morality are 
Courts and Camps: yet towards the firft, the people are tn quiet through envy; and to- 
wards the other through fear , and always jealous of both for Injaftice, which is the natu- 
ral fcandal caft upon authority and great force. They look upon the outward glory or 
blaze of Courts, as wilde Beafts in dark nights ftare on their Hunters Torches, but 
though the expences of Courts ( whereby they thine) is that confuming glory in which ‘the 
people think their liberty is wafted (for wealth is their liberty and lov’d by them even’ to 
jealoufie (being themfelves a courfer fort of Princes, apter to take them to pay) yet 
Courts (I mean all abftracts of the multitude, either by King or Affemblies) are not the 
Schools where men are bred to oppreffion , but the Temples where fometimes Oppref- 
fors take fanctuary ; a fafety which our reafon muttallow them. For the ancient laws of 
Sanctuary (deriy d from God) provided chiefly for a@ions that proceeded from necefti- 
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ty; and who can imagine lefs then aneceflity of opprefling the people, fince they are 
never willing either to buy their Peace, or to pay for War ? 

Nor are Camps the Schools of wicked Dettroyers, more then the Jans of Court (being 
the Nurfery of Judges) are the Schools of Murderers; for as Judges are avengers of pri- 
vate men againft private Robbers; fo are Armies the avengers of the publick againft pub- 
fique Invaders , either civil or forraign, and Invaders are Robbers, though more in coun- 
tenance then thofe of the high-way , becanfe of their number. Nor is there other diffe- 
rence between Armies when they move towards Sieges or Battail, and Judges moving in 
their Circuit (during the danger of extraordinary malefa@ors) with the guards of the 
County ; but that the latter isa lefs Army, and of lefs difcipline, Jf any man can yet 
doubt of the neceffary ufe of Armies , let him ftudy that which was anciently call’d a 
Monfter, the multitude, (for Wolves are commonly harmlefs when.they are met alone , 
but very uncivil in Herds) and he will not find that all his kindred by Adam are fo tame 
and gentle as thofe Lovers that were bred in Arcadia; orto reform his opinion, let bim 
ask why (during the utmoft age of Hiftory) Cities have been at the charge ot defenfive 
Walls, and why Fortification hath been practic’d fo long, till itis grown an Art 

I may now believe 1 have ufefully taken from Courts and Camps, the patterns of fuch as 
will be fit to be imitated by the moft neceffary Men; and the moft neceffary Men are thofe 
who become principal by prerogative of blood, (which is feldom unafiifted wih educati- 
on) or by greatnefs of minde , which in exa@ definition is Vertue. The common 
Crowd (of whom we are hopelefs) we defert, being rather to be corrected by Laws 
(where precept is accompanied with punifhmenc) then to be taught by Poelie ; for few 
have arriv'd at the skil of Orpheus ,or at his good fortune, whom we may fuppofe to have 
met with extraordinary Grecian Beafts, when fo fuccesfully he reclaim’d them with his 
Harp. Nor isit needful that Heroick Poefie fhould be levell’d tothe reach of common 
Men : for if the examples it prefents prevail upon their Chiefs, the delight of Imitation 
(which we hope we have prov’d tobe as effectual to good as to evil) will rectifie by the 
tules which thofe Chiefs eftablifh of their own lives, the lives of all that behold them ; 
tor the example of life, doth as much furpafs the force of Precept, as Life doth exceed 
Death. 

In the choice of thefe Objects (which are as Seamarks to direct the dangerous voyage 
of life) 1 thought fit to follow the rule of Coafting Mapps, where the Shelves 
and Rocks are deicrib’d as well asthe fafe Channel, the care being equal how to avoid 
as to proceed: and the Characters of men (whofe pafiions are to be efchew’d) 1 have 
deriv'd from the diftempers of Love or Ambition: for Love and Ambition are teo 
often the raging Feavers of great minds, Yet Ambition (if che vulgir acception of the 
word were corrected) would fignifie no more then an extraordinary lifting of the feet 
inthe rough ways of Honor, over the impediments of Fortune; and hath a warmeh 
(tilf ibe chat’d into a Feaver) which is neceflary for every vertuous breatt: for good 
menare guilty of roo little appetite to greatnels, andit either proceeds from that they calt 
contentednefs (but contentednefs when examin’d doth mean fomething of Lafynefs as 
wells moderation) or from fome melancholy precept of the Cloytter, where they 
would make Life (for which the world was only made ) more unpleafine then Death : 
as if Nature, the Vicegerent of God (who in providing delightful. varieties , which ver- 
ruous greatnefs can belt poflefs, or affure peaceably to others , implicitly commanded the 
ufe of them) fhould in the neceflaries of life (life being her chief bufinefs) though in 
her wholereign fhe never committed oneerror , need the counfel of Fryars, whofe foli- 
tude makes them no morefit for fuch dire@ion , thenPrifoners long feiter’d are for a 
race. . 

Infaying this , I onely awaken fach retir’d men , as evaporate their firength of mind 
by clofe and Jong thinking, and would every where feparate the foul from the body, 
ere we atedead , by perfwading us (though they were both created aud have been long 
companions together) that the prefermentof the one muft meerly confift in deferting the 
other , teaching usto court the Grave, as if during the whole leafe of Life we were 
like Moles to live under ground ; orasif long and welldying, were the certain means to 
live in Heaven: Yet Reafon (which thoughthe moft profitable Talent God hath given 
us, fome Divines would have Philofophers to buryin the Napkin , and not put it to ufe) 
perfwades us, that the painful a@ivenefs of Vertue (for Faith on which fome wholly 
depend , feemsbut a contemplative boaft tll the effeCis of it grow exemplary by action) 
will more probably acquire everlafting dignities. And furely if thefe fevere Matters (who 
though obfcure in Cells, take it ill if their very opinions rule notallabroad) did give 
good men leave to beinduftriousin getting a Share of governing the world, the Multi- 
tudes (which are but Tenantstoa few Monarchs) would endure that fubjection which 
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God hathdecreed them , with better order, and mote eafe; for the world is onely 
ill govern’d , becaufe the wicked take more painsto get authority, then the vertuous; 
for the vertuous are often preach’d into. retirement; which is to the: publick as unprofitable 
as their fleep; andthe erroneoufnels of fuch lazy reft, let Philofophers judge ; fince 
Nature (of whofe body man thinks himfeif the chiefeft member). hath not any where, 
at.any time; been refpited from action (inher call’d motion) by which the  uniyer- 
fally preferves and makes Life., Thus much of Ambition which fhould have fucceeded 
fomething I was faying of Love. ; 

Love, in the interpretation, of the Envious, is Softnefs, inthe wicked , good men 
fufpect itfor Luft; andin theGood, fome fpiritual men give the name of Charity, 
And thefe are but terms tothis which feems amore confidered definition; that inde- 
finite Love isLuft; and Luft when it is determin’d tooneis Love ; this definition too 
but intrudes it felf on what I was about co fay, which is, that Love is the moft ac- 
ceptable impofition of Nature, the caufe and prefervation of Life, and the very 
healthfutnefs of the mind, as well as of the body, but Luft (our raging Feaver) is more 


dangerous in Citles,then the Caleriturein Ships. 

Now (Sir) Iagain ask your pardon, for I have again digrefled, my immediate 
bufinefs being to tell you, Thatthe diftempers of Love and Ambitionare the onely Cha- 
racters I defign’d to expofe as objects of terror: and that I never meant to profti- 
tute wickednefs in the Images of low and contemptible people, as if I expeéted the mea- 
neft of the multitude for my Readers (fince onely the Rabble is feen at common exe- 
cutions) nor intended to raife iniquity to that height of -horrour, ‘till it feemed the 
fory of fome thing worfe then a beait. In order co the firft I believe the Spar- 
tans (who to deter their children from Drunkennefs, accuftom’d their Slaves to 
vomit before them) did by fuch fulfome examples, rather teach them to ‘difdain 
the Slaves , then to loath Wine, for Men feldome take notice of the vice in abject 
perfons,, efpecially where neceflity conftrains it, And in obfervation of the fe- 
cond, I havethought , that thofe horrid {pectacles (when the fater race of Gladia- 
tors made up the exceffes of Roman feafts) did more induce the Guefts te-deteft the 
cruelty of mankinde, then increafe their courage by beholding fuch an impudent fcorne of 
Life, | 
~ Ihave now given you the accompt of fuch provilions as I made for this new Build- 
ing; and you may next pleafe (having examin’d the fubftance) to take a view of the 
forme ; and obfetve if 1 have methodically and with difcretion difpos’d of the materi- 
als, which with fome curiofityI had colleted. I cannot difcern by any help from rea- 
ding, or learned men, (who have been tome the'beft and briefelt Indexes of Books ) 
thatany Nation hathin reprefentment of great actions (either by Heroicks or Drama- 
ticks) digelted Story into fo pleafant and inftruétive a method as the Englith by their 
Drama + and by that regular {pecies (though narratively and not in Dialogue) I have 
drawn the body of an Heroick Poem, In which I did not onely obferve the Symmetry 
(proportioning five Books to five Aés and Canto’s to Scenes (the Scenes having their num- 
ber ever govern’d by occafion) butall the fadswings , happy ftrokes, fecret graces, and 
even the drapery(which together make the fecond beautys, I have (I hope ) exactly followe 
ed:and thofe compofitions of fecond beauty I obfervein the Drama to be the under-walks, 
interweaving, or correfpondence of leffer defign in Scenes, not the great motion of the 
main plot , and coherence of the Ags. 

The firit cis the general preparative, by rendring the chiefeft Chara@ers of per- 
fons , and ending with fomething that looks like an obfcure promife of defign. The 
fecond begins with an introducement of new perfons,fo finithes all the characters,and ends 
with fome little performance of that defign which was promis’d atthe parting of the firft 
Af, The third makes avifible correfpondence in the under-walks (or leffer intrigues ) 
of perfons ; and ends with an ample turn of the main defign, and expe@ation of a new. 
~ The fourth (ever having occafion to be the longeft) gives a notorious turn to all che 
under-walks, and a counterturn to that main defign which chang’d inthe third, The fifth 
begins with anentire diverfion of the main, and dependant Plott; then makes the 
general correfpondence of the perfons more difcernable , and ends with an eafie unty- 
ing of thofe particular knots, which made a contexture of the whole; feaving fuch fatif- 
faction of probalities withthe Spe@tator, as may perfwade him that neither Fortune in 
the fate of the Perfons, northe Writer in the Reprefentment, have been unnatural or 
exorbitant Tothefe Meanders of the Englifh Stage I have cut out the Walks of my 
Poem; which in this defcription may feemintrieate and tedious ; but will I hope (when 
men take pains to vifit whatthey have hearddefcrib'd) appear to them as pleafant as 

B a 


g The Preface 


PR eer Se a ste Sea ee Pinecone et aa 
a fummer paflage on a crooked River, where going about, and turning back is as 
delightful as the delays of parting Lovers. 

In placing the Argument (asa Proem) before every Canto, I have not wholly follow’d 
the example of the Moderns ; but averted it from that purpofe to which I found it fre~ 
quently us’d , for it hath been intended by others, as the contents of the Chapter, or 
as aBill of Fare at a VenecianFeaft , whichis not brought before the meat to raife an 
expectation, but to fatisfie the longing curiofity of the Guefts, And that which I have 
call’d my Argument, is onely meant. asan affiftance to the Readers. memory, by con- 
taining brief hints, fach ,’ as if allthe Arguments were fuccesfully read, would make 
him eafily remember the mutual dependancies of the general defign ; yeteach rather 
mentions every perfon acting, then their aétions: Buthe is very unskilful chat by Nar- 
ratives before an Hiftorical Poem , prevents expeCtation , for fohe comes to have as 
little fuccefs overthe Reader (whom the Writer fhouldfurprize, and as it were keep 
prifoner foratime) as he hath on his Enemies who commanding a party out to take 
them(and commonly Readers are juftly Enemies to Writers) imparts openly the defign 
ere he begins the action, or he may be faid to be as unluckily officious as he that leads 
a wooing toa Miftrifs, one that already hath newly enjoy’d her. 

| thall fay a little, why | have chofen my interwoven Stanza of four, though! am not 
oblig’d to excufe the choice ; fonnumbers in Verfe muft, like diftinct kind of Matick, 
be expofed to the uncertain and different tafte of feveral Ears. Yet I may declare, thac 
I believ’d it would be more pleafant tothe Reader, ina Work of length, co give this 
refpite or paufe , between every Stanza (having endeavored that each fhould containa 
period) thento run him out of breath with continued Coxplets. Nor doth alrernate Rime 
by any lowlinefs of Cadence makethe found lefsHeroick , but rather adapt it toa plain 

- aid {ately compofing of Mufick , and the brevity of the Stanza renders it lefs fubtle to 
the Compofer, and more eafieto the Singer , which in ffilo recitativo, when the sory 
is long, is chiefly requifite. And this wasindced (if I fhall not betray vanity inmy Con- 
feflion) the reafon that prevail’d moft towards my choice of this Sranza, and my 
diviGon of the main workinto Canto’s , every Canto including a fufficient accomplifh. 
ment of fome worthy defign or a@tion, for I had fo much heat( which you,Sir may al rie 
as to prefume they might (like the works ef Homer ere they were joyn’d together and made 
a Volumn by the Athenian King)be fung at Village-feafts ; though not to Monatchs af- 
ter Victory , nor to Armiesbetore battel, For fo (as aninfpiration of Biota the 
one, and of valor into the other) did Homer's Spirit, long after his bodies reft, wan- 
der in mufick about Greece. / 

Thus you havethe Afodel of what 1 have already built, or fhall hereafter joyn to the 
fame trame.If Ibe accus’d of Innovoation, orto have tranfgreffed again{t the method of 
the Ancients; Ifhall think my felf fecure in believing, thata Poet who hath wrought with 
his own inftruments at a new defign, is no more anfwerable for difobedience to 
Predeceffors , then Law-makers are liable to thofe old Laws which themfelves have repea- 
Sed. 

Having defcrib’d the outward frame, the large rooms within, the leff:r conveyances , 
and now the furniture; it were orderly to let you examine the matter of which that fur- 
-‘niture is made : But though every Owner who hath the Vanity to fhew his ornaments , 
or Hangings mutt endure the curiofiry , and cenfure of him that beholds them, yet I 
fhall not give you the trouble of inquiring what is, but tell you of what I defign’d cheir 
fubftance, whichis, wit: And pyit is the laborious, and the lucky refulcances of thoughe, 
having towards its excellence (as we fay of the ftrokes of Painting) as wella happineffe , 
as care, : 

Wit isnot onely the luck and labor, but alfo the dexterity of thought, rounding the 
world , liketheSun, with unimaginable motion ; and bringing {wiftly home co the me- 
mory univerfal furveys. Itis theSouls Powder, which when fuppreft (asforbidden from 
flying upward) blows up the reftraint , and loofeth all force in afarther afcenfion towards 
Heaven, and yec by nature is-mach fefs able to make any inquifition downward 
towards Hell, but breaks through all”about it (as far as the utmoft it can reach) 
removes, uncovers, makes way for light, where darknefs was inclofed , till 
great bodies are more examinable by being fcatter’d into parcels; and till alltbac 
find its ftrength (but moft of mankind are {trangers to Wit, as Indians are to Powder) 
worthip it for the effects, as derived from the Deity. Itisin Divines, Humility, Ex- 
emplarinefs and Moderation ; in Statefmen , Gravity, Vigilance, Benigne Complacency, 
Secrecy, Patience and Difpatch: in Leaders of Armies, Valor, Painfulnefs, Temperance , 
Bounty, Dexterity in punifhingand rewarding, anda facred Certitude of promife. Ic isin 
Poets a full comprehenfion of all recited in all thefe,and an ability to bring thofe compre- 


henfions 


10 GON DIBE RT. 


hentions into acion,when they fhall fo fur forget the true meafureiofwharis of greateft 
confequence to Huriankty) ‘(whichare: things righteous, pleafanpcand: ufefull): as! to 
think rhe'delights of gfeatnefs equall to that of Poefie, or the Chiefsof any pro» 


fellion More neceflary’to the world,’ then excellent’ Poets. > Laftly)chough:\ We 
‘be not the envy. of ignorant Men, “tis often of evil StatefmenJ*andof all {uch in- 


perfect gieat fpirits, “as have in it a lefs degree theni Poets; foriehobgh no mah 
envies the excellence of that’ which in no proportion’ he ever tafted”. (as: mem: cannot 
be faid' to Avy the condition of Angels) yet we may fiy the Devil -envies the Supre. 
macy of God, becaufe he wasin fome degree partaker of bis Glory, \ \ ot] 

That which is not, yet is: accompted, wit, I will but. flightly, remember; 
which feems very incident to imperfect youth , andi fickly age ;) Young men. (as.if 
they were not quite deliver’d from Childhood , whofe firft exerdife is Language)ima- 


gine it confifts in the Mnfick of words, and believe they are made'wife by -tefin- 


< 


ing their Speech , above’ the vulgar' Dialect , which isa miftake valmoftias great): as 
that of the People, who think Orators (which is a. Title that crowns/at riper years 
thofe that have practis'd the dexterity of tongue) the ableft men; .who are indeed 
fo much more unapt for governing , as they are more fit for Sedition, and it may be 
faid of them as of the Witches of Morway,who can fell a Storm fora Deller, which*for 
Ten Thoufind they cannot allay. From the efteem of {peaking they proceed to:the 
admiration of what are commonly call’d Covceits, things that found'like the knacks 
or toyes of ordinary Lpigrammatifts, and-from thence , after more converfation 
and variety of objects, grow up to fome: force of Fancie,; yet even chen like 


young Hawks they ftray and fly far off; ufing their liberty as if they would ne’re 


return to the Lure, and often go at check ere they canmakea fleady view, and:know 
their game. “tode bus sank 

Ol Men, that have forgot their firft Childhood and are returning to-their 
fecond , think it lyes in a kinde of tinkling of words; or elfe ina grive tel- 
ling of wonderful things, ‘or in comparing of times, without a difcover'd parualicys 
which they perform fo ill by favoring the paft, that, as’tisobferv'd, if the bo= 
dies of men fhould grow lefs, though but anunmeafurable proportion in Seaven years, 
Yet reckoning from the Flood, they would not remain in the Stature of Froggs , foif States 
and particular perfons had impair’din Government, and increas’d in wickednef-, propor- 
tionably to what old men affirm they have done, from their own infancy, to their age; 
all publick Policy had been long fince Confutiion, and the Congregated World would not 


« faffice now to peoplea Village. 


The laft thing they fuppofe to be Wir, istheir bitter Morals, when they “almoft: de- 
clare themfelves Enemies to Youth and Beauty; by which feverity they feem cruel as 
Hered, when he furpris’d the fleeping Children of Bethlem, for Youth is fo far from 
wanting Enemies, thacicis mortally its own ; fo unpractifed, that itis every where co- 
fen’d more then a Stranger among 7ews ; and hath an Infirmity of fight more hurtful then 
Blindnefs to Blinde men ; for though it cannot ehufe the way,it {corns ¢o be led, And Beau- 
ty, though many call themfelves her Friends, hath few but fuch as are falfe to her: though 
the World fets her in a Throne, yet all about her (even her graveft Councellors) are 
Traytors, though not in confpiracy, yet in their diftiné defigns , and to make her cer- 
tain not onely of diftrefs but ruine, fhe is ever purfu’d by her moft cruel enemy, the 
great Deftroyer, Time. But1 will proceed no farther uponold men, nor in recording 
miftakes ; leaft finding fo many more,then there be verities,we might believe we walk in as 
great obfcurity, as the Egyptians when Darknefs was their Plague Nor willl prefume 
to.callthe matter of which the Ornaments or {ubftantial parts of this Poem are compo- 
fed, Wir, but onely tell youmy endeavor was, in bringing truth,too often abfent home 
to mens bofomes to lead her through unfrequented and new ways, and from the moft 
remote Shades; by reprefenting Nature though not in an affected, yet in an unufual 
drefs. 

*Tis now fit, afterI have given you fo long a furvay of the Building , to render you 
fome accompt of the Builder , that you may know by whattime, pains and affiltance I 
have already proceeded, or may hereafter finifh my work ; and in this I thal! take occafion 
to accufe and condemn, as papers unworthy of light ; all thofe hafty digeftions of 
thought which were publifhed in my youth, a Sentence not pronounced out of melancho- 
ly rigor, but from a cheerful obedience to the juft authority of experience: For 
that grave Miftris of the World Experience (in whofe profitable School. thofe before the 
Flood ftayedlong, but we like wanton children come thither late, yet too foon are.call’d 
out of it, and fetch’d home by Death) hath taughtme, that the engendrings of unripe 
age become abortive and deformed; and that after obtaining more years, hee 
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muft needs prophecy with ill fuccef, who make ufe of their Vifions in Wine; That 
when the antient Poets were valu’d.as Prophets, they werelong and painful in watching 
the correfponderice of Caufes , e’re they prefum’d to foretell effets: and that *cis~a 
-bighprefumpuon to entertain a Nation (who are a Poets ftanding Gueft , and require 
“Monarchical refpe@) with hafly provifions. Such pofting, I have long {ince for- 
borne; and during my Journey in this work, have moy'd witha flow pace ; that I 
might make my furveys as one that traivail’d not Co bring home the names,but the propor- 
tion; and nature of things: and in this lam made wife by two great examples ; for 
the friends of Virgil acknowledge he wasmany years in doing honor to Aineas (ftill 
contracting at night into a clofer force, the abundance of hismorning ftrengths) and Stati 
us Yather {eems to boaft, then bluth, when he confefles he was twice Seaven years in 
renowning the war between Argos and Thebes. f 

“Next to theofefulnefs of Time (which here implys ripe age) I believ’d pains moft re- 
quifite to this undertaking : for though painfulnefs in Poets (according to the nfual negii. 
gence of our Nation in examining, and their diligence Co cenfure) feems always co difcover 
aAwant of natural force, andis traductd, as if Poefie concern d the world no more then 
Dancing , whofe onely grace ig the quicknefsand facility of motion; and whofe per- 
fettion is notof fuch publick confequence, that any man can merit much by. attaining it 
with long labor 5 yet let them confider, and they will find (nor can I {tay long ere Icon- 
vince them in the important ufe of Poefie) the natural force of a Poet more apparent, by 
but confeffing that great forces aske great labor In managing ; then by an arrogant 
braving the World, when he enters the field with bis undifciplin’d firft thoughts: For a 
wife Poet, like a wife General, will not thew his ftrengths till they are in exact Go- 
vernment and order; which are not the poltures of chance, but proceed from Vigi- 
lance and labor. : 

Yet to fuch painful Poets fome upbraid the want of extemporary fury, or rather infpi- 
ration .a dangerous word,which many have of late fuccesfully us*’d,and in/piratson is a {ptri- 
cual Fitt, deriv’d from the antient Ethnick Poets, who then, as they were Priefis, were 
Statesmen too, and probably lov’d dominion, andas their well diffembling of in/pira- 
tion begot them reverence then, equal to that which was paid to Laws; fo thefe who now 
profefs the fame fury, may perhaps by fuch authentick example pretend authority over the 


former, prophelie for themfelves. But though the ancient Poets are excus'd, as knowing 
the weak conftitution of thofe Deities from whom they took their Priefthood; and 
the frequent neceffity of diffembling for the eafe of government: yet thefe, (who 
alfo from the chief tothe meaneft , are Statesmen and Priefts , but have not the luck 
to be Poets) fhould not affume fuch faucy familiarity with a true God. > 

From the'time and labor requir’d to my Poem , jet me proceed to my Afiiftants , by 
which I fhall not fo much atteft my own weaknefs, as difcover the difficulties and great- 
nefs of fuch a work, For when Solomon made ufe of his Neighbours towards his build- 
ing, he loft no reputation , nor by demanding thofe aids was thought a lefs Prince , 
but rather publifh’d his Wifdom in rightly underftanding the vaft extencof his enterprife, 
who likewlfe with as much glory made ufe of Fellers of Wood, and Hewers of Stone, as 
of learned Architeéts ; Nor have I refrain’d to be oblig’dto men of any Science , as well 
mechanical as liberal; Nor when Memory (from that various and plentiful ftock., 
with which all obfervers are furniflrd , that have had diverficy of life) prefented me 
by chance with any figure , did I lay it afideas ufelefs , becaufe.at that inftant I was not 
skilful to manage it artfully, but Thave faid and recorded fuch objects, till by conful- 
ting withright Mafters, Ihave difpofed of them without miftake , it being no more 
fhame to get Learning at that very ume, andfrom the fame Text, when, and by which 
weinfirud others; then fora forward Scout, difcovering the Enemy, to fave his’ 
ownlife ata Pafs, where he then teaches his Party to efcape. 

In remembring mine.own helps, {have confidered thofe which others in the fame 
neceffity have taken, and find chat Writers (contrary to my inclination) are apter 
tobebeholding to Books then to Men, not onely as the firft are more intheir pot- 
feflion (being more conftant Companions then deareft friends ) but becaufe they com- 
monly make {uch ufe of treafure found in Books,as of other treafure belonging tothe Dead, 
and hidden under ground , for they difpofe of both with greac fecrecy, defacing the fhape 
er images of the one, as much as of the other ; through fear of having the original oftheir 
Health or abundance difcover d. And the next caufe why Writers ar¢ more in Libraries, 
then is company, is, that Books are eafily open’d, and jearned men are ufually fhut up, by 
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a froward or envious humor of retention, or elfe unfold themfelves, fo as we may read 

mote of their weaktefs and vanity, then Wifdom ; imitating the Holyday-cuftom in 
reat Cities, where the fhops of Chaundry, and flight wares, are familiarly open, but chofe 

_ of folid and ftaple Merchandife are proudly lock’d up. 

Nor indeed can it be expected that all great Doctors are of fo benigne a nature, as to 
rake pains in gaining treafure (of which Knowledge is the greateft) with intent to inrich 
others fo ealily,as if they ftood every where with their Pockets fpread, and ready to be 
ipickt : nor can‘we.read of any Father, who fo far and fecretly adopted his Son to a Book 
of his own writing, as thar his Son might be thought Author of that written Wit, as 
much as his Father was Author of him: Nor of any Husband that to his darling Wife 
would fo far farrender his VVifdom, as that in publick hecould endure to let her ufe his 
Di@ates,as if fhe would have others think her wifer then himfelf. Bychis remembrance. 
of that ufual parfimony in owners of Wit , towards fuch as would make ufe of their plen- 
ty, I lament the forcune of others, and may wifh.the Reader to congratulate mine ; for I 
have found Friends as ready as Books to regulate my conceptions,or make chem more cor= 
re&, ealie,and apparent But though Iam become fo wife,by knowing my felf, as to believe, 
the thoughts of divers tranfcend the beft which /;have written , yet I have admitted from 
no manany change of my Defign,nor very feldom of my fenfe : For / refolv’d to have this 
Poem fubfift and continue throughout with the fame complexion and fpirit, though it 
appear but like a plain Eamily,of a neighbourly alliance,who marry into the fame moderate 
quality and garbe, and are fearful of introducing ftrangers of greatet ranke, leaft the fhi- 
ning prefence of fuch, might feem to upbraid, and putall ‘about them out of counte- 
nance, 

And now, Sir, that the Reader may (whom Writers are fain to court, draw in, and 
keep with artifice, fo fhy men grow of Books) believe me worthy of him, I cannot fore 
bear to thank you in publick, for examining, correcting, and allowing this Poem in parcels 
ere it arriv’d at the contexture: by which you have perform’d the juft degrees of pro- 
ceeding with Poets; who during the gayety and wantonnefs of the Mufe, are but as chil- 
dren to Philofophers (though of fome Giant race) whofe firft thoughts ( wilde, and 
roaming farr off) muft be brought home, watch’d, and interrogated, and after they are 
made more regular, be encouraged and praifed for doing well, that they may delight in 
aiming at Perfection, By fuch a Method the Mufeis tanght co become Miftrefs of her own, 
and others firength: and who is he fo learned (how proud’ foever with being cherith’d 
inthe bofome of Fame) that can hope, when through the feveral wayes of Science, he 
feeks Nature in her hidden walks) to make’ his Journey fhort , unlefs he call you to be his 
Guide? and who fo guided can fufpect his fafety, even when he travails through the Ene- 
my's Country ? for fach is the va{t field of Learning, where the Learned (though not 
numerous enough to bean Army) lie as {mall Parties, malitioufly in ambufh, to deftroy 
all new Men that look into their Quarters, And from fuch, you, and thofe you lead, are 
fecure ; becaufe you move not by common Mapps, but have painfully made your own Pro- 
fpe&, and travail now like the Sun, not to inform yout felf, but enlighten the 
world. 

Andlikewife, when by the, ftrié furvey and Government that hath been had over this 
Poem, I fhall chink to govern the Reader ( who though he be noble, may perhaps judge 
of fupreme Power like a very Commoner, and rather approve authority , when itis in 
many, then inone) I muft acquaint him, that you had nor alone the trouble of eftablith- 
ing and deftroying , but enjoy’d your intervals andeafe by Two Colleagues ; Two that 
are worthy to follow you into the Clofets of Princes; ifthe knowledge of Men paft, (of 
whom Books arethe remaining minds) or of the prefent (of whom Converfation is the 
ufefull and lawful Spy) may make up fuck greatnefs, as is fit for great Courts: or if the 
rayes that proceed from Poetry, be not alittle too ftrong for the fight of mo- 
dern Princes; who now are too feldom taught in their youth, like Eaglets to fortifie 
their eyes by often foaringnear the Sun. Andthongh this be here but my teftimony, it 
is too late for any of youtodifclaim it; forfince you have made it valid by giving yours of 
Gonp1serr under your hands, you muft be content to be us’d by me, as Princes are 
by their preferr’d Subjeats ; who-in the very act of taking honor, return it to the Giver ; 
as benefits receiv’d by the Creature, manifelt the power, and redound to the Glory ofthe 

Creator, 

I amnow, Sir, (to your great comfort, that have been thus ill, and long diverted ) 
arriv'd at-my laft confideration, which is to fatisfie thofe whomay inquire why I have 
taken fo much paines to become an Author? Or why any man ftayes fo long fwea- 
ting at Invention, when moft Readers have fo imperfect Stomacks, as they either 
devour Books wich over hafty Digeftion, or grow to loath them from a far- 
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“fet. And why I more efpecially made mytask an Heroick Poem ? T fhail involve the » 


two. firft Queltions in one; as fubmitting to beconcern’d among the’ generality of 
~ Writers; whofe Enemies being many, and now mine, we muft joyn forces to oppofe 
them. ; 


officioufnels of Confcience, but! feldom with expectation of Riches: for thofe chat fpend 


time in writing to initenct others, may find leafure to inform themfelves, how mean the » 


provifions are which bufie and ftudious minds can: make for their own fedentary bodies : 
And Learned men (to whom the reft of the world are but Infants) have the fame foo- 


lifh affection in nourifhing othersminds, as Pellicans in feeding their-young, which is,2¢) 
the’ expence of the very fubfiftance of Life, *Tis then apparent they proceed by the in-: 


ftigation of Fame, of Confcience; and I believe miny are perfwaded by the firft (of 
which { am One) and fome are commanded by the fecond. » Nor is the defire of Fame fo 
vain as divers have rigidly imagin’d, Fame being (when belonging to the Living) thae 
which is more gravely call’d, a {teddy and neceffary reputation , and without it, heredi- 
tary Power, or acquir’d-greatnefs can never quietly govern the World. °Tisof the dead 
a mvfic)| glory, in which God, the author of excellent goodnefs, vouchfafes to take a con- 
‘ tinual fhare; For the remember’d vertues of great men’are: chiefly fuch of his works 
(mention’d by King David) 'as perpetually praife him : and the good fame of the Dead 
prevails by example much more then the reputation of the Living; becaufe the latter is 
alwayes fulpected. by our Envy, but the other is cheerfully allow’d, and religionfly ad- 
mur’d: for Admiratiin (whofe Eyes are ever weak) ftands ftill, and at gaze upon great 
things aed far off; but when they are neer, walks flightly away as from familiar objects. 
Fame is to our Sonsa folid Inheritance, and not unufeful to remote Pofterity , and. to our 
Reafon °tis the firft, though but:a little tafte of Eternity. 

Thofe thar write bythe command of Confcience (thinking themfelves able to inftruct 
“others, and confeqvently.oblig’d toit) grow commonly the moft voluminous , becaufe 


the preffures of Confcience are fo inceffant, that fhe is never fatisty'd with doing enough: , 


for fuch as be newly made the Captives of God (many appearing fo to themfelves, when 
they firft begin to weare the Fetters of Confcience) are like common flaves, when newly 
taken ;. who terrify'd with a fancy of the feveriry of abfolute Mafters, abufe their diligence 
out of fear, and do ill, rather then appear idle.: And this may be the caufe why Libra- 


ries are more then double lin’d with Spiritual Books, or Tracts of Morality 5 the latter be-- 


ing the Spiritual Counfelsof Zay-men, and the newett of fach great Volumns (being ufu- 
ally but'tranfcriptions or tranflations) differ fo much from the Ancients, as later dayes 
from thofe of old, which difference is no more then an alteration of names by removing 
the Erhnicks to make way forthe Saints. Thefe are theeffeC!s of their labours, who are 
provok’d to become Authors, meerly out of Confcience, and Confcience we may again 
ayerre to be often fo unskilful and timerous, that it feldom givesa wife and {teddy account 
of God, but grows jealous of him as of an Adverfary, and.is after melancholy vifions 
like a fearfull Scout, after he hath ill furvey’d. the Enemy, who then makes incongruous, 
long, and terrible Tales, 

Having confefs’d that the defire of Fame made mea. Writer, 1 muft declare, why in 
my tiper age I chofe to gain it more efpecially by an Heroical Poem; and the Heroick 
being by moft allow’d tobe themoft beautiful of Poems, 1 fhall not need to decide the 
quarrels of Poets about the Degrees of Excellence in Poefy: But *tis not amils ere 1 
avow the ufefuluefs of the Science in general (which was the caufe of my undertaking) 
to remember the value it had from the greateft and moft worthy fpiritsin all Ages: for I 
will notabftain (though it may give me the reputation but of common reading) to 
mention, that PifiPratws , (though a Tyrant) liv'’d with the praife, and dy’d with the 
blefiing of all Greece, for gathering the fcatter’d limbs of Homer’s Works into a Body; 
and that great Alexander by publickly converfing with it, attaind the univerfall opinion 
of Wir, the fame o€ fuch inward Forces conducing as much to bis Conquefts, as his Ar- 
mies abroad: That the Athenian Prifoners were thought worthy of life and liberty for 
finging the Tragediesof Evripides: That Thebes was fav’d trom deftrudion by the 
ViGors reverence to the memory of Pindar; That the elder Scipio, (who govern’d all 
the ciyill world) lay continually in the bofome of Exnins: That thegreat Numantinand 
Lelius(no lefs renown’d)were openly proud when the Romans believ'd they affilied Terence 
in his Comedies: That Anguftus (to whom the myfteries of univerfall Empire were more 
familiar, then domeftick Dominion to Modern Kings ) made Virgil the partner of his 
joyes, and would have divided his bufinefs with Horace: And that Lacan was the fear and 
envy of Nero. If we approach nearer our own times, we mayadd the triumphal Entry 

; which 


Men are chiefly provok’d to the toyl of compiling Books, by love of Fame, and often by | 
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which the Papacy gave to Petrarch, and how much Taffois fill che glory and delight of 
Italy. 
Bat as in this hafty Mutter of Poets and lifting their confederates, I thall by omitting 
many, deprive them of that which is due from Fame; fo I may now by the opinion 
of fome Divines (whom notwithftanding 1 will reverence in all their diftinét Habits and 
Fafhions of the mind) be held partiall, and too bold, by adding to the firft number(though 
I range them upon holy ground, and afide) Mofes, David, and Solomon, for their Songs, 
Pfalmes, and Anthemes ; the Second being the acknowledg’d Favorite of God ; whom he 
had gain’d by excellent Praifes in facred Poefy. And I fear (fince Poefy is the cleareft 
light by which they find the foul who feek it) that Poets have in their fluent kindnefs di- 
verted from the right ufe, and fpent too much of that fpiritual talent in the honor of 
mortall Princes: for divine Praife (when inthe high perfection, asin Poets, and only in 
them) is fo much the uttermoft and whole of Religious worfhip, that all other parts of De- 
votion ferve but to make it up. 


89. 
Praife, #s Devotion fit for mighty Mindes, 


The diffring Worlds agreeing Sacrifice ; nee ib 
Where Heaven divided, Faiths united findes: i Cie 
But Pray’t in various difcord upward flies. 6, 


9°. 
For Pray’t the Ocean is , Where diverfly 
Men fteer their courfe. each to a fev'ral Coaft ; 
where all our Intr'efts fo difcordant be, 
That half beg windes by which thereft are loft. 


Or. 
By Penitence when we our felves forfake ; 
Tis but in wife defign on piteous Heaven; 
In Praife We nobly give What God may take, 
And are without a Beggars blufe forgiven. 


92, 
Its utmoft force , like Powder’s, 1s unknown ; 
And though weak, Kings exces of Praife may fear, 
Yer when ris bere, like Powder dang’rous grown, 
Heaven's Vanle receives what Would the Palace tear 


After this contemplation, how acceptable the voice of Poefy hath been to God, we 
may (by defcending from Heaven to Earth) confider how ufefull ic is to Men; and 
among Men, Divines are the chief, becaufe ordain’d to temper the rage ot humane 
power by fpiricuall menaces, as by fudden and ftrange threatnings madnefs is frighted into 
Reafon; and they are fent hither ‘as Liegers from God, to conferve in ftedfait motion 
the flippery joynts of Government, and to perfwade an amity in divided Nations: there- 
fore to Divines I firft addrefs my felf; and prefume to ask them, why, ever fince their 
dominion was firft allow’d, at the great change of Religions, (though ours more then any 
inculcates obedience, as an eafie Medicine to cool the impatient and raging world into a 
quiet reft) mankinde hath been more unruly then before? it being vifible that Empire 
decreas’d with the increafe of Chriftianity ; and that one weak Prince did anciently fuf- 
fice to govern many {trong Nations : but now one little Province is too hard for cheic 
own wife King ; and a {mall Republick hath Seventy years maintain’d their revolc to the 
difquiet of many Monarchs. Or if Divines reply, we cannot expect the good effects 
of their Office, becaufe their {piritual Dominion isnot allow’d as abfolute, then it may 
be ask’d them more feverely, Why “tis not allow’d? for whereever there hath been 
great degrees of power ( which have been often and long in the Church) it difcovers 
(though worldly vicifficude be objected asan excufe) that the managers of fuch power , 
fince they endeavour’d not to enlarge it, believ’d the increafe unrighteous ; or-were im 
ading, or contriving that endeavour, either negligent or weak; For Power, like the ha- 
fly Vine, climbes upapace totheSupporter ; butif not skilfully attended and drefs’d, in 
ftead of {preading and bearing fruit, grows high and naked; and then (like empty title) 
being foon ufelefs to others, becomes neglected, and unable to fuppore it felf. 

But if Divines have fail’d in governing Princes (that is, of being intirely believ'd by 
them ) yet they might have obliquely rul'd chem, in rulingthe People; by won of 
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jate, Princes bave been govern d; and they might pr obably rule the People, becaufe the 


heads of the Church ( where ever Chrifiianity is preach'd) are Tetrarchs of Time; of 
which they command the fourth Divifion; for ono lefs the Sabbaths, and Dayes of Saints 
amount; and during thofe daies of fpiritual triumph, Pulpits are Thrones ; andthe pea- 
ple oblig’d to open their Eares, and lectin the ordinances. and commands of Preachers ; 
who likewife are not without fome little Regency throughout’ the reftofthe Year, for 
chen they may converfe with the Laity ; from whom they have commonly fuch refpect (and 
refpect foon opens the door to perfwation )as fhews their Congregations not deaf in thofe 
holy feafons , when {peaking predominates, ae hs 

~ But notwithftanding thefe advantages,the pulpit hath little prevail’d , for the world isin 
all Regions revers'd , or fhaken by difobedience , an Engine with which the great Angels 
(for fuch were the Devils, and had faculties much more fublim’d then Men) believ’d they 
could diforder Heaven. And itis not want of capacity in the lower Auditory that makes 
Do@rine fo untuccefsful , for the people are not timple, fince the Gentry (even of ftrong- 
eft education) lack fufficient defence againft them, and are hourly furpriz’d in (their 
common Ambufhes ) ‘their fhops: For on facred Dayes they walk gravely and fadly 
from Temples, asif they had newly bury'd their-finful Fathers, at night fleep as if they 
and rife with the next Son, to lie in wait for the Noble, and 


fteddy Men; yet they Honour, the courage, and more active parts of fuch difobedient 
Spirits, as difdaining thus tamely to deceive, attempt bravely to rob the State, and the 
State they believe (though the Helme were held by Apoftles) would alwayes confit of 
fuch Arch-robbers,. as who evet ftrips them, but waves the redious fatisfaction which the 
Lafy expe from Laws, and comes a fhorter way to his own. “en 

Thus unapt for obedience (in the condition of Beafts whofe appetite is Liberty, and 
their Liberty a licenfe of Luft) the People have often been, fince a long ard notorious 
power hath continu’d with Divines, whom though with reverence we accufe for miftaken 
Jenity ; yetare we not fo cruel to exped they fhould behave themfelves to Sinners like 
fierce Phineas, ot Preach with their Swords drawn, to kill all they cannot perfwade : But 
our meaning is to fhew how much their Chriftian meeknefs hath deceiv’d them in ta- 
ming this wilde monfter the people; and a little to rebuke them for neglecting the affilt- 
ance of Poets ; and for upbraidingthe Ethnicks, becaufe the poets mannag'd their Religion, 
as if Religion could walk more profperoufly abroad , then when Morality (refpectinlly, 
and bare-headed as her Ufher) prepares the way: it being no leffe true, that during the 
dominion of Poefy, a willing peacefull: obedience to Superiors becalm’d_ the world; then 
that obedience like the marriage yoke, though a reftraint more needful and advantagious 
then liberty, and hath the fame reward of pleafant quietnefs, which it anciently had, when 
Adam, till his difobedience, enjoy'd Paradice. Such are the effeds of facred Poefy , 
which cbarmes the People with harmonious precepts; and whofe aid Divines fhould not 
difdain, fince their Lord (the Saviour of the World) vouchfaf'd to deliver his Doctrine in 
Parabolicall Fi@ions. 

Thofe that be of next importance are Leaders of Armies; and fuchI meafure not by 
the fuffrages of the People, who give them refpe& as Indians worfhip the evill Spirit, rather 
for fear of harm); then tor affection, but efteem them as the painfull Proteétors and en- 
largersot Empire ; by whomit actively moves; and fuch active motion of Empireis as 
neceffaty as the motion of the Sea, where all things would putrifie,and infect one another, 
if the Element were quiet : fo is it with mens mindes on fhore, when that Element of great- 
nefs and honor, Empire, ftands fill; of which the largenefs is likey ife as needfull, asthe 
vafinefsof the Sea; for God ordain’d not huge Empireas proportionable to the Bodies , 
but to the Mindes of Men, and the Mindes of Men are more monftrous, and require 
more fpace for agitation and the hunting of others, then the Bodies of Whales. But he 
that believes men fuch moderate Sheep, as that many ate peacefully contain d in a narrow 
Folde, may be better inform’d in America,where little Kings never enjoy a harmlefs neigh. 
bourhood, unlefs protected defenfively amongit themfelves, by an Emperor that hath wide 
poffeffions, and priority over them, (asin fome few places) but when reftrain’d in aar- 
row dominion, where no body commands and hinders their nature, they quarrel iixe 
Cocks ina Pitt, andthe Sun in a dayes travail there, feesmore Battails (but not of con- 
fequence, becaufe their Kings though many, are little) then in Zwrope ina year. 

To Leaders of Armies , as to very neceffary Men ( whofe Office requires the uttermoft 
aids of att, and Nature, and refours the ford of Juitice, (when ‘cis wrelted from fupreme 
Power by Commotion ) I now addrefs my felf and muft put them in. minde(though not 
upbraidingly) ‘how much their Mighty Predeceffors were anciently oblig’d to Poets ; whofe 
Songs (recording the praifes of Condu@-and Valour) were efteem'd the chiefeft rewards 
of Victory; And fince Nature hath made us prone to Imitation (by which we egal 
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the beft or the worlt) how miuch thofe Images of Action prevail wpon our mindés 
- which are delighcfully drawn by Poets? For the greareft of the Grecian Captains have 
confefs’d, chat their Counfels have been made wif e,ind their courages warm by Homer.and 
fince Peaife isa pleafure which God hath invited, and with which he often vouchfaf'd to 
be pleas’d when it was fent him by his own Poet, why is it nor lawful for vercaoys men 
tobe cherifh'd, and magnify’d with hearing their vigilance, Valour,and good Fortune (the 
latcer being more the immediate gift of Heaven, becaufe the effed of an unknown Caufe) 
commended and made eternal in Poefy? But perhaps the art of praifing Armies into greae 
and initane action, by finging their former deeds (an Art with which the Ancients made 
Empire fo large) is too fubtle for modern Leaders ; who as they cannot reach the heights 
of Poefy, mult be content with a narrow fpace of Dominion: and narrow Dominion 
breeds evil, peevifh, and vexatious mindes, and a National felf-opinion, like fimple Jewith 
arrogance ; and the Jews were exttaordinary proud in a very little Country: For menin 
contracted governments are buta kind of Prifoners . and Prifoners by long reftraint grow 
wicked, malitious to all abroad, and foolith ehteemers of themfelves . asif they had wrong 
in not enjoying every thing which they can only fee out of Windowes. 

Our lait application is to State/mex, and Makers of Lawes; who may be reafonably 
réduc’d to one ; fince the fecond differ no more from the firft, then Judges (the Copies 
of Law-makers ) differ from their Originals: For Judges, like all bold interpreters, by of 
ren altering the Text, make it quite new; and State/men ( who differ not from Law-ma- 
kers in the ad, but inthe manner of doing) make new Lawes préfumptuoufly without 
the'confent of the People ; but Legiflatars more civilly feem to whiftle to the Beaft, and 
ftroak him into the Yoke: and inthe Yoke of Stace, the People ¢ with too much pam- 
peting) grow foon unruly and draw awry ; Yet State/men and Fudges (whofe bufine is 
Governing, and the thing to be govern’d is the People) have amongitus ( we being more 
proud and miftaken then any other famous Nation ) look’d Stavély upon Poetry, and 
with a negligence that betray’d a Northerly ignorance 3_as if they believ’d they could pers 
form theit work without it. But Poets (who with wile diligence ftudy the People , and 
have in all ages by an infenfible influence govern’d their manners ) may jufly fmile when 
they perceive that Divines, Leaders of Armies, State(mer, and fudges, think Religi.n, the 
Sword, or (which is unwritten Law, anda fecret Confederacy of Chiefs) Policy, or Law 
(which is written, but feldom rightly tead) can give without the help of the Mufes, a 
long and quiet fatisfaction in Govetnment : For Religion is to the wicked and faithless 
( who are many ) a jrifdiction, again which they readily rebell, becaufe it rules {e- 
verely, yet promifeth no worldly recompence for obedience 3 obedience being by every 
humaine Power inviced, with affurances of viGible advantage. The good ( who are but 
few) heed not the Power of Religion to make them better, the power of Religion pro- 
ceeding from het threatnings, which though mean Weapons, are fitly us’d, fince fhe hath 
none but b.fe Enemies. We may obferve too, that all Vertuous men are fo taken up 
with the rewards of Heaven, that they live as if out of the World ; and no Government 
receives affiftance from any man meetly ashe is good; but as chat goodnefs is active in 
temporal things. 

The Sword isin the hand of Puffice no guard to Government, but then when fuftice hath 
an Army for het own defence; and Armies, if they were not petvertible by Faction, yet 
are to Common-wealths like Kings Phyfitians to poor Patients; who buy che cure of their 
diforder’d bodies at fo high a rate, that they may be faid to change their Sicknefs for Fa. 
mine, Policy ( Iméan of the Living, not of the Dead; the one being the laft rules ot 
defigns governing the Infant, the other thofée Laws that began Empite) is as mortal as 
Statefmea chemfelves : whofe itceffant labors make that Hectick Feaver of the minde , 
which infenfibly difpatches the Body: and when We trace States-men through all the Hi- 
flories of Courts, we find their Inventions fo unneceffaty to thofe that fucceed at the 
Hele, ot fo much envy’d as they fearce laft in authority till the Inventors are buried ; 
"and change of defignsin States-mew (their defigns being the weapons by which Scates are 

defended) grows as déftru@ive to Government, as a continual change of vatious weapons 
isto Armies; which mutt receive with ruine any fadden affault, when want of pratife 
makes unactivenefs, We cannot atge chat the Ambition of Statererpen (who are obnoxi- 
ous to the people) doth mich diforder Government; becaufe the Peoples anger, by a 
Perpetual coming in of new Oppreffors is fo diverted in confidering thofe whom their 
Eyes but lately lett, as they havé not time enough torife for the Publick : and evil face 
ecflors to power are inthe troubled ftream of State like fucceeding Tides in Rivers, where . 
the Madd of the former is hidden by the filth of the la{t. 

Laws, if very antientt, stow as doubrful and difficult as Letters on bury’d Marble, which 
only Anciquaties read ; but if not Old, they want that reverence which is therefore paid 
tothe vercies of Anceltors, becaufé their crimes come not to oue remembrance, and-yet . 
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great Men mult be long dead whole illsare forgotten. If Laws be New they mutt be made 
either by very Angels, or by Men that have fome vices; and thofe being feen make their 
vVertues fufpected ; for the People no more efteem able Men, whofe defeats they know, 
(though but errors incident to Humanity) then an Enemy values a {trong Army having ex- 
perience of their Errors. And new Laws ate held but the projects of neceflitous Power , 
new Nets fpread. to intangle us ; the Old being accounted too many, fince moft are be- 
liev’d to be made for Forfeitures: and fuch letting of blood ( though intended by Law- 
makers for out health) is to the People alwayes out of Seafon: for thofe.that love life 
with too much Paflion (and Mony is thelife-blood of the People) ever fear a Confum- 
ption, But be Law-makers 4s able as Nature or Experience (which is the beft Art) can 
make them, yet, though I will not yield the Wicked to be wifer then the Vertuous, I 
may fay, offences are too hard for the Laws, as fome Beafts are too wylie for their Hun- 
ters; and that Vice overgrows Vertue, as much as Weeds grow fafter then Medicina- 
- ple Herbs: or rather chat Sin, like the fruitful flime of Wi/ws, doth increafz into fo many 
various fhapes of Serpents ( whofe walks and retreats are winding and unknown) thas 

even Puftice, (the painfull purfuer of Mifchief) is become weary, and amaz d. 

After thefe Meditations , methinks Government refembles a Ship, where though Ds- 

wines, Leaders of Armics, Statesmen, and Pudges are the trufted Pilots, yet it moves by 
o the means of winds, as uncertain as the breath of Opinion ; and is laden witb the People ; 
a Fraight much looffer, and moredangerous then any other living ftowage ; beingastrou- 
blefome.in fair weather, as Horfes in a Storm. And how can thefe Pilots ftedily main- 
tain their courfe to the Land of Peace and Plenty, fince they are often divided at the 
Helm? For Divises (when they confider great Chiefs) fuppofe Armies to be fent from 
God for a temporary Plague, not for continual Jurifdiction , and that Gods extreme pu- 
nifhments (of which Armies be the moft violent) are ordain’d to have no more lafting- 
nefs, then the extremes in Nature. [hey think ( when they conlider Statesmen) Po- 
licy hath nothing of the Dove, and being all Serpent, is more dangerous, tien the dan- 
gers it pretends to prevent: jad that out-witting (by falfhood and corruption) adverfe 
states, or the People ( though the People be often the greater Enemy, and more peril- 
fome being neareft) is but giving reputation to Sinn, and that to maintain the Publick by 
Politique evils, is a bafe proftitution of Religion, and the proftitution of Religion is 
that unpardonable Whoredomwhich fo much anger’d the Prophets. They think Law 
nothing but the Bible forcibly ufurp’d by covetous Lawyers, and difgais’d in a Paraphrafe 
moré obfeure then the Text ; and that ’tis only want of juft reverence to Religion, which 
doth expofe us to the charges and vexations of Law. 
_ The Leaders of Armies - ecufe Divines for unwifely raifing the War of the World by op- 
pofite Doctrine, and for being more indifcreetin thinking to appeafe it by perfwation ; 
forgetting that the difpatchful ending of War is blows; and that the naturall region for 
Difputes, when Nations are engag’d (though by Religion) is the Field of Battail, not 
Schools and Academies, which they believe (by their reftlefs controverfies) lefs civill 
then Camps; as inteftine Quarrel is held more barbarous then foraign War. They think 
Statesemen tothem (unlefs dignify’d with milicary Office) but mean Spys, that like Afri— 
can Foxes (who attend on Lyons, ranging before and about for their valiant prey) fbrink 
back till the danger be fubdu’d, and then with infatiate hunger come infora fhare: Yet 
fometimes with the Eye of Eavy ( which enlarges objects like a multiplying glafs) they 
behold thefe Stares-men, and think them iramente as Whales , the motion of whofe valk 
bodies can in a peacefull calm trouble the Ocean till it boil, Aftera little hafty wonder , 
they confider them again with cifdain of their low conftraints at Court , where they muft 
Patiently endure the litle follies of fuch fmall Favorites as wait even near the wifeft 
Thrones; .fo fantaftically weak feem Monarchs in the ficknefs of Care ( a Feaver in the 
head) when forthe humorous pleafure of Diverfity, they defcend from purple Beds, and . 
feek their eafe. upon the ground. Thefe great Leaders fayalfo, that Law moves flowly 
as with fetter d feet, and is too tedious in redrefs of wrongs ; whilft in Armies 7affice 
feems to ride poft, and overtakes Offenders ere the contagion of crimes caninfe@ others: 
and though in Courts and Cities great men fence often with her, and with a forcive fleight 
put by her fword; yet when the retires to Camps, fhe is 1n a pofture not only to punifh 
the offences of particular Greatnefs, but of injurious Nations. 

States-mes look on Divines as men whofe long folitude and Meditations on Heaven 
hath made them Strangers upon Barth: and’tis acquaintance with the World, and know- 
jedge. of Man that makes abilities of Ruling: for though it may be faid that a fufficient 
belief of Doctrine would beget obedience (which is the uttermoft defignof governing) 
yet fince ‘diverfity of Do@rine doth diftract all Anditors,.and makes them doubtfully dif- 
pofe their obedience (even cowards fpiritual, powers, on which-many would have the tem- 
poral. depend.)’ therefore States-men think themfelves more fir to manage Empire, 

then 
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then Divines , whofe ufefulnefS confifts in perfwafion ; and perfwafion is the laft medi- 
cine (being the mofi defperate) which States-men apply to the diftemper of the People: 
for their diftemper is madnefs, and madnefs is beft-cur’d wich terrorand force. They 
think that Leaders of Armies areto great Empire, as great Rivers tothe Continent, which 
make an eafie accefs of fuch benefits as the Metropolis. (the feat of Power) would elfe at 
vait diftances with difficulty reach: yet often like proud Rivers when they fwell, they de- 
ftroy mote by once overflowing their borders at home, then they have in long time ac- 
uir’d from abroad s They are to little Empire like che Sea to low Iflands ; by nature 
a defence from Forreigners, but: by accident when they rage, a deluge,to their own land. 
And atall feafons States men believe them more dangerous to Government then themfelves: 


for the popularity of States-men is not fo frequent as that of Generals, or if by care'fuf- 


ficiency of Art it be gain’d5 yetche force of crowds in Cities, compar’d to the validity 
of menof Armes, anddifcipline, would appear like the great number of Sheep to a few 
Wolves, rather a caufe of Comfort then of Terror. They think that chief AZiz:fers of 
Law by unskilfull integrity, or love of popularity (which fhewes the Minde, as meanly 
bornas bred) fo earneitly purfue che protection of the Peoples right, that they negle& the 
publick Intereft, and though the Peoples right, and publick Intereft be the fame, yet ufu- 
ally by the People, the Ninifters of Law mean private men, and by the other the State, 
and fo the State and the People are divided, as we may fay a manis divided wichin himfelf, 
when reafon and Paftion difpute about confequent actions , and if we were call'd co affift 
at fuch inteftine war, we matt fide with Reafon, according to our duty, by the Law of 
Nature; and Natures Law, thouglt not written in Stone (as wasthe Law of Relig:on) 
hath caken deep impreffion in the Hearcof Man, which is harder then Marble of Adount- 
Sinai 

Chief, AZiniffers of Law, think Divines inGovernment fhouldlikethe Penal Statutes , 
be choicely, and but feldome us'd; foras thofe Statutes are rigoroufly inquifitive after ve- 
nial faults, (punifhing our very manners and weak conititution, as well as infolent appe- 
tite, fo Divines (that are made vehement with contemplating the dignity of the OF 
fended, ( which is God) more then the frailty of the Offender) govern as if men 
could be made Angels, ere they come to Heaven. 

Great Adiniffersiof Law think likewife that Leaders of Armies are like ill Phyfitians ; 
Onely fit for defperate cures, whofe boldnefs calls, inthe affiftance of Fortune, during the 
feats and troubles of Art; Yetthe health they give to a diftempet’d State is not more ac- 
cidental then the prefervation of it is uncertain, becaufe they often grow vain with fac- 
cefs, and encourage a reftor’d State to fuch hazards, as thew like irregularicy of life 
in other recover’d bodies; fuch as the cautious and ancient gravity of Law diflwaded : 
For Law (whofe temperate defign is fafety ) rather prevents by conftancy of Medicine 
(like a continu’d Diet) difeafesin the body-politick, then depends after a permitted 
Sicknefs upon che chance of recovery.. They think States-men {trive to be as much Judges 
of Law as themfeives, being chief Minifters of Law, are Judges of the People ,; and chat 
even good States-mex pervert the Law more then evil Judges : » For Law was anciently 
meant a defenfive Armor, and the people took it as from the Magazin of Juftice, to keep 
them fafe from each others violence, but States-mer ufe it as offenfive Armes, with which 
in forraging to get relief for Supreme Power, they oftenwound the Publick. . 

Thus we have firft obferv’d the Four chief aids of Government, (Religion, Armes, Po- 
licy and Law) defectively apply’d, and then we have found them weak by an emulous 
war amongtt themfelves : it follows next, we fhould introduce to ftrengthen thofe prin- 
cipal aids ({till making the people our direct object), fome collateral help; which I will 
fafely prefume to confift in Poefy, 

We have obferv’d that the People fince the latrer time of Chriftian Religion, are more 
unquiet then in former Ages; fo difobedient and fierce, as if they would flake off the an- 
cient imputation of being Beafts, by fhewing their Mafters they know their own {trength : 
and we fhall not erre by fuppofing that this conjunction of fourfold Power hath fail’d in 

the effects of authority, bya mif-application , for it hath rather endeavour’d to prevail up- 
on their bodies, then their mindes, forgetting that the martiall art of conftraining is the 
beft; which affaules the weaker part; and the weakeft part of the People is their mindes, 
for want of that which is the mindes only ftrength, Education; but their Bodies are 
ftrong by continual labour, for Labour is the Education of the Body. Yet when I mene 
tion the mifapplication of force , I fhould have faid, they have not only fail’d by that,bue 
by a mainerror; Becaufe the fubject. on which they fhould work is the Minde ; and the 
Minde can never be conftrain’d, though it may begain’d by perfwafion: And fince Pere 
fwafion isthe principal inftrament which can bring to fafhion the brittle and mifhapen 
Mettal of the Minde, none ate fo fit aids to this important work as Poets, whofe art is 
more then any, enabled wich a voluntary, and chéarfull affiftance of Nature, and. whofe 
Operations are as reliftlefs, fecret, eafie and fubtle, as is the influence of sears 
Cz 
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T mutt not forget (leaft I be prevented by the vigilance of the Reader). that I ‘have 
profets’d not to reprefent the beauty of Vertue in my Poem, with hope to perfwade com- 
monmen; and 1 have faid that Divines have fail’d in difcharging their fhare of Go. 
vernment, by depending upon the effects of perfwafion, and char States-men in managing 
the People, rely not upon the perfwafion of Divines, but upon forces’ In my defpair of 
reducing the mindes of Common'men, 1 have not confell any weaknefs: of Poefyin the 
general Science, but rather inferr’d the particular ftrengch of the Heroick , which hath a 
force that over-matches the infancy of fuch mindes as are not enabled by degrees of Edu- 
cation; but there are \effer forces in other kindes of Poefy, by which they may train and 
prepare’ their underftandings, and Princes and Nobles_being reform’d and made Angeli- 


call: by the Heroick, will be predominant lights, which the people cannot chufe but ute for 
 dire@tion , as Glowormstake in, and keep the Suns beams till they fhine, and make dayto 


themfelves. | 

In faying that Divines have vainly hop’d to continue the peace of Government by per- 
fwafion, 1 have imply’d fuch perfwafions as are accompany’d with threatnings, and fecond- 
ed by force, which are the perfwafions of Pulpits ;) where is prefented'to the obitinate , 
Hell after Death} and che civill Magiftrate during life’ conftrains fuch: obedience as the 
Church doth ordain. Bur the Perfwafions of Poefy, in ftead of Menaces, are Harmo- 
nious and delightful infiauations, andinever any conitraint ; unlefs the ravifhment of Rea- 
fon'may be call’d Force. And fuchForce, (contrary to that which Divines, Commanders, 
Statesemenand Lawyers ule) begets fuch obedience asis never weary or griev'd. 

In declaring that States-men think not the State wholly fecure byfuch manners as are 
bred: from the perfwafions of Divines, but more willingly make Government rely upon 
military force, 1 have neither concluded that Poets are unprofitable, nor that States-men: 
think fo: for the Wifdom of Poets, would firft make the Images of Vertue fo amiable , 
that her beholders fhould not be able tolook off (rather gently, and delighefully infufing, 
then inculcating Precepts ) and then when the minde is conquer’d, like a willing bride, 
Force fhould fo behave it felf, as noble Husbands ufe their power, that is, by letting cheir 
Wives fee the Dignity and prerogative of our Sex ( whichis the Husbands harmlefs Con- 
queft of Peace) continually maintain’d to hinder Difobedience, rather then rigoroufly 
impofe Duty: But to fuch an eafie Government, neither the People (which are fubje&s to 
Kings and States) nor Wives which’ are fubje@ to Husbands) can peacefully yield , unlefs 
they are firkt conquer’d by Vertue’, and the Conquefts of Vertue be never ealie, but 
where her forces are commanded by Poets. I ai 

It may be objected that the education of the Peoples mindes (from whence Vercuous 
matinets are deriv’d)’ by thefeveral kindes of Poefy (of which the Dramarick hath been 
in all Ages very fuccefsful) is oppofice to the receiv'd opinion, that the People ought to be 
continu’d in ignorance ; a Maxime founding likethe ‘little fubtiley of one that is a States- 
man only by Birth or Beard, and merits not his place by much thinking: For Ignorance 
is rude; cenforious, jealous, obftinate, and proud, thefe being exactly the ingredients of 
which Difobedience is made , and Obedience proceeds from ample confideration ; of 
which knowledge confifts,; and knowledge will foon put into one ‘Scale the weight of op- 
preffion, and in the other, the heavy burden which Difobedience layes on us in the effects 
of civil War ; and then even Tyranny will feem much lighter, when the hand of fupreme 
Power binds up our Load, and layes it artfully onus, then Difobedince ( the Parent of 
Confafion) when we afl load one another; in which every one irregularly increafes his 
fellowes burden, to leffen his own.) — : 

Others may objet that Poefieon our Stage, or the Heroick in Mufick’ (for fo the lat- 
ter was anciently us’d) is prejudicial to.a States as begetting Levity, and giving the 
People too great a diverfion by pleafure and mirth. To thefe'( if they be worthy of 
(atisfa@ion) I reply; That whoever in Government endeavours to make the People feri- 


—ovusand grave, which are attributes that may become the Peoples» Reprefentatives, but 


not the. People ) doth practife a new way to enlarge the State, by making every Subject 
a Statet-man: and he that means to govern. fo mournfully (/asit were, without any Mus 
fick in his Dominion) muft lay but light burdens on his Subje@s ; or elfe he wants the 
ordinary wifdom of thofe, who to their Beafts that are much loaden, whiflle all the day to 
encourage their Travail. For that fupreme power which expects a firm obedience in 
thofe, who are noi us’d to rejoycing, but live fadly, as if they were {till preparing for 
the funeral of Peace, hath little skill in concriving the laftingnefs of Government,which 
is the principal work of Art; And lefs hath that Power confider’d Nature; as if fuch new 
anfterity did feem to tax, even her, forwant of gravity, in bringing in the Spring fo mer- 
vilywich a Mufical varietyof Birds, And fuch fallen power doch forget that Battails(the 
‘moh folemn and ferions bufinefs of Death) are begun with Trumpets and Fifes, and 
anciently were continu’d with more diverfity of Mulick,, And thatthe Grecian ‘Laws 
(Laws! being the wifeft’ endevor of humane Councels, for the eafe of life) were long 

& before 
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befote the dayes of Lycurgus (to makethem more pleafant tomemory ) publifhed in 
Verfe: And thatthe wife Athenians (dividing into Three parts che publique Revenue) 
expended one ia Plays and Showes, to diverc the People from meeting to confult of their 
Rulers merit , and the defects of Government: And that the Romans had not fo long 
continn’d their Empire, but for the fame diverfions, at a vafter charge. 

Again, it may be objected, That the Precepts of Chriftian Religion are fufficient to- 
wards our regulation, by appointment of Manners ; and towards the eafe of Life, by 
impofing obedience ; fo that the Moral affiftance of Poefy, is but vainly intruded.’ To 
this I may anfwer, that as no man fhould fufpe@ the fufficiency of Religion by its infuc- 
cesfulnefs, fo if che infucces‘ulnefs be confefs’d, we fhall as little difparage Religion, by 
bringing in more aids when ’tis in action,then a General difhonours himfelf by endeavou- 
ring with ‘more of his own Forces to make fure an attempt that hath a while mifearry’d : 
For Poefy, which (like contracted Effences feems the utmott ftrength ‘and adtivity of Na- 
tute) is as all good Arts, fubfervient to Religion, all marching under the fame Banner, 
though of lef difcipline and efteem.* And as Poefy is the belt Expofitor of Nature (Na- 
ture being mifterious to fuch as ufe not to conlidér) fo Nature isthe beft interpreter of 
God and more cannoz be faid of Religion. And when the Judges of Religion (which 
are the Chiefs of the Church) negle& the help of Moralifts 1n Reforming the People 
(and Poets are of all Moralifts the moft'ufeful) they give a fentence egainit the Law of 
Nature: For Nature performs all things by correfpondent aids and harmony. And tis 
injurious not to think Poets che moft uleful moralifts ; tor as Poefy is adorn’d and fub- 
lim’d by Mufick, which makes it more pleafant and acceptable ; fo Morality is fweetned 
and made more amiable by Poefy. And the Auftericy of fome Divines may be the caufe 
why Religion hath not more prevail’d upon the manners of Men: for great Dodors 
fhould rather comply with things that pleafe (a8 the wife Apoftle did with Ceremonies) 
then lofe a Profelyre. And even Homour (taught by moral Philofophers, but more de- 
lightfally infurs’d by Poets) will appear ( notwithftanding the fad feverity of fome latter 
Divines) nounfafe Guide towards Piety ; for it is as wary and nice as Con/fcience, though 
more cheerful and couragious, And however Honour be more pleating to flefh and blood, 
becaufe in this World ‘it finds applaufe; yet ’tis not fo mercenary as Piety: for Piety (be- 
ing of ali her expeCations inwardly’ affur’d) expects a ‘reward in Heaven, to which all 
earthly psyments compar’d, are but Shaddows, and Sand. 

And it appears chat Poefy hath for its natural prevailings over the Underftandings of 
Men (fometimes making her conquefts with eafie plainnefs, like native country Beauty ) 
been very fuccefsful in the moft grave, and important occafions that the neceffities of States 
or mankiade have producd. For it may be faid that Demofthenes fav'd the Athenians by 
the Fable or Parable of the Doggs and Wolves, in anfwer to King Philip’s Propofition ; 
And that Afenenins Agrippa fav'd the Senate, if not Rome, by that of the Belly, and the 
Hands: and that even our Saviour was pleas’d (as the moft prevalent way of Doctrine) 
wholly toufe fach ‘kinde of Parables in hisconverting , or faving of Souls ; it being writ- 
ten, Without a Parable [pake he not tothem, ’And had not the learned Apoltle thought the 
wifdom of Poets worthy his remembrance, andinftructive, not only to Heathens, but to 
Chriftians , he had not-cited Epimenides to the Cretans,as well as Aratus to the Athenians. 

I cannot alfo be ignorant that divers (whofe confcientious Melancholy amazes and dif 
courages others Devotion) will accufe'Poets as the admirers of Beauty ; and Inventors,or 
Provokers of that which by way of afperfion they call Love. But fuch,intheir firftaccu- 
fation feem to look carelefly and unthankfully upon the wonderful works of God; orelfe 
tkrough low education, or age, become incompetent Judges of what is the chief of his 
works upon Earth,- And Poets, when they praife Beauty, are at Jeaft as lawfully thank- 
fullto God, as when they praife Seas, Woods, Rivers, or any othet parts that make up.a 
ptofped of the World. Nor can it be’ imagin’d but that Poets in praifing them, praife 
wholly the Maker ; and fo in praifing beauty: For thac Woman who believes fhe is prais’d 
when her beauty 1s commended,’ may as well fuppofe that Poets think the created her felf: 
And he chat praifes the inward beauty of Women, which is their Vertue, doth more per= 
form his ducy thenbefore: for our envious filence in not approving, and fo encouraging 
what is good, isthe caufe that vice is more in fafhionand countenance then Vertue. But 
when Poets praife chat which is not Beauty, or the minde which is not vertuous, they erre 
throngh their miftake, or by flattery ; and flattery is a crime fo much more profperous in 
others who are Companions to greatnefs, that it may be held in Poets rather Kindnefs 
then Defign. . 1, g .oldeurnd Pol 
~ They who accufe Poets as provokers of Love, “are Enemies to Nature; and all 
affronts to Natureare offences to God, asinfolencies to all fubordinate officers of the 
Crown are rudenefs torhe King. Love (inthe moft obnoxious interpretation) is Natur’s 
Preparative to her greateft work , which is the making of Life, Andsince thefevereft 
Divines of thefe latter times have not beenafham’d publiquely to command and Re 

. he 


Pa 


a gh a a er remo ornare aor hae 
20 The Preface / 


fine the moft fecret duty, and entertainmens of Loveinthe Married, why fhould not Po- 
ets civilly endeavor to make a Friendfhip between the Guelts before they meet, by teach- 
ing chemto dignifie each other with the utmoft of eftimation. And Marriage in Man- 
kind were as rude and unprepar’das the hafty elections of other Creatures, but for ac- 
quaintance, and converfation before it, and that muft bean acquaintance of Mindes,not 
of Bodies ; and of the Mind, Poefie is the moft natural and delightful Interpreter. 

When neither Religion (which is our art towards God) nor Nature (which is Gods firft 
Law to Man, though by Man leaft ftudy’d) nor when Reafon (which is Nature, and made 
art by experience) can by che enemies of Poefie be fufficiently urged againft it, chen fome 
(whofe frowardnefs will not lecthem quit an evil caufe) plead written Authority. And 
though fuch authority bea Weapon, which even in the War of Religion, diftrefs'd difpu- 
ters cake up, as their laft thift, yet here we would proteft againft it, but that we find it 
makes a falfe defence, and leaves the Enemy more open. This gia (which is but fin- 
gle too)is from Plato ; and him fome have malitionfly quoted , asf in his feign’d Common- 
wealth he had banith’d all Poets, but Péato fays nothing again{t Poets in general ; and in his 
particular quarrel (which is to Homer and H efiod) only condems fuch errors as we mentio- 
ned in the beginning of this Preface, when we look’d upon the Ancients. An thofe errors 
confit intheir abaling Religion, .by reprefenting the Gods in evil proportion , and their 
Heroes with as unequal Characters , and fobrought, Vices into fafhion, by intermixing 
them with the vertues of great perfons.  Yeteven during this Divine anger of Plato , 
he condudes not againft Poefie, but the Poems then moft in requeft: for thefe be the 
wordsof hisLaw: Jf any Afan (having ability to imitate what he pleafes) imitate in his 
Poems both gooa and evil , let him be reverene'd, as Afacred, admirable, and pleafant Perfon , 
but be it likewile known, he muft have no place in our Common-wealth., And yet before his ba- 
nifhment he allows him, the honor of a Diadem, and fweet Odours toanoint his Head: And 
afterwards fays. Let as make ufe of more profitable, thong h more fevere sand le{s pleafant Po- 
ets, whocan imitate that whichis for the honor and benefit of the Common-wealth. But thofe 
who make ufe of this juft indignation of P/ato to the unjuft fcandal of Poefie, have’ the 
common craft of Falfe Witnefles, inlarging every circumftance, when it may hure, and 
concealing all things that may defend him they oppofe, For they wil! not remember how 
much theScholler of Plato (wholike an abfolate Monarch over Arts, hath almof -filen- 
ced bis Mafter throughout che Schools of Esrope labors to make Poefie univerfally currenc, 
by giving Laws to the Science: Norwill they take notice, ia what dignity it continu’d , 
whilft the Greeks kept their Dominion, or Language; and how much the Romans cheri- 
fhid even the publick repetition of Verfes: Nor will they vouchifafe to obferve (though 
f nvenal takes care to recordit) how giadly all Rome( during that exercife )ranto the voice 
of Statius. 

Thus having taken meafure (though haftily). of the extent of thofe great Profeffions 
that in Government. contribute to the necefiities, eafe, and lawful pleafures of Men; and 
finding Poefie as ufeful now (as the Ancients found it towards pefection and happinefs; I 
will, Sir, (ualefs with thefe two Books you return mea difcouragement) cheerfuliy proceed; 
and though a little time would make way for the third, and make it fit for the Prefs, Iam 
refolv'd rather to hazard the inconvenience which expectation breeds, (for divers with no 
ili fatisfacion have hada tafte of Gondibert) then endure that violent envy which affaulcs 
all Writers whillt they live ; though their Papers be buc fill’d with very negligent and or- 
dinary thoughts; and therefore I delay the publication of any part of the Poem, till can 
fend ityoufrom America, whither I now fpeedily prepare; having the folly to hope, 
that when I am in another World (though not in the' common fenfe of dying) 1 thall 
find my Readers (even the Poets of the prefent Age )as temperate, and benigne, as we 
ateall tothe Dead, whofe remote excellence cannot hinder our reputation, And now, 
Sir, to end with the Allegory which I ‘have fo. long continu’d,1 fhall, (after all my bufie 
vanity in fhewing and defcribing my new Building) with great quietnefs , being almoft as 
weary as your felf, bring youto the Back-dore, chat you may make no review but in my 
abfence , and {teal haftely from you, as one whois afham’d of all the trouble you have re- 
ceiv’dfrom , 


SIR, 


Your moft humble, and moft affectionate Servant 


F he Li in Pari¢ 3 
Sects E cisapeeaee Witte. D'avenanr, 
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F to commend your Poem , 1 should onely fay (iu gene 
ral Terms )thatin the choice of your Argument,the dif- 
polition of the parts, the maintenance of the CharaGers 
of your Perfons, the dignity and vigor of your expre(fi= 
on, you have performed all the parts of various ex- 
perience, ready memory, clear judgement, rift and 
well govern’d fancy,though it were enongh for the truth, 

| it were too little for the weight and credit of my tefti- 
mony. For lie open to two exceptions , one of an incompetent, the other of 
acorrupted Witnefs, Incompetent, becanfe I am not a Poet 5 and corrupted 
with ihe Honor done me by your Preface. ‘The former obliges me to fy fome- 
thing (by the way) of the nature and differences of Poefie. | 
__ As Philofophers have divided the Unierfe (their fubjet#) into three Regi- 
ons, Celeftial, Aerial, avd Terreltrial 5 fo the Poets (whofe work it 7s by 
imitating bumane life,in delightful and meafur'd lines, to avert men fron 
vice, and incline theneto vertuous and honourable aitions ) have lodged them- 
felves inthe three Regions of mankinde, Court, City avd Country , cor-' 
re{pondent in fome proportion, to thofe three Regions of the World, For there 
isin Princes, and men of con{picnous power Cancienily called Heroes) a Iujtre 
and influence upon the reft of men, refembling that of the Heavens 5 and an in= 
fincerenefs, inconftancy, and troublefome humor of thofé that dwell in populous 

Cities, Itke themobility, bluftring,and impurity of the Airesand a plainneft,and 
(though dull) yet a nutritive faculty in rural people, that endures a conspari- 

fon with the Earth they labor. ee 

From hence have proceeded three forts of Poefie, Heroique, Scommatick , 
and Paftoral. Everyone of thefe is diftinguifhed again in the manner of Re- 
prefentation , which fometimes 75 Narrative, wherein the Poet himfelf reta- 
teth, and fometimes Dramaticque, as when the perfons are every one adorned 
and brought upon the Theater, to fpeak, and att their own parts. There 75 
therefore neither more nor lefs then fix forts of Poefle. For the Heroique Poem 
narrative (fuch as is yours) is called an Epique Poem. 7 he Heroique 

Poem Dravatique, is Tragedy. The Scommatique Narrative 75 Satyre 5 

Dram- 


a nha Aner tomnerb rence, 


ce 
Dramatiqueis Comedy. The Paftoral narrative is called fimply Paftoral 
Canciently Beucolique ) the fame Dramatiqne, Paftoral Comedy. The Fi= 
gure therefore of an Epique Poem, and of a Tragedy, ought to bethe fame, for 
they differ no morebut in that.they are pronounced by one or many Perfouss 
Which I infert to juftifee the figure of yours, conjifting of five books divided in- 
to Songs , or Cantoes, asfive ABs divided into ‘Scenes has ever been the ap- 
proved figure of 4 Tragedy, 

They thattake for Poelie whatfoevr 78 writ in Verfe, will think this Divilfon 
imperfect, and call in Sonets, Epigrams, Eclogues, and the like pieces( which 
are but Efjayes , and parts of an entire Poens) and reckon Empedocles, avd 
Lucretius (natural Philofophers.) for Poets, and the moral precepts of Phocyli- 
des Theognis, and the Qnatraines of Pybrach , and the Hiftory of Lue 
can , and others of that kind amongft Poems 5 beftowing on fuch Writers for 
honor, the Name of Poets, rather then of Hiftorians or Philofophers. But the 
fubjed of aPocmis the manners of men, not natural canes manners prefent-— 
ed, not dictated ; and manners feigned (asthe name of Poefte imports) not 
found in men. They that give entrance to F idions writ im Profe, err not{o 
much, but they err: For Proje requirethdelightfulne/s, not onely of Fittion, but . 
of file 3 in which if Profe contend which Ver{é it is with difadvantage and 
(as it were) on foot againfi the firength and wings of Pegafus. 

For Verje amongft the Greeks was appropriated anctently to the fervice of 
their Gods , and was the Holy ftile 3 the ftzle of the Oracles 5 the file of the 
Laws 3 and the ftile of men that publiquely recommended to their Gods, the 
vowes and thanks of the peoples which was done in their holy Songs called 
Hynes and the Compofers of then were called Prophets and Priefts before 
thenayre of Poet was known. When aftertards the majefty of that file was 
obferved, the Poets chofe it as beft becoming their high invention. And for the 
Antiqnity of Verfe, it 1s greater then the Antiquity of Letters. For it is cer- 
tain, Cadmnus was the firft that (from Phoenicia, a Countrey that neighbou- 
reth Judea) brought the nfe of Letters into Greece. But the fervice of the 
Gods, aud the Laws ( which by meafired Sounds were eafily comuntted to the 
memory) bad been long timein ufe, before the arrival of Cadamus there, 

There is belides the grace of jrile, another canje why the antient Poets 
chofe to write in meafured language, which i this. ‘Their Poews were made at 
firft with intention to have themfung as well Epiqne, as Dramatiqne (which 
cuftout hath been long time laid aide, but began to be revived in part , of late 
years in Ntaly) and could not be made commenfurable to the Voyce or Infiru- 
ments, inProfe s the ways and motions whereof are fo uncertain and undi- 
fringnifhed, (like the way and motion of a Ship in the Sea) as not onely to dif- 
compofe thebeft Composers, butalfo to difappoint fome times the moft at- 
tentive Reader, and put him to hunt counter for the fenfe, liwas therefore necef- 
fary for Poets in thofe times, to writein Verfe, 

The vere which the Greeks and Latines (confidering the nature of their 
own Languages) found by experience moft grave, and for an Epique Poem moft 
decent, was their Hexameter 5 a Verfe limited, not onely inthe length of the. 
line, but alfo inthe quantity of the fyllables. Infted of which we ufc the” 
line of ten Syllables, recompencing the negleté of their quantity , with 
the. diligence of Rime. And this meafure is fo proper ie an Heroique 
Poem , as without fome lofs of gravity and dignity, it wasnever chang- 
ed, Alonger isnot far from ill Profe, and a jhorter,is a kind of whifking (jou 
know) like the unlacing, rather then the finging of a Mufe. In an Epigramt 
or aSonnet, a man may vary his meafures, and feek glory from a necdlefs 
difficulty, as be that coutriv'’d Verfes into the formes of an Organ, a Hatchet, 
en Egg, an Altar, and a pai of Wings 5 but in fo great and noble a work, as 
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i8 an EpiquePoen , for a man to obftruc bis own way with unprofitable diff- 
culties , is great imprudence. So likewife to chofe a needle(s and difficult 
correfpondente of Rime, is but a difficult toy, and forces a man fometimes for 
the flopping of 4 chinck, tofay fomewhat he did never think 3 I cannot there- 
fore but very much approve your Stanza, wherein the {ylables in every Verfe are 
ten, and the Rime Alternate. | 

- For the choyce of your Subjedt , you have fufficiently juftified your felf in 
your Preface. But becaufe I have ob ferved in Virgil , that the honor done to 
Fineas and hiseompanions, has fo bright a reflexion upon Auguttus Cafar , 
and other great Romans of that time, as a man may {ufpecd him not con- 
fiantly poffeffed with the noble {pirit of thofe his Heroes, and believe you are 
not acquainted with any great man of the Race of Gondibert, I add toyour 
juftification the purity of your purpofe , in having no other motive of your la~ 
hour , but to adorn vertue, and procure her Lovers 3 then which there cannot 
be a wort hier defign, .and more becoming noble Poefie. ; 

Inthat you make fo {mall account of the example of almoft all the appro- 
ved Poets, antient and modern,who thought fit in the beginning, and fometimes 
alfo in the progrefs of their Poems, to invoke a Mufe, or fome other Deity, that 
fhould ditiate to them, or affift them in their Writings, they that take not the 
laws of Art, from any reajon of their own, but from thefafhion of precedent 
times, will perhaps accufe your fingularity. For mty part, I neither fubfcribe 
to their accufation, nor yet condemn that heathen cufiom, otherwife then as ac- 
cofjary to their falfe Religion, For their Poets were their Divines; had the 
‘name of Prophets, exercifed among ft the people a hinde of {piritual Authority; 
would be thought to {peak by a divine {pirit 5 have their works which they 
‘writ in ere (the divine fe) pafs for the word of God, and not of mans 
and to be hearkened to with reverence, Do not our Divines (excepting the 
Jule) do the fame, and by us that are of the fame Religion cannot juftly be ree 
prekendedferit? befides, im the ufé of the {pirvitual calling of Divines, there 
4s danger jometines to be feared , from want of skill, fuch as is reported of 
‘wesk Hul Conjurers, that miftaking the rites and ceremonious points of their 
dev allnp fuch {pivits, as they cannot at their pleafure allay agains by whow 
flores arevaifed, that overthrow buildings , and are the caufe of miferable 
wracks at Sea, Unskilful Divines do oftentimes the like, for when they call 
unfealonably for Leal, there appears a Spirit. of Cruelty 5 aad by the like er- 
ror infiead of Truth they raife Difcord ; zmftcadof Wifdom, Fraud .iz- 
fread of Reformation, Tumult 5 and Controverfie inftead of Religion, 
Whereas in the Heathen’ Poets, at leaft in thofe whofe works havelafted to the 
time we arein, there are none of thofeindifcretions to be found, that tended to 
fubverfion, or difturbance of the Comnton-wealths wherein they lived. But 
why a Chriftian fhould think, it an ornament to his Poew 5 either to prophane 
thetrue God, orinvoke afalfe one, I can imagine no cafe, but a reafonlefs 

“imitation of Cuftom, of afoolifh cuftoms by which a man enabled to {peak, 
wifely from the principles of nature , and bis own meditation , loves rather 
to be thought to {peak by in{piration, like a Bagpipe. 

Time and Education begets Experiences Experience begets Memoby3 Me- 
mory begets Judgement and Fancy 5 Judgement begets the ftrength and firtures 


- -and Fancy begets the ornaments of a Poew, The Ancients therefore fabled not 


“abfurdly , in making memory the Mother of the Mufes. For Memory is the 
World (though not really, yet fo asin a looking glafs) in which the Judge- 


~ ment, thefeverer Sifter bufteth her felf in a grave and rigid examination of | 


“all the parts of Nature, and in regiftring by Leters, their order, canfes » 
ufes, differences, and refemblances 5 Whereby the Fancy , when any work, of 
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Art is to be performed findes her Materials at hand and prepared for 


inthe almoft equal beight of the whole, the eminence of parts is loft. 


fe, and needs no morethen a fwift notion over then , that what fhe wants, 


ind is there to be bad, may not lie too long une pied. So that when 
fie feemeth to fiye from one Indies to theother , and from Heaven to Earth, 
and to penetrate into the hardeft matter, and obfcureft places, into the fu- 
ture, and into her felf, and all this in a point of time, the voyage is not 
wery great , her felf being all foe feeks5 and her wonderful celerity , con- 
fifteth not fo uuch in motion , as in copious Inagery difcreetly ordered , 
“sndh penfeidly regiftred in the memory; which moft men. under the name of 
Philofophy have a. glimpfe of , and is pretended to by many that grofly 
miftaking ber eubrace contentionin her place. But fo farforth as the fan- 
ey of Man, has traced the ways of true Philofophy, fo fa 7t hath produced 
very marvellous effecis to the benefit of mankinde. All that is beautiful 
or defen{ible in building, or marvellous in Engines and Inftruments of 
motion; thatfocver commodity men receive from the obfervations of the 
Heavens, from the defeription of the Earth, from the account of time, from 
walking on the Seas and whatfoever diftingnifheth the civility of Europe, 
from the Barbarity of the American favages, as the workmanjfhip of Fan- 
cy but guided by the Precepts of true Philofophy. But where thefe Precepts 

ail, as they have hitherto failed in the doctrine of Moral vertue , there 
the Arcbitee (Fancy) wmfé take ihe Philofophers part upon her felf. He 
sherefore 1 hat undertakes an Heroich, Poem (which is to exhibit a venera- 


ple and amiable Image of Hiroick. vertue.) muft not only be the Poet, to 


place and connck, but alfo the Pbilofopher , to furnifh and square his mate 
rer; that is, to make both Body and Soul, colour and Shadow of bis Powe 
ont of bis own Store: Which, how well you have performed I am now cone 
fidering. | haa 

obferving how few the Perfons be you introduce in the beginuing, and how in 
the courfe of the ations of thefe (the number increafing ) after Jeveral confine 
ences, they run. all at Laft into the two principal ftreams of your Poem,Gon- 
dibert and Ofwald, methinks the Fable is not much unlike the Theater. For 
fo, from feveral and far diftant Sources, do the leffer Brooks of Lombardy, 
flowing into one another, fall all at laft into the two main Rivers, the Po and 
the Adice. It hath the fame refemblance alfo with a mans veins, which pro- 
ceeding from different parts, after the like concour{?, infert themfelves at laft 
jnto the two principal veins of the Body, But when I confidered that alfo the 
actions of Men, which fingly are inconfiderable, after many conjuntures, grow 
at laft either into one great proteding power, or into two deftroying factions, I 
could not but approve the firucture of your Poem, which. ought to be no other 
then fuch as an imitation of humane life requireth, 

In the Streams themfelves I find nothing but fetled Valor, clean Honor, cali 
Counfel, learned Diverfion, and pure Love 5 fave only a torrent or two of Am- 
bition , which (though a fault) kas fomewhat Heroich in it , and therefore 
wruft have place in an Heroick, Poem. To Jhew the Reader in what place he 
hall find every excellent PiGure of vertue you have drawn, is toolong. And 
to shew him one, is to prejudice the refs yet I cannot forbear to point him 
to the Defeription of Love im the perfon of Birtha, iz the feventh Canto of the 
Yecond Book, There shas nothing been aid of that Subjedt neither by the Au- 
cient nor Modern Poets comparable tot. Poets.are Painters: I sould fain 
fee another Painter draw fo true, perfed and natural a Love to the Life, and 
make ufe of nothing but pure Lines, without the help of any the beaft un- 
conrely foacdow, as you have done, But let it be read as.a piece by it felf, for 


There 
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There are foute that are not pleafed with dion, unlefs it be bolds not one- 

ly to exceed the Work, but alfo the poflibility of Nature> they would have 

. gmpénetrable Armors , Inchanted Caftles, invulnerable bodies, Iron Men, flying 

Horfes, and a thoufand other fuch things, which are cally feigned by then that 
dare, Againft fuch I defend you ( without afsenting'to thofe that condemn 
either Homer or Virgil). by diffenting onely from thofe that think the Beauty 

of a Poem confifteth in the exorbitancy of the fition.~ For as truth is the 
bound of Hiftortcal, fo the Refemblance of truth is the ntmoft limit of Poe= ~ 
ticall Liberty. In old time amongft the Heathen fuch firange fitions, and 

Métamorphofes , were not fo remote from the Articles of their Faith, as they 
are now from ourssand therefore were not fo unpleafant. Beyond the .adual - 
works of Nature'a Poet may now gos but beyond the conceived poffibility of 

“Nature never, I can-allow a Geographer to make in the Sea, a Fifh or a Ship, 

‘which by the fcaléof bis Mapp would be two or three hundred mile long, and 
think it done for ornament, becaufe it is done without the precinds of his un- 
dertaking 5 but when he paints an Elephant fo, I prefently apprehend it as 

“agaorance, and a plain confelfion of Terra incognita. 

As the defeription of Great Men and Great Adions is the conflant defigne of 
aPoct 5 fothe defcriptions of worthy circnmftances are neceffary accelfions to a 
Poem, and being well performed are the Jewels and mof precious ornaments of 

“Poefy. Such iv Virgil are the Funeral games of Anchifes, The duel of Hné- 

“as and Turnus, &¢. and fuch iw yours are The Hunting, The Battaile,The 
City Morning, ‘The Funeral, The Houfe of Aftragon} ‘The ‘Library , 

“and the Temples, equal to his, or thofe of ‘Homer whom he imitated. * 

“There remains now no more to be confidered but the Exprelfion, in which con 

sffteth the countenance and colour of a beautiful Mufes and is given her by 

“the Poet out of his own provifton, or # borrowed from others. That which he 

chath‘of his own, is nothing but experience and knowledge of Nature, and /pe- 

‘cially humane nature 5 and és the true, and natural Colour, But that which is 

“taken ‘ont: of Books (the ordinary boxes of Counterfeit Complexion) fhews 
well or ill, as it hath more or lefs refemblance with the natural, and are not to 

“beiufed (without examination ) unadvifedly, For in him that profefses the 
smitation of Nature(as all Poets do) what greater fault caw there be, then to 

‘bewray an ignorance of Nature in his Poew; efpecially having a liberty allow- 
ed him, if he meet with any thing he cannot mater, to leave it out ? 
That which giveth «Poem the true and natural Colour con|ifteth in two things, 

“which ares Yo know well, that is, to have images of nature in the memory 
diftiné and clear’; and Vo know much. A figne of the firft i per{picuity, 
‘property, and decency, which delight all forts of Men, either by inftructing the 
agnorant,or foothing the learned in their knowledge.A fign of the latter is novel- 

“ty of exprelfion,and pleaferh by excitation of the minds for novelty caufeth ad- 
“miration,avd admiration cariofity, which is a delightfull appetite of knowledge. 

There be fo many words inufe at this day in the Englifh Tongue, that, though 
‘of magnifique found, yet (like the windy blisters of atroubled water) have no 
bonf at alls and fo many others that lofe their meaning, by being ill coupled , 

‘that it is a hard matter to avoid them 5 for having been obtruded upon youth 
in the Schools: (by fuch as make it, 1 think, their bufinefs there (as *tis ex 

_preft by the beft Poet.) a 
_ With termes to charm the weak, and pofe the wife, soe ; 
they grow up with them, and gaining reputation with the ignorant , are not ea- Wa 
fily foaken off... ) AAW 
10 this palpable darknefs, Tay alfo add the ambitious obfcurity of expref- 

Jing wore then is perfectly conceived 5 or perfect conception in fewer words 
y D 23 then 
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then it requires. Which Exprefsions, though they have had the honour to be 
called ftroug lines, are indeed no better then Riddles, and not onely tothe Rea- 
der, but alfo (after a little time) to the Writer hiamfelf dark, and trouble- 


OMe. 


i To the property of Exprefsion I referr, that clearnefs of memory, by which a 


Poct when he hath once introduced any perfen whatfoever, {peaking in his Poem, 
saintaineth in bin tothe end the fame character he gave bine in the beginning. 
The variation whereof, is a change of pace, that argues the Poet tired. 
Of the Indecencies of an Heroick Poem, the moft remarkable are thofe that 
thew difproportion either between the perfons and their ations, or between the 
manners of the Poet and the Poem. Of the firft kinde, is the unconelinefs of 


reprefenting in great perfons the inhumane vice of Cruelty, or the fordid vice of 


Lust and Drunkennefs. To fuch parts as thofe the Ancient approved Poets 
thought it fit to Juborn, not the perfons of wer, but of monfters and beaftly 
Giants, {uch as Polyphemus, Cacus, and theCentaures. For it is fuppofed 
a Mufe, when fhe is invoked to Sing a Song of that nature, fhould maidenly 
advife the Poet, to fet fuch perfons to fing their own vices upon the Stage 3 for 
it is not fo unfeenly in a Tragedy, of the fame kinde it is to reprefent 
feurrility, or any action or language that moveth much laughter. The delight 
of an Epique Poem conjifteth uot i mirth , but admiration. Mirth and 
Laughter is proper to Comedy and Satyre. Great perfons that have their 
unindes employed on great defignes, have not leafure enough to laugh, and are 
pleafed with the contemplation of their own power and vertues, foas they need 
not the infirmities and vices of other men to recommend thenfélves to their 
own favour by comparifon, as all men do when they laugh. Of the fecond kind, 
where the difproportion is between the Poet, and the Perfons of his Poem, one 
3s in the Dialect of the Inferior fort of People, which is alwayes different from: 
‘the language of the Court. Another is to derive the UWuftration of any thing, 
from fuch Metaphors or Comparifons as cannot come into Mens thoughts, but 
by mean converfation, and expericuce of humble or evil Arts, which the Per- 
fon of an Epique Poem cannot be thought acquainted with. 

From Knowing much , proceedeth the admirable variety and novelty of 
Metaphors and ‘similitudes, which are not posible to be lighted on, in the cou 
pas of 4 narrow knowledge. And the want whereof compelleth a Writer to 
expre(fions that are either defac'd by time, or fullied with vulgar or long ufe. 
For the Phrafes of Poefy, 4s the airs of Mufick with often hearing become inft- 
pid, the Reader having no more fenfe of their force, then our Flefh is fenfible 
of the bones that fuftain it, As the fenfe we have of bodies, con ee in 
change and variety of impresion, fo alfo does the fenfe of languagein thevarie- 
ty and changeable ufe of words. I mean not in the affedtation of words newly 
brought home from travail, but in new ( and with all fignificant ) tranflati- 
on to our purpofes, of thofe that be already received and in far fetcht (bud 
withall, apt, infirudtive and coualy ) fimilitudes. . | 

Having thus (Ihope) avoided the firft Exception, againft the incompetency 
of my Judgment. I an but little moved wit the fecond,which is of being 
bribed by the honour you have done me, by attributing in your Preface fome- 
what to my Judgment, For I have nfed your Judgment no lefs in many things 
of mine, which coming to light will thereby appear the better, And fo you 
have your bribe again. 

Having thus wade way for the aduifsion of my Te eftimony, I give it briefly 
ihus 5 I never yet faw Poem, that bad fo much fhape of Art, health of Moralz- 
ty, andvigour and beauty of Expreffion as this of Pasa And but for the cla- 

€ 


sour of the weultitude, that bide their Enuy of the prefent, under a Reverence 
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of Antiquity, I fhould fay further, that it would laft as long as either the Aeneid, 


or Yliad, but for one Difadvantage 5 and the Difadvantage is this: The lan- 
guages of the Greeks andRomans (by their Colonies and Conquefts) have put 
off flefo and blood, and are become immutable, which none of the modern 
tongues are like tobe. honour Antiquity, but that which is commonly called 
oldtime,7s young time. The gloryof Antiquity is due, not tothe Dead, but 
to the Aged, x 

And now, whilft I think, ont, give me leave with a foort difcord tofweeten 
the Harmony of the approaching clofe. I have nothing to objec againjt your 
Poent, but diffent onely from fomething in your Preface, founding to the preju- 
dice of Age. “Tis commonly faid, that old Age is a return to childhood: Which 
methinks you infift on fo long, as if you defired it fhorld be believed. That's 
the note I mean to fhake alittle, That faying, meant onely of the weaknefs of 
body, was wrefted to the weakunefs of minde, by froward children, weary of 
the controulment of their Parents, Mafters, and other admonitors, Secondly, 
the dotage and childifhnefs they afcribe to Age, is never the effect of Time, but 
fometimes of the exceffes of youth, and not a returning to, but a continual flay 
with childhood, For they that wanting the curiofity of furnifhing their me- 
mories with the rarities of Nature in their youth, and pafs their time in ma- 
king provifiow onely for their eafe, and fenfual delight, are children fill, at 
what years foever us they that coming into a populows City, never going out of 
their Inn, are firangers {till, how long foever they have been there. Thirdly, 
there is no reafon for any man to think himfelf wifer to day then yefterday , 
which does not equally convince he fhall be wifer to morrow then to day. 

Fourthly, you will be forced to change your opinion hereafter when you are 
old 5 and in the mean time you difcredit all I have faid before in your com- 
mendation, becaufe I amold already. But uo more of this. 

believe (Sir) you have feen a curious kind of per{pettive, where, he that 
looks through a fhort hollow Pipe , upon a Picture containing divers figures , 
fees none of thofe that are there painted, but fome one perfon made up of their 
parts, conveyed to the eye by the artificial cutting of a glafs. I find in my 
imagination an effet not unlike it from your Poem. The vertues you diftri- 
bute there amongft fo many Noble Perfons, reprefent (in the reading ) the 
image but of one mans vertue to my fancy, which is your owns and that fo deep- 


Ly imprinted, as to fiay for ever there, and govern all the reft of my thoughts, 


and affections in the way of honouring and ferving you, to the uimoft of my 
power, that am, 


CSIR,) 


Your moft humble and obedient Servant, 


Paris fan, 10. 165 


THOMAS HOBBES, 
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S WILL. DAVENANT,. 


Upon his Two firft BOOKS of 


GONDIBERT. 


Finifhd. before his Voyage to AMERICA, 


4 Hus the wife Nightingale that leaves her home, 
Her native Wood, when Storms and Winter come, 
. Purfuing conftantly the chearfull Spring, 
(lt To forraign Groves does her old Mufick bring : 
The drooping Hebrews banifh'd Harps unfiruag 
Ai Babilon, upon the Willowes hung 5 
Yours founds aloud, and tells ns. you excell 
No le{s in Courage, then in Singing well; ~~» 
Whilft unconcers’d you let your Country know, 
They have inpoy rifbed themfelves , not yous... 
Who with the.Mules help can mock.thofe Fates . 
Which threaten Kingdomes, and diforder States. 
So Ovid when from Cxlar’s rage be fled, 
The Roman Mufe to Pontus with him led, 
Where he fo fung, that We through Pity’s Glafs, 
See Nero milder then Augufius was. 
Hereafter fuch in thy behalf fhall be, 
Th’ indulgent cenfure of Pofterity. 
To banifh thofe who with fuch art can fing, 
Is a-rude Crime which its own Curfe does bring: 
Ages to come fball ne'r know how they fought, 
Nor how to love their prefent youth be taught. 
This to thy felf: Now to thy matchle{s Book, 
VV herein thofe few that can with Fudgment look, 
May find old Love in pure frefb language told, 
Like new flampi Coin made out of Angel-gold. 
Such truth in Love as th’ antique World did know, 
In fuch a ftile as Courts may boaft of now, 


Which 


encase am 
| 29 
Which no bold tales of Gods or Montters fwell, 
But humane Paffions, fuch as with us dwell. 
Maw is thy theame, bis Vertue or bis rage. 
Drawn to the life in each elaborate Page. 

Mars wor Bellona are not named here ; 

But fuch a Gondibert as both might fear. 

Ventis bad bere, and Hebe been out-fbin'd 

. By thy bright Birtha, and thy Rhodalind. 

Such is thy happy skill , and fuch the odds 
Betwixt thy Worthies and the Grecian Gods. 
Whofe Deity’s iz vain had bere come down, - 
Where Mortall Beauty wears the Soveraign Crown ; 
Such as of flefh compos'd , by fleth and blood 
(Though not refifted) may be underftocd. 


. ED. WALLER: 
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ee 


a TO 
Sr WILLIAM DAVENANT, 


Upon his ‘Two firft Books of GONDIBERT, Finifh’d 
before his Voyage to America. . 


2A3™ prhinks Heroick, Poefie til now, 
Ai 4 Like fome fantaftique Fairy-land did fhows 
lle WAVE Gods, Devils, Nymphs, Witches; and Giants race 5 
Caer And. all but. Man, in Mans beft Work had piace. 
Thou like fome worthy Knight, with facred Arms 

Doft drive the Monfters thence, and end the Charms : 

Inftead of thefe, doft Men and Manners plant 

The things which that rich foyl did chiefly want. 
But even thy Mortals do their Gods excell, 

Taught by thy Mufé to Fight and Love fo well, 

By fatal hands whilft prefent Empires fall, 

Thine from the grave paft Monarchies recall. 

so much more thanks from humane kind does merit 
The Poets Fury, then the Zelots Spirit. 

And from the grave thou mak’ ft this Empire rife, 

Not like fome dreadful Ghoft taffright our Eyes ; 
Fut with more beauty and triumphant fiate , 

Then when it crown’d at proud Verona fate. 

so will our God re-build Mans perifh’d frame, 

And raife him up much better, get the fame = 

so God-like Poets do paft things rebear{e , 

Not change, but heighten Nature with their Verfe- 

With foame me thinks great Italy muft fee 

Her Congu'rors call’d to life again by thee 5 

Cal’ A by fuch powerful Arts , that ancient Rome 
May blufh no lefs to fee ber Wit o'recome, 

some Men their Fancies like their F aith derive 5 

“And count all ill but that which Rome does gives 

the marks of Old and Catholick would finde 5 

To the fame Chair would Truth and Fiktion binde. 
Thon in thefe beaten paths difdain ft to tread, 

And fcorn'ft to Live by robbing of the Dead. 

since Time doth all things change, thou thinkft not ft 
This latter Age foould fee all new but Wit- 

Thy Fancy, like a Flame, her way does make 

And leaves bright tracks for following Pens to takes 
sure twas this noble boldnefs of the Mufe ~ 

Did thy defire to feek new Worlds infufe 5 

‘And ner did Heaven fo much a Voyage blefs, 

If thou canft Plant but there with like fuccefs. 


AB. COWLEY: 


a ed 


GONDIBERT. 
| THE FIRST BOOK. 
_ Canto the Firlt 


The ARGUMENT. 


old Aribert’s greatrace, and greater mind 

1s fung, with the renowz of Rhodalind. 

Prince Ofwald is compar’d to Gondibert, 

And juftly each diftinguifh’d by defert : 

Whofe Armies are in Fam's fair Field drawn forth , 
To fhew by difcipline their Leaders worth, 


Y, 
YF all the Lombards, by their Trophies known, 
Who fought Fane foon,and had her favor long, 
& King Aribert beft feem’d to fill the "Throne 5 
And bred moft bus‘nefs for Heroick Song. 


2. 
From early Childhoods promifing eftate , . 
Up to performing Manhood, till he grew 
To fayling Age, he Agent was to Fate, 
And did to Nations Peace or War renew, 


3. wee 
War was his ftudy’d Arts war, which the bad : 
Condemn , becaufe even ther it does them awe, | 
When with their number lin'd, and purple clad, 
And to the good more needful is then Law. 


, Arie ue Ya: 
To conquer Tumult, Nature's furdain force, 
War, Arts delib’rate ftrength, was firft devis’d ; 
Cruel to thofe whofe rage has no remorfe,. : 
Leaft civil pow’r fhould be by Throngs furpris‘d, | 


TEE 
The feeble Law refcues but doubtfully 
From the Oppreffors fingle Arme out right 5 | 
Till to its pow’r the wife war's help apply ; 
| Which foberly does Man’s loofe rage unite. 
6 . 


Yet fince on all War never needful was, 
Wife Aribert did keep the People fure 
By Laws from little dangers; forthe Laws 
_ Them from themfelves, and not from pow’t fecure: eit 
E é 


ne 


GONDIBERT, 


we : 
Elfe Conquerors, by making Laws, o’recome - 
Their own gain’d powr, and leave mens fury free; 
Who growing deaf to powr, the Laws grow dumb 5 
Sinee none can plead where all may Judges bee, 
9 : 


Prais’d was this King for war, the Laws broad fhield; 
And for acknowledg’d Laws, the art of Peaces 
Happy in ‘all which Heav'n to Kings does yield, 
But a fucceflor when his cares fhall ceafe. 


9: 
For no male Pledge, to give a lafting name, 

Sprung from his bed, yet Heaven to him allow’d 
One of the gentler fex, whofe Story Fame 

Has made my Song, to ‘make the- Lombards proud, 


10. 
Recorded Rhodalind ! whofe high renown 

Who mifs in Books, not luckily have reads _ 
Or vex’d by living beauties of their own aia Ss Sia 

Have fhunn’d the wife Records of Lovers dead. 

: 11. | 

Her Fathers profp‘rous Palace was, the Sphear 

Where the to all with Heawnly order mov’d5 
Made rigid vertue fo benigne appear 

That “twas without Religion’s help belov’d. 

2 


12. 

Her lookslike Empirefhew’d, great above pride 5 
Since pride ill counterfeits exceflive height 5 

But Nature publith’d what fhe fain would hide 5 » 
Who for her deeds, not beauty, lov’d the light, 


; 13, r 
To make her lowly mindes appearance lefs, 

She us'd fome outward greatnefs for difguifes - 
Efteem’d as pride the Cloyft’ral lowlinels, 

And thought them proud who eyen the proud defpife, 


14. 
Her Father (in the winter of his age) 
Was like that ftormy feafon froward grown. 
Whom fo her youthful prefence did aflwage,. 
That he her fweetnefs tafted as his own, 


t. | 
The pow’r that with his ecee age declin’d, > 
In her tranfplanted, by remove increas‘ 5 
Which doubly back in homage fhe refign’ds 
Till pow’rs decay, the Thrones worft ficknefs, ceas’d, 
16 a 


Oppreflors big with pride, when fhe, appear'd 
Blufhed, and beliey’d their greatnefs counterfeit; 

The lowly thought they them in vain had fear'd 5 
Found vertue harmlefs, and nought elfe fo great, 


“phate 
Her minde ({carce to her feeble fex a kinn) 

Did as her birth, her right to Empire fhow 5 
Seem’d carelefs outward when imploy’d within 5 

Her fpeech, like lovers watch’d, was kind and low. 


ened 


She 


an Heroick ‘Poem, 


18, 
She fhew’d that her foft fex containes {trong mindes, 
Such as evap rates through the courfer Male, 
As through courfe ftone Elixer. paflage findes, 
Which f{carce through finer Chriftal can exhale. 


19. 
Her beauty (not her own but Nature’s pride) 
Should T defcribe; from ev’ry Lovers eye 
- All Beauties this original muft hide, : 
Or like {corn’d Copies be themfelves laid by 3 


20. 
Be by their Poets fhunn’d, whom beauty feeds; 
Who beauty like hyr'd witnefles protect , 
Officioufly averring more then needs, —_ 
And make us fo the needful truth fufpect. 


> Hb 
And fince fond Lovers (who difciples bee 
‘ To Poets) think in their own loves they find — 
More beauty then yet Time did ever fee , 
Time's Curtain I will draw o’re Rhodalind. 


2: 
Leaft fhewing her, each fees how much he errs, __. 
Doubt fince their own have ‘lefs, that they have none 
Believe their Poets perjur'd Flatterers, 
And then all Modern Maids would be undone, 
23-0 
In Pity thus, her beauty’s juft renown 
I wave for publick Peace, and will declare 
To whom the King defign’d her with his Crown 5 
Which is his laft and moft unquiet care. 
(24. 
If in allyance he does greatnefs prife, 
His Minde grown Weary,, need not travail farre ; 
If greatnefs be compos’d of Victories, | 
He has at home many that Vidtors are. 


25+, 5 
Many whom bleft fuccefs did often grace. 
In Fields, where they have feeds of Empire fown 3 
And hope to make, fince born of. princely race, 
Evenher (the harveft of thofe toyls) their own. 
26. 
And of thofe Vidtors Two are chiefly fam'd, 
To whom the reft their proudeft hopes refigne; 
Though young, were in their Fathers batails nam’d, 
And both are of the Lombards Royal Line, 


Bae iy: 
Ofwald the great, and greater Gondiberi! 
Both from fuccesfull conqu’ring Fathers fprung ; 
Whom both examples made of Warr’s high art, 
And farr out-wrought their patterns being young, 
8 . 


28. 
Yet for full fame (as Trive Fame’s Judge reports ) 
Much to Duke Gondibert Prince Ofwald yields 3 
Was lefs in mighty mifteries of Courts, 
In peaceful Cities, and in fighting Fields. : 
E 2 R 
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ao. 
In Court Prince Ofwald coftly wasand gay, 
Finer then near vain Kings their Fav’rites are 5 
Outthin'd bright Fav'rites on their Nuptial day 5 
Yet were his Eyes dark with ambitious care. 


20. 
Duke Gondibert was {till more gravely clad, 

But yet his looks familiar were and. clear 3 
As if with ill to others never fad , 

Nor tow'rds himfelf could others practice fear. 


aa 
The Prince, could Porpoife-like in Tempefts play, 
~~ And in Court ftorms on fhipwrack’d Greatnefs feed ; 

Not frighted with their fate when caft away, 

But to their glorious hazards durft fucceed. 

29. ; 

The Duke would lafting calmes to Courts affure , 

As pleafant Gardens we defend from windess 
For he who bus‘nefs would from Storms procure , 

Soon his affairs above his mannage findes. 


33° 
Ofwald in Throngs the abject. People fought 
With humble looks; who ftill too late will know 
They are Ambition’s Quarry, and foon caught 
When the afpiring Eagle ftoops. fo; low. 


ahs : 

‘The Duke did thefe by fteady Vertue gain 5 

Which they in action more then precept talt 5 
Deeds thew the Good, and thofe who goodnefs feign 

By fuch even through their vizards are ont-fac't. 

: 35: 

Ofwald in war was wotthily renown’d 3 

Though gay in Courts, courfly in Camps could live 3 
Judg’d danger foon, and firft was in it founds 

Could toyl to gain what he with eafe did give, 


o) 
36. 
Yet toyls and dangers through ambition lovid 3...., 
Which does in war the name of Vertue own; 
But quits that name when from the war remov'd, 
As Rivers theirs when from their Channels gon. 


37: 
The Duke (as reftlefs as his fame in watre) 
With martial toyl could Ofwald weary make 5 
And calmly do. what he with rage did dare, 
And give fo much as he might deign to take. 


3°, 
Him as their Founder Cities did adores 
The Court. he knew to fteer in ftorms of State 5 
In Fields a Battle loft he could reftore, 
And after force the Victors to their Fate. 


ek 39s 
{n Camps now chiefly liv’'d, where he did aime 
At graver glory then Ambition breeds 5 
Defignes that yet this {tory muft not name , 


Which with our Lombard Authors pace proceds, 
The 


an Heroick Poem. 


40. sf 
The King adopts this: Duke in fecret thought 
To wed the Nations wealth, his onely child, 
Whom Ofwald as reward of merit fought , 
With Hope, Ambition’s common Baite, beguild, 
41; 
This as his fouls chief fecret was unknowne, 
Leaft Ofwald that his proudeft Atmy led 
Should force poffeflion ere his hopes were gone, 
Who could not reft but in the royal bed, 


42, 

The Duke difcern’d not that the King defign’d 
To chufe him Heir of all his victories ; 

Nor guefs’d that for his love fair Rhodalind 
Made fleep of late a ftranger to her Eies. 


43. 
Yet fadly it is fung that fhe in thades 
Mildly as mourning Doves love’s forrows felt ; 
Whilft in her fecret tears her frethnef$ fadés 
As Rofes filently in Lymbecks melt, 


44. 
But who could know her love, whofe jealous fhame 
Deny’d her Eyes the knowledge of her glafs ; 
Who blufhing thought Nature her felf too blame 
By whom Men guef$ of Maids more then the face, 


45+ 
Yet judge not that this Duke (though from his fight 
With Maids firft fears fhe did her paftion hide) 
Did need lov’s flame for his direGing light , 
_ But rather wants Ambition for his Guide. 


Love's fire he carry’d, but no more in view 

Then vital heat which kept his heart {till warm 3 
This Maids in Ofwald as love’s Beacon knew; 

The publick flame to bid them flye from harm. 


47. 
Yet fince this Duke could love, we may admite 
Why love ne’r rais’d his thoughts to Rodalind 3 
‘But thofe forget that earthly flames afpire , 
Whilft Heav’nly beames, which purer are, defcen®. 


48, 
As yet to none could he peculiar prove , _ 

But like an univerfal Tofluence 
(For fuch and fo fufficient was his love ) 

To all the Sex he did his heart difpence. 


49. 
But Ofwald never knew oie ancient Laws, 
The awe that Beauty does ‘in lovers breed, 
Thofe fhort breath’d fears and palenefs it does caufe 
When in a doubtful Brow their doom they read, 


50. 
Not Rhodalind (whom then all Men as one 
Did celebrate; as with confed’rate Eyes) 
Could he effe& but fhining in her Throne 5 q 
Blindly a Throne did more then beauty prife. 


He 
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me 
He by his Sifter did his hopes prefer 5 
A beauteous pleader, who victorious. was 
O’re Rhodalind, and could fubdue her Ear 
In all requefts but this unpleafant caufe. 


2, : 
Gartha, whofe bolder beauty was in ftrength | 
And fulnefs plac’'d, but fuch as all muft like ; ) 
Her {preading ftature talnefs was, not length, 
And whilft tharpe beauties peirce; hers feem‘d to ftrike, | 
53° 
Such goodly prefence ancient, Poets grace, 
Whofe fongs the worlds firft.manlinefs declare 5 
To Princes Beds teach carefulnefs of Race 5 
Which now {tore-Cousts,, that.usid to-ftore the warre, 


54° 
Such was the Palace of. ,her Minde, a Prince 
Who proudly there, and. ftill unguitet: lives 5: 
And fleep (domeftick ev'ry where ), from thence,» 
To make Ambition room, unwifely drives. 


55° 
Of manly force was this her watchful, mind, 
And fit in Empire to direct-and {ways 
If the the temper had. of Rhodalind. 
Who knew that Gold is curfant. with allay. 


56. 
As Kings (oft flaves toothers hopes and skill) 
Areurg’d to war to load their flaves »with ifpoyles 5 
So ofwald was pufh’d. up Ambition’sihilh, ht 
And fo fome urg’d the Duke to martial toyles. 


, Sz: 
And thefe who for their own great caufe :fo high 
Would Jift their Lords Two profp'rous Armies are, 
Return’d from far to fruitful Lombardy, 
And paid with reft, the beft reward of warre. 
8 


The old neer Brefcia lay, qitee warm’d with Tents 5 
For though from danger fafe, yet Armies then 
Their pofture kept ’gainft warring Elements, 
And hardnefs learn’d againft more warring Men. 


Qe 
Neer Bergamo encamp'd the younger! were, | 
Whom to the Franks diftrefs the Duke had led 5. 
The other Ofwald’s lucky Enfigns bear, ' fle 
Which lately ftood when proud Ovenua fled. 
60. 


Thefe that attend Duke Gondibert’s renown vsti 
Were Youth whom from his. Fathers: Campe ‘he chofe. 
And them betimes tranfplanted to his own 3 | 
Where each the Planters care and judgment fhows, 
6 


I, 
All hardy Youth, from valiant Fathers fprungs . 
Whom perfect honor he fo highly taught, 
That th’ Aged. fetch’d examples from the young, 
And hid the vain. experience which they. brought, 
They 


an Heroick Poem, 


G2. 5: 
They danger met diverted lefs with fears 
Then now the dead would be if here again, _ 
After they know the price brave dying bears 5 
And by their finlefs reft find life was vain. 
63- | 
Temp’rate in what does needy life preferve, 
As thofe whofe Bodies wait upon their Mindes3 
Chafte as thofe Mindes which not their Bodies ferve3 
Ready as Pilots wak’d with fuddain Windes. 
. 64+ 
Speechlefs in diligerice, as if they were 
Nightly to clofe furprife and Ambufh bred 5 
Their wounds yet fmarting merciful they are , 
And foon from victory to pity led. 
6 


5° 
When a great Captive they in fight had ta’ne, 
(Whom in a Filial duty fome fair Maid 
Vifits, and would by tears his freedom gain) 
How foon his Vidtors were her Captives made ¢ 


| 66. 
For though the Duke taught rigid Difcipline , 
He let them beauty thus at diftance know 3 
As Priefts difcover fome more Sacred Shrine , 
Which none muft touch, yet all may to it bow. 
6 . 


be 
When thus as Sntors mourning, Virgins pafs 
Through their clean Camp, themfelves in form they draw, 
That they with Martial reverence-may grace 
Beauty, the Stranger, which they feldom faw. 
6 


They vayl'd their Enfignes as it by did move, . 
Whilft inward. (as from Native Confcience) all 
Worfhipp’d the Poets Darling Godhead , Love, 
Which grave’ Philofophers did Nature call, 
6 ’ 


9s | 
Nor there could Maids’ of Captives Syres, difpaire, 
But made all Captives by their beauty frees 
Beauty and Valor native Jewelsare, 
And asieach others only price agree. 


70. 
Such was the Duke’s young Camp by Bergamo , 
But thefe near Brefcia whom fierce Ofwald led, 
Their Science to his famous Father owe, ! 
And have his Son (though now their Leader) bred. 
I 


This rev’rend Army was for age renown’d 5 

Which long through frequent dangers follow’d Time 5 
Their many Trophies gain’d with many’a wound, 

And Fame’s laft Hill, did with firft vigour climbe. 


2, 
But here the learned Epa hor I trace 
My forward Pen by flower Method ftays 3 
Leaft I fhould them (lefs heeding time and place 
Then common Poets) out of feafon praife. 


Think 


P 
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73° 
Think onely then (couldft thou both Camps difcern) 
That thefe would feem grave Authors of the war, a 
Met civilly to teach who e’re will learn, . 
And thofe their young and civil Students are. 
74. 
But painful vertue of the warner pays | 
It (elf with confcioufnels of being good, 


Though Cloyfter'd vertue may believe even praife 
A fallary which there fhould be withf{tood, 


tox 
For many here (whofe vertue’s active heat 
Concurs not with cold vertue which does dwell 
In lafie Cells). are vertuous to be great, 
And as in pains fo would in pow’r excell. 


And ofwald’s Faction ured him to afpire 

That by his height they higher might afcend ; 
The Dukes to glorious Thrones accefs defire, 

But at more awful diftance did attend. 


77°. 
The Royal Rhodalind is now the Prize 
By which thefe Camps would make their merit known} 
And think their General’s but their Deputies - 
Who mutt for them by Proxy wed the Crown. 
8 


78. 
From forreign Fields (with toyling’ conqueft tyr’d , 

And groaning under fpoiles) come home to reft5 
‘There now they are with emulationfyrd, _ 

And for. that pow’r they fhould obey, conteft, 


ys eign 
Ah how perverfe and howard is Mankinde ! 
Fa@ion in Courts does us to rage excite 5 
The Rich in Cities we litigious find , | 
And in the Field th’ Ambitious make us fight: 
80, 
And fatally (as if even foules were made 
Of warring Elements as Bodies are) ts 
Our Reafon our Religion does invade, 
Till from the Schools to Gamps it carry war. 


CANTO. 


eu ae 


Canto the Second. 


The ARGUMENT. 
7 he hunting which did yearly celebrate 28Y 
The Lombards glory, and the Vandales Fate. 
The Hunters praisds how true to love they are, 
How calmin Peace, and Tempefi- -like in warre. 


The Stagg is by the num'rous Chace fubdu'd, 
And ftrait bis Hunters are as bard purfi'd. 


‘Te 


Mall are the feeds Fate does unheeded fow 
Of flight beginnings to important ends ; 

Whilft wonder ( which does beft our rev’ rence fhow 
To Heavn) all Raton s fight in gazing fpends, 


For from a Dayes brief pleats did proceed: 
(A day grown black in Lombard Hiftories) 

Such Jafting griefs as thou fhalt weep to, read, ' 
Though even thineown fadlove had drain‘d ‘thine Eyes. 


3° 
In a fair Forreft neer Veroua’s Plain, «© 
Freth as if Nature’s Youth chofe there a ihade, 
The Duke with many Lovers in his Train, 
(Loyal, and young) a folemn hunting made. 


: 4. 
Much was his Train enlarg’d by their refort 

Who much his Grandfire lov’d, and hither came 
To celebrate this Day with annual fport, 

On which by battel here he earn’d his Fame, 


Be 
And many of thefe noble Hunters bore 
Command amongft the Youth at Bergamos 
Whofe Fathers gather’d here the wreaths they wore, : 
When in this Forreft they interr’d the Foe. 


6. 
Count Hiretril, a Youth of high defcent, 
Was lifted here, and in the ftory great 5 
He follow’d Honor, “oa tow’rd's Death it went 3 
Fierce in a charge but temp ‘rate in retreat. 


His wondrous beauty which Ae world approv’d 
He blufhing hid, and now no more would own 
(Since he the Duke’s unequal’d Sifter lovd) 


Then an old wreath when newly overthrown. 
F And 
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8. 
And fhe, Ora the thy! Did feem in life 
So bafhful too to have her beauty fhown, 
As I may doubt:her fhade with Fame at ftrife;,-% gg ys, 
. That in 'thefe vicious times would-make it knowa 


9. 
Not lefs in publick voice was Arnold here 5 
__. He that-on-Tufcan-Tombs his—Exophys. rais’d 5 a 
And now love’s pow’r fo willingly did bear, 
That even his arbitrary taign he prais’d. 


ok Ha On AS 2 i 4 
Laura, the Duke’s fair Neice inthrall’d his heart 5 
Who was im Court the publick smornmg' Glafs.. 
Where thofe who would reduce Nature to art; j5.:) 
- Pradtis’d by drefs, the conquefts.of the Face. : 
- TT aes e ss 


And here was Hugo whomDuke Gondibert. 
For ftout and ftedfaft. kindnefs.did approves \.., 
OF ftature fmall, but was all over heart, 
And though unhappy all that heart was love. 
12 


In gentile fonnets he for Laura ‘pin’d 5 | Of 
Soft as the murmures’ of a weeping {pring s 
Which wuthle& fhe ‘did’as thofe mutmures’ mind =" 
So ere'their death fick Swansunheeded fing. 


' 13., fs emt 
Yet whilft the “vd favour'd, he fo'griev’d |. 
As loyall Subjects quietly bemone 7 
Their Yoke, but. raife’no warr to be reliev’ds, 2°] Sees 
Northtovgh the envy’d Fav’rite wound ‘the Thrones 
$4. ee | 
Young Goltho next thefe Rivals we may name, — 
Whofe manhood dawn’d early as Summer light 5 
As {ure and foon did his fair day proclaime, 
And was no‘lefs the joy of publick fight. 


eh oa 

If Love's juft pow’r he. did not early fee, 

Some fall excufe’ we may his error give 5 “i 
Since few (though learn'd) know’ yet bleft Love to be 

That fecret vitall° heat by which we live: - 

16. 

But fuch it is; and though we may be thought 

To have in Childhood life; ere Love we know; 
Yet life ts ufelefs till by reafon taught, 

And Love and Reafon up together grow. 


17: 
Nor more, the Old theva they aueitive their Love, — 
If when their Love’s decay’d; fome fignes they give” | 
Of life, becaufe we fee’ them pain’d and move, | 
Then Snakes:, long’ cut, Asi torment fhew they live. 
: {O: meee 
If we call living, Life, when Love is gone, : 
We then to Souls (Gods coyne .) vain rev’rence pay 5 
Since Reafon (which is Love, and his beft known 
And currant Image) Age has worne away. 


And 
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19. 
And I that Love and Reafon thus unite, 
May, if I old Philofophers controule, 
Confirme the new by fome new Poets light 5 
Who finding Love, thinks he has found the Soule. 
20. 
From Goltho, to whom Love yet taftelefs feem’d, 
We to ripe Tybalt are by order led5 
Tybalt, who Love and Valor both efteem‘d, 
And he alike from eithers wounds had bled. 
1. 
Publique his valor was, but not his love, 
One fill’d the world, the other he contain’d 3 
Yet quietly alike in both did move, 
. Of that ne’r boafted, nor of this complain‘d, 
22. 
With thefe ( whofe {pecial names Verfe fhall preferve) 
Many to this recorded hunting came; 
Whofe worth authentick mention did deferve, 
But from Time’s deluge few are fav’d by Fame, 
23. 
Now like a Giant Lover rofe the Sun 
From th’Ocean Queen, fine in his fires and great 3 
Seem’d all the Morne for thew, for ftrength at Noone; 
. As if laft Night fhe had not quench’d his heate ! 
2 


And the Sun’s Servants who his rifing waite, 
His Penfioners ( for fo all Lovers are, 
And all maintain’d by him at a high rate 
With daily fire ) now for the Caace prepare. 
2 


5. 
All were like Hunters clad in cheerfull green, 
Young Natures Livery, and each at ftrife 
Who moft adorn’d in favours fhould be feen, 
Wrought kindly by pe Lady of his life. 
ae 


’ Thefe Martiall Favours on theit Watts they weare, 
On which ( for now they Conqueft celebrate ) 
In an imbroider’d Hiftory appeare 
Like life , the vanquifh’d in their feares and fate, 


27, 
And on thefe Belts (wrought with their Ladys care) 
Hung Semyters of Akons trufty fteele 5 
Goodly to fee, and he who durft compare 
Thofe Ladies Eies, might foon their temper feele. 


28. 
Cheer'd asthe Woods (where new wak’d Quires they meet) 
Are all; and now difpofe their choice Relays 
Of Horfe and Hounds, each like each other fleet 
Which beft when with themfelves compar’d we praife 5 


29. 
To them old Forreft Spys, the Harborers » 
VVith haft approach, wet as ftill weeping Night, 
Or Deer that mourn their growth of head with tears, 
WVhen the defencelefs ch does hinder flight. 
Vi 2 And 
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30. 
And Doggs, fuch whofe cold. fecrecy was ment 
By Nature for furprife , on thefe attend ; 
Wife temp'rate Lime-Hounds that proclaim no {cents 
Nor Harb‘ring will their Mouths in boafting fpend. 
2 a1) 
Yet vainlier fare then Tyaytots boaft their prife 
(On which their vehemence vaft rates does lay, 
Since in that worth their treafons credit: lies) 
Thefe Harb’rers praife that which they now betray: 


opr 

Boalt they have lodg’d a Stagg , that all the Race 
Out-runs of Croton Horle, or Regian Hounds; 

A Stagg made long, fince Royall in the Chace, 
If Kings can honor give by giving wounds. 

33+ 

For Aribert had pierc’t him at a Bay, 
Yet {cap’d he by the vigour of his Head 5 

And many a Summer fince has wonn the day, 
And often left his Regia Foll’wers dead. 


34. 
His {pacious Beame ( that even the Rights out-grew ) 
From Axtlar to his Troch had all allow’d. 
By which his age the aged Wood-men knew5 
Who more then he were of that beauty proud, 


35° 
Now each Relay a fev’ral Station findes, © 


Ere the triumphant Train the Copps furroundss 
Relayes of Horfe, long breath’d as winter windes, 
And their deep Cannon Mouth’d experienc’d Hounds.) 
6 


36. 
The Huntfmen ( bufily concern’d in fhow 
As if the world were by this Beaft undone, 
And they againft him hir'd as Nature’s Foe ) 
In hafte uncouple, and their Hounds outrun. 


37. 
Now winde they a Recheat.,! the rous'd Dear’s knell; 
And through the Forreft all the Beafts are aw'd5 
Alarm’d by Eccho, Nature’s Sentinel, : 
Which thews that Murd’rous Man is come abroad, 
38. 
Tyranique Man! Thy fubje&s Enemy ! 
And more through wantonnefs then need or hate 3 
From whom the winged to their Coverts flie 5 
And to their Dennes even thofe that lay in waite. 


So this ( the moft frece(sfull of his kinde, 
Whofe Foreheads force oft his Oppofers preft, 
Whofe fwiftnefs left Perfuers fhafts behinde) HAO 
Is now of all the Forreft moft diftreft ! 
O. 
The Heard deny him Gate as if taught 
To know their fafety is to yield him lofts 
Which thews they want not, the refults of thought, 
But {peech, by which we ours for Feafon boat. 
We 
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AI. 
We bluth to fee our politicks in Beatts, 
} Who many. fav’d by this one Sacrifices 
And fince through blood they follow interefts, 
Like us when cruel fhould be counted wife. 
tA2, 
His Rivals that his fury us’d to fear 
For his lov’d Female, now his faintnefs Shun; 
- But were his feafon hot, and fhe but neer; 
(O mighty Love!) his: Hunters were undone. , 


43. 
From thence, well blown, he comes to the Relay ; 
Where Man’s fam’d reafon proves but Cowardife, 
And only ferves him meanly to betray 5 
Even for the flying, Man, in ambufh lies. 


4. 
But now, as his laft remedy to live, 
(For ev'ry fhift for life kind Nature makes, 
Since life the utmoft is which fhe can give) 
- Coole Adice from the {woln Bank he takes. 


: 45. 
But this frefh Bath the Doggs will make him leave; 
Whom he fure nos’d as fafting Tygers found; — 
Their {cent no North-eaft winde could e’re deceave, 
_ Which drives the ayre, nor Flocks that foyl the Ground. 
“eb ined y 


Swift here the Flyers and Perfuers feeme 5 
The frighted Fith fwim from their <Adice, 
The Doggs purfue the Deer, he the fleet ftreme, 
And that hafts too to th’ Adriatick, Sea. 


47. 
Refrefh'd thus in this fleeting Element, 
He up the ftedfaft Shore did boldly rife ; 
And foon efcap’d their view, but not their {cent 5 
| That faithful Guide which even conduéts their Eyes. 


48. 
This frail relief was like fhort gales of breath 
Which oft at Sea a long dead calme prepares 
Or like our Curtains drawn at point of death, 
When all our Lungs are pent, to give us ayre, 


. Ag 
. For on the Shore the rennet him -attend 5 
And whilft the Chace grew warm as is the day 
(Which now from the hot Zenith does defcend) 
He is imbos’d, and weary’d to a Bay. 


50. 
The Jewel, Life, he muft furrender here 5 
Which the world’s Miftris, Nature, does not give, 
But like drop’d Favours fuffers us to weare, 
Such as by which pleas’d Lovers think they live, 


51. 
Yet life he fo efteems, that he allows 
It all defence his force and rage can make ; 
And to the eager Dogs fuch fury fhows 
As their laft blood fome unreveng’d forfake. rf 
* * Bue 
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, : 52, 
But now the Monarch Murderer comes in, 
Deftructive Man ! whom Nature would not arme, 
As when in madnefs mifchief is forefeen 
We leave it weaponlefs for fear of harme. 


53 
For fhe defencelefs made him that he might 
Lefs readily offends but Art Armes all, 
From fingle ftrife makes us in Numbers fights 
And by fuch art this Royall Stagg did fall. 


54 
He weeps till grief does even his Murd’rers pierce 5 
Grief which fo nobly through his anger ftrove, 
That it deferv'd the dignity of verfe, 
And had it words as humanly would move. 


55° 
Thrice from the ground his vanquifh’d Head he rear’d, 
And with laft looks his Forreft walks did view; 
Where Sixty Summers he had rul’d the Heatd, 
And where fharp Dittany now vainly grew: | 
56. 
Whofe hoary Leaves no more his wounds fhall heale 5 
For with a Sigh (a blaft of all his breath ) 
That viewlefs thing call’d Life, did from him fteale 5 
And with their Bugle Hornes they winde his death. 


7 
Then with their annuall eter facrifice 
( Taught by old Cuftome, whofe decrees are vain, 
And we like hum’rous Antiquaries prife 
Age though deform’d) they haften to the Plain, 
8 


| | 58. 
Thence homeward bend as weftward as the Sun; 
Where Gondibert’s Allys proud Feafts prepare, 
That day to honor which his Grandfire won 5 
Though Feafts the Eves to Funvralls often are, 


59- 
One from the Forreft now approach’d their fight, 
Who them did fwiftly on the Spurr purfue 5 
One there ftill refident as Day and Night, 
And known as th’ eldeft Oke which in it grew. 
60, 
Who with his utmoft breath, advancing cries 
( And fuch a vehemence no Art could feigne) 
Away, happy the Man that fafteft flies 5 
Flie famous Dake, flie with thy noble Traine! 
6 


i 
The Duke reply'd, though with thy fears difguis'd, 
Thou do'ft my Syres old Rangers Image beare, 
And for thy kindnefs thale not be defpis'd, . 


Though Councels are but weak which come from fear, 


62, 
Were Dangers here, great as thy love can fhape 5 
(And love with fear can danger spultiply ) 
Yet when by flight, thou bidft us meanly fcape, 
_ Bid Trees take’ wings, and rooted Forefts flie. 


Thea 
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hen faid the Ranger, you are bravely loft,’ © 
(And like high anger his complexion rofe) 
As little know [ fear, as how to boalt.5 | 
~ But hall attend you through your many Foes, 
, } vie 
See where in'ambuth mighty Ofwald lay; 
‘And fee , from yonder Lawne he moves apace, 
VVith Launces armd to intercept ‘thy ways) |); (vy 
N ow thy fure Steeds are ,weary’d) with the Chace. 
65. a 
His purple Banners you may there behold, 


Which( proudly; {pred} the fatall Raven beares, vi : 


And full five hundred Eby Ranke have told, ; 
Who jn their guilded Helmes his Colours weare, 
66 


The Duke this falling f{torme does now difeern : 
Bids little Hugo fly | but’tis to view . 


“The Foe, and timely their Sirf: count’hanceilearne, 
Whilftfirme he ina {quare his Hunters. drew- 
y 


7s 
~ And Hugo foon ( light as, his Courfers Heeles). 4.5 1) 
Was in their Faces troublefome as winde 5 
And like to it Cfo wingedly He wheeles ) 
Wo one could catch, what all with trouble finde? 


But ev'ry where the Leadérs and the Led 
He temp’rately obferv'd, with a flow fight 5 
Judg’d by their looks how ‘hopes and feares were fed, 
And by their order their fuccefs in fight,. 
69 
Their Number (mounting to the Rangers’ gueffe ), 
Tn Three! Divifions. ev’nly was difpos’d;. . 
And that their Enemies. might judge it lefle, - 
. It feem’d one Groffe with all the Spaces clos'd. 


; 7°. 
The Vann fierce Ofwald led, where Paradine 
_. And Manly Dargonet (both of his blood) 
Outfhin’d the Noone, and their Mindes, ftock withia 
Promis’d to make that outward glory good. 


71. 
The next, bold, but. unlucky Habert leds 
Brother to Ofwald, and no lef ally’d 
To the ambitions which his Soul did wed, 


Lowly without , but lin’d with Coftly pride. “ae 


oe 
' Moft to himfelf his valor fatall was, 
Whofe glorys oft to others dreadfull were 3 
So Comets ( though fuppos’d Deftruction’s caufe ) 
But wafte themfelves to make their Gazers feare. 


| 73- 
And though his valor feldom did fucceed, 
His {peech was fuch as could in Storms perfwade 5 
Sweet as the Hopes on which ftarv'd Lovers feed, 
Breath’d in the whifpers of a yielding Maide. 


ee, 
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| 74. 
The Bloody Borgio did conduct the Reres 
VVhom fullen aféo heedfully attends 5 
To all but to themfelves they cruel were, 
And to themfelves chiefly by mifchief Friends. 


75° 
Warr, the worlds Art, Nature to them became 5 
In Camps bégot, born, and in anger bred 5 
The living vex'd till Death, and then their Fame 5 
Becaufe even Fame fome life is to thé Dead. 


76. } 
Cities (wife States-men’s Folds for civil fheep) 
They fack’d, as painful Sheerers of the wife 5 
For they like careful VVolves would lofe their fleep, 
VVhen others profp’rous toyls fight be their prife, 


(ae 
Hugo amongft thefe Troops fpy’d many more 

Who had, as brave Delttoyers, got renown; 
And many forward wounds in boaft they wore; 

Which if not well réveng’d, had ne’r been (hown. 


7% 
Such the bold Leaders of thefe Launcéers were, 
Which of the Brefeian Vet'rans did confit 5 
Whofe prattis’'d age might charge of Atmies bear, 
And. claim fome ranck in Fame’s eternal Lift, 


Back to his Duke the dextran Hugo flies 5 
What he obferv’d he cheerfully declares 5 
Vvith noble pride did what he likd’ defpifes 
For wounds he threatned whil'ft he prais'd their skarrs, 


8o. 
Lord Arnold cry’d, vain is the Bugle Horn, 
VVhere Trumpets Mea to Manly work invite ? 
That diftant fummons feems to fay in skorn, 
VVe Hunters may be hunted hard ere night. 


ote 
Thofe Beafts are hunted hard that hard can fly, 
Reply’d aloud the noble Hargozils 
But we not us’d'to flight, know beft to dies 
And thofe who know to dié, know how to kill. 


82, 
Vidors through number never gain’d applaufe s 
If they exceed our compt in Armes and Men, 
It is not juft to think that odds, becaufe 
One Lover €quals any other Ten. 


CANTO 


4 


Canto the Third. 


‘The ARGUMENT 


The Ambufh is become an interview ; 

And the Surprifer proves to honor trues 

For what had firft, ere words his fery Spent , 
Been murder , now, is but brave killing ment: 
A duel form'd where Princes seconds are, 
And urgd by Honor each to kill his frare, 


I. 3 
He Duke obferv’d (whilft fate in his firm Square 
Whethertheir front did change whom Ofwald \ed3 


That thence he fhifts of figure might prepare 
Divide, or make moredepth, or loofely fpreds 


as 

) Though in their pofture clofe, the Prince might guefs 
The Duke’s to his not much in number yield 5 

And they were leading Youth who would poffefs 
This Ground in Graves, rather then quit the Field; 


3. 
Thus (timely certain of a ftanding Foe) 
His form’d Divifions yet reveal’d no {pace 
Through hafte to charge; but as they nearer grow , 
They: more divide, and move with flower pace. 


Asie the 
On thefe the Duke attends with’ watchful Eye; 


Shap’d all his Forces to their Triple ftrength 5 
And that their Launces might pafs harmle(s by, 


Widens his Ranks, and gave his Files more length, 


5. 
At diftance Ofmald does him fharply view , 
Whom but in Fame he met till this fad hour 3 
But his fair fame, Vertue’s known Image, knew ; 
Vertue exalts the Owner more then pow’. 


6. 
In Fields far fever’d both had reap'd renown 3 
And now his envie does to furfeit feed 
On what he wifh’d his Eies had never known; 
For he begins to:check his purpos’d deed. 


7° 
And though Ambition did his rage renew; 


Yet much he griev’d (mov'd with the Youthful Train 
That Plants which fo much promis’d as they grew, 

Should in the bud be ere performance flain. 
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8. 
With thefe remorfeful thoughts , hea fair {pace 
Adyanc’d alone, Then did his ‘Troops Command 
To halt; the Duke th’ example did embrace , 
And gives like order by. his lifted hand. 


G5 
Then when in eafie reach of eithers voice 
Thus Ofwald {pake. Lwith (brave Gondibert ) 
Thofe wrongs which make the now my angers choice, 
Like my laft fate were hidden from my heart, 


16.- ! 
But fince great Glory does allow fmall reft , 
And bids us jealoutly. to: honour,.wake » 
Why at alarms given hot even at\my breft, ms 
Should Inot arm, but think my, Scouts miftake’s 
‘Tis lowd in Camps, in Cities, and,in\Court, ‘ 
(Where the important part of. Mankind meets) 
That my adoption is thy Fachion’s {port , k 
Scorn’d by hearfe Rymers in Verena Streets. 
ie 
Who is renown’d enongh but you or.T) sek ee 
(And think not when you vifit' Fame, fhe lefs 
Will welcome you for my known Coripanic) “ a 
To hope for Empire at.our Kings deceafe 


13); Shae Rens. 
The Crown he with his Daughter has defign’d; ©. 
His favor (which to me does frofen prove) ve 
Grows warm to you as th’eies'ofRhodalind, 
And the gives facred’ Empire-with her love. oi 2 


14. om 
Whilft you ufurp thus, and ee claime deride , ye 
If you admire the veng’ance I HERE te ato Te 

{ more {hall wonder: where you got the'pride °°“ et ae 
To think me one you ‘fafely may offend. ~~ 


15. oe. 
Nor judg it ftrange I have Eee Ambufh laid 5 ” 

Since you (my Rival) ‘wrong’d-me‘by furprifes 

Whofe darker vigilance my love betrai'd’5” et 

And fo your ill example made we wife,. ; 
16, : 
‘But in the Schoole of glory we are taught, Ripka 
That greatnefs and fuccefs fhould’ meafure déeds5. 
Then not my great revenge nor your great frat, fee 
Can be accus’d when eithers*aét {ucceeds) 
175 
Opinions ftamp does vertue case make; dv talon Saga 
But fuch fmall Money (though: the Peoples Gold’ 
With which they trade) great Dealers skorne to take, pi 
And we.are greater then one world’can hold, 
18. a 

Now Ofwald paws’d, as if he curious'were | 
Ere this his Foe (the People’s Fav'rite) dy'd, 
To know him as with Eies fo with his'Eare3; © 
And to his fpeech thus Gondsbert reply’d : | 


fa - , 
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19. 
Succesful Prince ! fince I was never taught 

To court a Threatning Foe, I will not pay 
For all the Trophys you from war have brought 

One fingle wreath, though all thefewoods were Bay! 


(20. 
Nor would Iby a total filence yield 
My honour ta’ne, though I were Pris’‘ner made; 
Leaft you fhould think we may be juftly kill'd, 
And facred juftice by miftake invade, 
21 


You might perceive (had not a diftant warre 

; Hindred our Breafts the ufe of being known) 
My {mall ambition hardly worth your care 3 

Unlefs by it you would correct your owne. 


22, 
~The King’s objected love is but your dreame, 
As falfe as that I ftrive for Rhodaiind 
' Ais valor’s hyre3 thefe fickly vifions feeme 
Which in Ambitions Feaver vex your minde, 


23: 

Nor wonder if I vouch, that ‘tis not brave 

To feck war’s hire, though war we {till purfue 
Nor cenfure this a proud excufe, to fave 

Thefe who no fafety know, but to fubdue. 

24. hate 

Your misbeliefmy hirelefs valour {corns 5 

But your hir’d valour were your faith reclaim’d, 
(For faith reclaim’d to higheft vertue turns) 

Will be of braveft fallary afhamrd. 


25. 
Onely with fame valor of old was hir'd 5 
And love was fo fuffic’d with it’s own tafte, 
That thofe intemp’rate feem’d, who more defir'd 
For love’s reward, then that it felf fhould laft. 
26. 
If love, or luft of Empire bred your pain, fod 
Take what my prudent hope hath ftill declin’d, 
And my weak vertue never could fuftain, 
The Crown, which is the worft of Rhodalind. 
7s ) 
*Tis fhe who taught you to encreafe renown, 
By fowing Honor’s field with noble deeds 5 
Which yields no harveft when ‘tis over-grown 
With wilde Ambition, the moft rank of weeds, 
28. 5 
Go reconcile the windes faln out atfea 
With thefe tame precepts, (ofwald did replie) 
But fince thou doft bequeath thy hopes tome, 
Know Legacies are vain till Givers die. 


29. 
And here his rage afcended 3 his! Lies. i} 12 
From his clofe Breft, which hid till then the flame; 
And like ftirr’d fire in fparkles upward flies 
: Rage which the Duke thus pra@tis'd to reclaim, _ 
G 2 : Though 
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30. 
Though you defign’d our ruine by furprife, | 
Though much in ufeful Armes you us exced, 
And in your number fome advantage lies, 
Yet you may finde you fuch advantage need. 
Ble 
If I am vallew’d as th’impediment 
Which hinders your adoption to the Crown 5 
Let your revenge only on me be {pent 5 
And hazard not my Party, nor your own. 


Bo. 

Ambition elfe would up to Godhead grow , 
When fo profanely we our anger prife, 

That to appeafe it we the blood allow 
Of whole offencelefle Herds for facrifice. 


33+ 
Ofwald~(who Honor’s publick pattern was, 
Till vain ambition led his heart afide ) 
More temp’rate grew. in mannage of his caufe. 
And thus to noble Gondibert reply’d. 


34: 
I with it were not needful to be greats 
That Heav’ns unenvy’d pow’r might Men {o awe 
As we fhould need no Armies for defeat, 
Nor for protection be at charge of Law. 


35° 
But more then Heav’ns, Men, Man's authoritie 
(Though envy’d) ufe, becaufe more underftood 5 
For, but for that, Life’s Utenfils would be, 
In Markets,as in Camps the price of blood. 


36. 
Since the Worlds fafety we in greatnefs finde. 
And pow’r divided is from greatnefs gone,’ i 
Save we the world, though to our felves unkinde , 
By both indang’ring to eftablith one. 


37. 

- Not thefe, who kindle with my wrongs theire rage, 
Nor thofe bold Youth who warmly you attend , 
Our diftant Camps by action fhall ingages - 

But we our own great rane will fingly end. 


Back to your noble Hunters ftrait retire, . ty 
And I to thofe who would thofe Hunters chace 5 

Let us perfwade their fury to expire, 
And give obediently our anger place, 


Like unconcern’d Spettators ia them ftand, 
And be by facred vow te diftance bound 
Whilft their lov’d Leaders by our ftri&t command, 
Only as witneffes, approach this ground. 


O. 
Where with no more Prive Armes then was 
By Nature ment us, who ordain'd Men Friends, 
We will on foot determine our great caufe 5 
On which the Lombards doubtful peace depends 
The 


— 
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4l- 
The Duke at this did bow, and foon obay, 
Confefs'd his honor he tranfcendent findes , 
Said he their perfons might a meaner way 
With ods have aw’d , but this fabdues their Mindes. 


42. 
Now wing’d with Hope they to their Troops return, 
Ofwald his old Grave Brefcians makes retire , 
Leaft if too neer, though like flow Match they burn , 
The Duke’s rafh Youth like Powder might take fire. 


43. 
Firft with their noble Chiefs they treat afide, 
Plead it humanity to bleed alone, 
And term it needlefs cruelty and pride 
With others Sacrifice to grace their owne. 


44- 
Then to the Troopes gave their refolv’d command 
Not to affift , through anger nor remorfe 3 
‘Who feem’d more willing patiently to ftand, 
Becaufe each fide prefim'd their Champion’s force. 


45+ 
Now neer that ground ordain’d by them and Fate 
To be the laft where one or both muft tread, 
Their chofen Judges they appoint to waite; 
Who thither were like griev’d Spe@ators led. 
6 


46. 
Thefe from the diftant Troops far fever’d are; 
And neer their Chiefs divided Stations take; 
Who ftrait uncloath, and for fuch deeds prepare, 
By which ftrip’d Soules their flefhy Robes forfake. 


47. 
But Hubert now advanc’d, and cry’d alow’d 
I will not truft uncertain Deftinie , 
Which may obfcurely kill me in a Crowd, 
That here have pow’r in publick view to die, 
8 


40, 
Ofwald my Brother is ! If any dare 
Think Gondibert’s great‘name more Kingly founds, 
Let him alight, and he fhall leave the care 
Of chufing Monarchs, to attendhis wounds! 


49- 
This Hurgonill receiv'’d with ‘greedy Ear , 
Told him his fummons boldly did exprefs, 
That he had little judgement whom to fear , 
And in the choice of Kings his skill was lefs, 


50. 
With equal hafte they then alight and met, 
Where both-their Chiefs in preparation ftood 5 
Whilft Paradine and furious Dargonet 


Cry’d out, we are of Ofwald’s Princely blood. | 


ST eta 
Are there not yet two more fo fond of fame,’ 
So true to Goudibert , or Loye’s commands 3 
As to efteem it an unpleafant fhame 
With idle Eies to look on bufie hands? six 
uch. | 


) 
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ee 


Bae ahr 
Such hafte makes Beauty when it youth forfakes , 
And day from Travellers when it does fet, 
As Arnold to proud Paradine now makes , 

And little Hyge to tall Dargonet. 


eb 
The bloody Borgie, who with anguith ftay’d , 
And check’d his rage, till thefe of ojwald’s Race, 
By with'd example their brave Challenge made, 
Now like his curb’d Steed foaming, fhifts his place. 


54. 
And thus (with hafte and choller hoarfe) he fpake 5 
Who ere amongft you thinks we deftin’d are 
To ferve that King your Courtly Camp fhall make, 
Falfly he loves, nor is his Lady faire! 


CBR 
This f{carce could urge the temp'rate Tybalt’s fire , 
Who faid, when Fate fhall Aribert remove, 


Ag ill then wilt thou judge who fhould iafpire, 


As who is fair, that art too rude to love. 


| 56. 
But {earce had this reply reach’d Borgio’s Eare, 
When Goltho louder cry’d, what ere he be 
Dares think her foul who hath a Lover here, 
Though Love I never knew, fhall now know me { 


57° | 
Grave Tybalt, who had laid an early’r claime 
To this defiance, much’ diftemper’d grows, 
And Golthés forward youth would fharply blame, - 
But that old Vajfco thus did inter pofe. tbe 
8 


That Boy who makes fuch Pafte to.meet his fate, 
And fears he may (as if he knew it good ) 

Through others pride of danger come too lates": 
Shall read it {trait ill written in his blood. 


59+ 
Let Empire fall, when we muft Monarchs. choofe,” 
By wha't unpractis'd Childhood {hall approve 5 


"And in tame peace let us:our Manhood loofe, 


When Boyes yet wet with milk difcourfe of Love. 


60. Qi 
As bathful Maids bluth, as if juftly blam’d, 


When forc’d to fuffer,fome indecent Tongue, 
So Goltho bluth’d Cwhom Vafco made afham’d) | 
As if he could offend by being ‘young. °° 
61, 
But inftantly offended bafhfulnefs a3 94 
Does to a brave and beauteous anger turn’; ' | 
Which he in younger flames did fo exprefs, 
That fcarce old Vafco’s Embers: feem’d to bura. 
62. 
The Princes knew in this new kindled rage,” 
Opinion might (have like unlucky winde 
State right to make it {pread) their! Troops ingage 5 
And therefore Ofwald thus proclain’d his minde. 


Seem 
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63. 
Seem we already dead, that to our words 
(As to the laft requefts men dying make ) 


Your Jove but Mourners fhort refpedt affords, ~ 
_ And ere interr’d you our commands forfake 2? 


64. 
We chofe you Judges of your needful ftrife , 


Such whom the world (grown faithlefs) might efteem 


_ As weighty witneffes of parting life, 
But you are thofe we dying muft condemn. 


5. 
Are we become fuch worthlefs {acrifice, 
As cannot to the Lombards Heav’n atone, 
Unlefs your added blocd make up the price, 
. As if you thought it worthier then our own? 
66, 
Our Fame which fhould furvive, before us dy! 
And let (fince in our prefence difobay’d) 
Renown of pow’r, like that of beauty fly 


From knéwWledge, rather then be known decay’d! 
6 - 


7: | | 

This when with rev’rence heard, it would have made 
Old Armies melt, to mark at what arate 

They fpent their Hearts and’Eies, kindly afraid 

~~ To be omitted in. their Gen’ral’s fate. 

vs 68. 

Hubert (whofe Princely qualitie more frees iia 
Him then the reft, from all command, unlefs © 

He find it fuch as with his will agrees) 0" © 
Did nobly thus his firm refolve expres. 


69: - 
All greatnefs bred in blood be now abas‘d! 
Inftine, the {ward Image, which is wrought 
And given with Life, be like thaw’d wax defac'd! 
Though that bred better honor then is taught 5 


; 70. ; 
And may impreflions of the common ill °° 
Which from'ftreet Parents the moft low derives, 
Blot all my minds fair book if I ftand ftill 
Whilft Ofmald fingly for the Publick ftrives : 


71. ; 
A Brothers love all that obedience’ ftays, =) 
Which ofwald elfe might as my Leader claimes' 
Whom as my love, my honour difobays, 1 
And bids me ferve our greater Leader, Fame,' 


2; ‘ ) 
With gentle looks Ofwald a Hubert bowes, 
And faid, I then muft yield that Hubert thall 
(Since from the fame bright’ Sun our luftve grows) 
Rife with my Morne, and with my Ev‘ning fall ! 


Bold Paradine and Dargonet nent Gt 
Their Suit, and cry’d, we are Affolpho’s fons | 

Who from your higheft {pring his blood deriv'd, 
Though now it down in lower Channels runs. 


53 
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745 . 
Such lucky feafons to attain renown, ; 
We muft not lofe, who are to you ally’ds 
Others ufurp, who would your dangersown , 
And what our, duty is, in them is pride. 


75° 
Then as his laft Decree thus Ofmald {pakes 
You that vouchfafe to glory in my blood, 
Shall {hare my dooms which for your merits fake, 
Fate, were it bad, would alter into good, 
76, 
If any others difobedient rage, = 
Shall with uncivil love intrude his aid, 
And by degrees our diftant Troops ingage » 
Be it his Curfe ftillto be difobay'd! 


77s 
War's Orders may heby the flow convay 
To fuch as only thall difpute them longs 
An ill peace make, when none will him obay , 
And be for that, when old, judg’d by the young, 
8 


78. 
This faid, he calmly bid the Duke provide 

Such of his blood, as with thofe chofen Three 
(Whilft thetr adoption they on foot decide) 

May in brave life or death fit Partners bee, 


79¢ 
Though here (reply’d the Duke) I find not now. 
Such as my blood with their alliance grace, 
Yet Three! fee, to whom your ftock may bow, 
If Love may be efteem’d of Heav'nly Race 


80, | 
And much to me thefe are by love ally’ds 
Then Hugo, Arnold, and the Count drew neere5 
Count Hurgonill woo'd Orva for his Bride, 
The other two ‘tf Laura Rivals were. 
cade gr. 
But Tybalt cry'd (as fwiftly as his voice | 
Approach’d the Duke) forgive me mighty Chief, 
If juftly I envy thy noble choice , 
And difobey thee in wrong’d Love's relief, 
8 


2. 
If rev’renc’d love be facred: Myft'ry deem’d, 
And myftery’s whenhid to value grow » 
Why am I lefs for hidden love e{teem’d > 
To unknown Godhead, wife Religious bow. 
8 


A Maid of thy high linage nee T love, 
And hide her name till I can merit boaft, 
But (hall I here (where Imy worth improve ) 
For prifing her above my felf, be loft¢ 


84. 
The Duke's firm bofome kindly feem’d to melt 
At Tybalt’s grief, that he omitted was 5 
Who lately had Love's fecret conqueft felt , 


And hop’d for publick triumph in this canfe. 
Then 
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85. 
Then he decreed, Hugo fnonen chofe before 
To fhare in this great work) fhould equally. 
With Tybalt be expos'd to Fortune's pow, 
And by drawn Lots their wifh’d election try. 
86 


Hugo his dreaded Lord with chearfull awe 
Us'd to obey, and with implicit love; 

But now he muft for certain honor draw 
Uncertain Lots, feems heavily to move, 


7. 
And here they trembling reach’d at Honor fa, 
As if they gath’ring Flow’rs a Snake difcern’d ; 
Yet fear’d Love only whofe rewards then grow 
To Lovers fweeteft, when with danger earn‘d. 
88 


From this brave fear, leaft they fliould danger fcape, 
Was little Hugo eas'd, and when he drew 
The Champion's lot, his joy inlarg’d his fhape, 
And with his lifted minde he taller grew. 
9. : 
But Tybalt ftoop’d beneath his forrows weight ; 
Goltho and him kindly the Duke imbrac'd 5 
Then to their {tation fent3 and ofwald ftraight 
His fo injoyn’d, and with like kindnefs grac d, 


Oe 
When cruel Borgio does from Tybalé part, 


Vafco from Goltho, many a look they caft 
Backward in fullen meffage from the heart, af 
And through their eyes their threatning anger walt. . 


Se ee ee ee ee ie ea 
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The Duel where all rules of artful firife, 

To vefcue or indanger Darling-life, 

Are by referves of flrength and courage shown 5 
For killing was long fince a Science grown, 
Th event by which the Troops ingaged are, 

As private rage too often turns to warr. 


I 


 Y what bold paffion am I rudely led, 
nd Like Fame’s too curious and officious Spie, 
bh Where I thefe Rolls in her dark Clofet read, 
9 Where Worthies wrapp'd in Time's difguifes hie> 


as 
Why fhould we now their fhady Curtains draw, 
Who by a wife retirement hence are freed, 
And gon to Lands exempt from Nature’s Law, — 
Where Love no more can mourn, nor valor bleed? 


23 
Why to this ftormy world from their long reft, 
Are thefe recall’d to be again difpleas‘d, 
Where during Nature’s reign we are oppreft, 
Till we by Death’s high priviledge are eas’d ? 


4. 
Is it to boaft that Verfe has Chymick pow’r, 
And that its rage (which is productive heat) 
Can thefe revive, as Chymifts raife a Flow’, 
Whofe fcatter’d parts their Glafs prefents compleat ? 


5. 
Though in thefe Worthies gon, valor and love 
Dift chaftly as in facred Temples meet, 
Such reviv'd Patterns us no more improve, 
Then Flow’rs fo rais’d by Chymifts make us {weet, 
6 


Yet when the fouls difeafe we defprate finde, 
Poets the old renown’d Phyfitians. are, 
Who for the fickly habits of the mind, 


Examples as the ancient cure prepare, 


7 ee 
And bravely then Phyfitians honor gain, 
When to the World difeafes curelefs feem, 
And they (in Science valiant) ne’r refrain 
Art’s war with Nature, till they life redeem. 
- But: 
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But Poets their accuftom’d task have long 
Forborn, ( who for Examples did difperfe » 
The Heroes vertues in Heroick Song) 
“And now think vertue fick, pa{t cure of verfe. 


Qe 
Yet to this defp’rate cure I will proceed, 
Such patterns fhew as fhall not fail to move; 
Shall teach the valiant patience when they bleed, 
And haplefs Lovers conftancy in Love. 


10. . 
Now Honor’s chance, the Duke with Ofwald takes, 
The Count his great Stake, Life, to Hubert {ets5 
Whilft his to Paradin’s, Lord Arnold ftakes, 
And little Hugo throwes at Dargonets. 


It, 
Thefe Four on equall ground thofe Four oppofes 
Who wants in ftrength, fupplies it with his skill; 
So valiant that they make no hafte to clofe 3 
They not apace, but handfomly would kill. 
12 


And as they more each others courage found, 

Each did their force more civilly exprefs, 
To make fo manly and fo fair a wound, — 

As loyal Ladies might be proud to drefs. 
) 13, 
But vain, though wond’rous , feems the fhort event 

Of what with pomp and Noife we long prepare : ' 
One hour of battail oft that force hath fpent 

Which Kings whole lives have gather’d for a war, 


14. 
As Rivers to their ruine hafty be, — 
So life (fill earneft, loud, and {wift) runs poft 
To the vaft Gulf of Death, as they to Sea, 
And vainly travailes to be quickly loft, 


15. 
And now the Fates ( who punétually take care 
We not efcape their fentence at our birth) 
Writ Arnold down where thofe inroled are 
Who muft in Youth abruptly leave the Earth. 
16, 


Him Paradine into the Brow had pierc’t 5 
From whence his blood fo overflow’d his Eyes, 
He grew too blinde to watch and guard his breft, 
Where wounded twice, to Death’s cold Court he flies, 
17. 
And Love (by which Life's name does value find, 
As Altars even fubfift by ornament ) 
Is now as to the Owner quite refign’d, 
And in a figh to his dear Laura fent. 
13. 
Yet Fates fo civil were in cruelty 
As not to yield that. he who conquer’d all 
The Tufean Vale, fhould unattended dy, 


They therefore doom that Dargonet mutt fall: 
H 2 Whom 
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19. 
Whom little Hugo dext’roufly did vex 
VVith many wounds in unexpected place, 
VVhich yet not kill, but killingly perplex ; 
Becaufe he held their number a difgrace. 
20. 
For Dargonet in force did much exceed ; 
The moft of men, im valor equall’d all; 4 
And was afham’d thus diverfly to bleed, 
As if he {tood where fhowers of Arrows fall. 
21. 
At once he ventures his remaining ftrength 
To Hugo's nimble skill, who did defire. 
To draw this little war out into length, _ 
By motions quick as Heav'n’s fantaftick fire ! 
22. 
This fury now is grown too high to Jaft 
In Dargonet; who does diforder all 
The ftrengths of temp’rance by unruly hatte, 
Then down at Hugo's feet does breathlefs fall. 


23. 
When with his own Storm funk, his Foe did fpie 
Lord Arnold dead, and Paradine prepare 
To help Prince Ofwald to that victory, 
_ Of which the Duke had yet an equal fhare, 
2 


4. 
Vain Conqueror ( faid Hugo then ) returne ! 

In ftead of Laurel which the Victor weares, . 
Go gather Cyprefs for thy Brother’s Urne, | 

And learn of me to water it with Tears, 


is 
Thy Brother loft his life attempting mine; 
Which cannot for Lord Arnold’s lofs fuffice : 
I muft revenge (unlucky Paradine) 
The blood his death will draw from Laura’s Eyes, 
26. 


‘We Rivals were in Laura, but though the 


My griefs derided, his with fighs approv’d 5 
Yet I (in Love's exadt integrity ) 
Muft take thy life for killing him She lov’d. 


27. 
Thefe quick alike, and artfully as fierce, 
At one fad inftant give and take that wound, 
Which does through both their vital Clofets pierces 
Where Life’s {mall Lord does warmly fit enthron‘d. 
s , 


And then they fell, and now neer upper Heaven, 
Heav'ns better part of them is hov’ring ftill, 
To watch what end is to their Princes given, 
And to brave Hubert, and to Hurgomil, 
29, 
In progrefs thus to their ae home, 
Some method 1s obferv’d by Deftiny, 
Which at their Princes, fetting out did “doom, 
Thefe as their. leading Harbingers to die. 


And 
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30. 
And fatal Hubert we mult next attend, 
Whom Hurgonil had brought to fuch diftrefs, 
That though Life’s {tock he did not fully fpend, 
His glory that maintain’d it is grown lefs. 


31. 
Long had they ftrove, who firft fhould be deftroy’d; 
And wounds (the Marks of Manhood) gave and took, 
Which though like honor’d Age, we would avoid, 
Yet make us when poffefs'd for rev’rence look. 


32. 
O Honor! Frail as Life thy Fellow Flower ! 
Cherifh’d and watch’d, and hum’roufly efteem’d, 
Then worn for fhort adornments of an hour; 
And is when loft no more then life redeem‘d. 


. 33: 
This fatall Hubert findes, if honor be 
As much in Princes loft, when it grows lefs, 
As when it dies in men of next degree: 
Princes are only Princes by excefs. 


34. 
For having twice with his firm Oppofite 
Exchang’d a wound, yet none that reach’d at life, 
The adverfe {word his Arms beft finew hit, 
Which holds that ftrength, which fhould maintain their ftrife, 


35: : 
When thus his dear defence had left his Hand, 
# Thy life (faid Hargonil) rejoyce to wear 
As Orza’s favour, and at her command, ; 
Who taught the mercy I will pradtife here. 
6. 


36. 
To which defencelefs Hubert did reply, 
_ My life (a worthlefs Blank) I fo defpife, 
Since Fortune laid it in her Lotary, 
That P'me afham’d thou draw’ft it as a Prife, 


. 37- 
' His grief made noble Hzrgonill to melt, 
Who mourn’d in this a Warrior’s various fate 3 
For though a Victor now, he timely felt 
That change which pains us moft by coming late. 


38. 
But Orna (ever prefent in his thought) 
Prompts him to know, with what fuccefs for fame 
And Empire, Gondibert and Ofwald fought 5 
Whilft Hubert feeks out death, and fhrinks from fhame, 


39+ 
Valor, and all that pra@ife turns to art, 
_ A like the Princes had and underftood 5 
For Ofwald now is cool as Gondiberts 
Such temper he has got by lofing blood. 


40. 
Calmly their temper did their art obey; 
Their ftretch'd Arms regular in motion proves 
And force with as unfeen a ftealth convey, 
As noyfelefs Houres by hands of Dials move, 


39 
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41 
By this new temper Hurgonill believ'd 
That Ofwald’s elder vertues might prevails 
To think his own help needful much he griev'ds 
But yet prepar’d it left the Duke fhould fail, 
A2, 
Small wounds they had, where as in Cafements fate 
Diforder’d Lifes who feem'd to look about, 
And fain would be abroad, but that a Gate 
She wants fo wide, at once to fally out. 
43. 
When Gondibert faw Hurgonill draw near,  ~ 
And doubly arm’d at conquer’d Huberi’s coft, 
He then, who never fear’d, began to fear 
Left by his help his honor fhould be’ loft, 
44. te a eh 
Retire faid hes for if thou hop ft to win | 
My fifters love, by aiding in this ftrife; 
May Heav'n (to make her think they love a fin) 
Eclipfe that beauty which did give it life. ' 
45+ 
Count Hargonill did_doubtfully: retire, | 
Fain would affift, yet durft not difobey 3 
The Duke would rather inftantly expire, 
Then hazard Honor by fo mean a way. 
46, 
Alike did ofwald for difpatch prepare 5 | 
‘And cries fince Hubert knew not to fubdues ee 
Glory farewell, that art the Soldiers care ! 
More lov’d then Woman, lefs then Woman true! 
47- 
And now they ftrive with all their fudden force 
To ftorm Life’s Cittadel, each others Brefts 
At which.could Heav’ns chief Eye have felt remorfe, 
It would have wink’d, or haft’ned to the Weft. 
48. | 
But fure the Heav’nly Movers little care 
whither our motion here be falfe or true 3 
For we proceed, whilft they are regular, 
Asif we Dice for all our actions threw. 


49- 
We feem furrender’d to indiff-rent Chance 5 
Even Death’s great work looks like fantaftick play 5 
That Sword which oft did Ofwald’s fame advance 
In publick war, fails in a private fray. 


50. 
For when (becaufe he ebbs of blood did feel) 
He levell’d all his ftrength at Gondibert, 
It clafh’d and broke againft the adverfe fteel, 
Which travell’d onward till ic reach’d his heart. 


51. 
Now he that like a ftedfaft ftatue ftood 
In many Battails regifter'd by Fame 5 
Does fall depriv’d of langtiage as of bloods 
Whilft high the Hunters fend their Vittor’s name. 


Some 
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52. 
Some fhout aloud, and others winde the Horn! 
They mix the Cities with the Field’s applaufes 
Which Borgéo {oon interprets as their fcorn, 
And will revenge it ere he mourn the caufe, 


53° 
This the cold Evening warm’d of Vafco’s age 5 
| He fhin’d like fcorching Noon in Borgio’s looks 5 
Who kindled all about him with his rage 5 
And worfe the triumph then the Conqueft Brooks? 


54. 
The Troops (aftonifh’d with their Leaders fate) 
The horror firft with filence entertain 3 


’ - With loud impatience then for Borgio waite, 


And next with one confufion all complain. 


wy dD 5: 
Whom thus he urg’d! Prince Ofwald did command 
We thould remove far from the Combat’s lifts 
And there like unconcern’d Spectators ftands 
Juftly reftrain’d to hinder or affift. 


56. 
This (Patient Friends!) we dully have obey’d; 
A temprance which he never taught before ; 
But though alive he could forbid our aid, 
Yet dead, he leaves revenge within our pow'r. 


CANTO 
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The Battail in exact though little shapes 

Where none by flight, and few by fortune feapes 
Where even the vanquifo'd fo themfelves behave, 

the Vidors mourn for all they could not fave : 

ind fear Cfo foon is Fortune's fulnefs wayn'd) 
To lofe in one, all that by all they gain'd. * 


i 
T Ow Hubert’s Page aflifts.his, wounded Lord . 
To mount that Steed, he {carcé, had force to guide 5 
And wept to fee his hand withoutjthat {word 
Which was fo oft in dreadfull Battails try‘d. , 


Ze 

Thofe who with Borgio faw his want of blood, 
Cry’d out, If of thy ftrength enough remain, _ 

Though not to charge, to make thy conduct gdod5 
Lead us,to add their living to our flain, 


3+ 
Hubert reply’'d, now you may juftly boatt, 
You Sons of war, that Ofwald was your Sire ; 
Who got in you the honor I have loft 5 
And taught thofe deeds our Ladies fongs admire. 


4. 
But he (war's. Anceftor ,. who..gave it birth 
The Father of thofe fights we Lombards fought ) 
Lies there imbracing but his length of Earth, 
Who for your ufe the world’s vaft Empire fought, 


And cold as he lies noble eA i 
And Paradine, who wore the Victors Crown 5 
Both fwift to charge, and flow in a retreats 
Brothers in blood, and Rivals in renown. 


6. 
This faid, their Trumpets found Revenge’s praifes 
The Hunters Horns (the terror of the wood) 
Replyd fo meanly, they could fcarcely raife 
Eccho fo loud as might be underftood, 


A 
The Duke (his fit of fury being fpent, 
Which onely wounds and oppofition bred) 
Does weep oer the brave Ofwald, and lament 
That he fo great in life, is nothing dead. 
| But 
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But cry’d, when he the fpeechlefs Rivals {py'd, 
O worth above the ancient price of Love! 
Loft are the living, for with thefe love dy’d; 
* Or if immortal fled with them above. 


va 
In thefe we the intrinfick vallue know 
. By which firft Lovers did love currant deems 
But Love's falfe Coyners will allay it now, 
Till men fufpe@ what next they muft contemn. 
10. 
Not lefs young Hurgonil refents their chance , 
Though no fit time to pradice his remorfe , 
For now he cries (finding the Foe advance) | 
Let Death give way to life! to horfe! to horfe ! 
II, 
This forrow is too foft for deeds behinde 5 
Which I (a mortal Lover) would ‘fuftain 5 
So I could make your fifter wifely kinde, 
And praife me living, not lament me flain. 
12; 
Swift as Armenians in the Panthers chace: 
They fly to reach where now their Hunters ares 
Who fought out danger with too bold apace, 
Till thus the Duke did them alow’d prepare. 


_13- ‘ 
Impatient Friends, ftand that your ftrength may laft! 
~ Burn not in blaze, rage that fhould warm you long 
I with to Foes the weaknefles of hafte , | 
To you fuch flownefS as may keep you ftrong. 


Tastes 2 

Not their fcorns force fhould your fix’d patience move 5 
Though {corn does more then bonds free mindes provoke 

Their flathy rage fhall harmlefs lightning prove, — 
Which but fore-runs our Thunder's fatal ftroke, 


T5- / 
For when their fury’s fpent, bow ‘weak ‘they are) 
With the dull weight of antick Vandall Arms > 
Their work but fhort, and little is in war, 
Whom rage within, and Armor outward warms. 
16. 
When you have us’d thofe arts your patience yields," 
Try to avoid their cowched Launces force 
By dext’rous practice of Croatian Fields, 
Which turns to lazy Elephants their Horfe, 


| 17. 
When falfe retreat thall gate you in flight , 
As if you back to Elements were fled 5 
And no lefs faith can you again unite, 
Then recolleéts from Elements the dead, 


18. 
Make Chacers feem by your fwift Rallys, flow 
__ Whilft they your {wifter change of figures fear , 
Like that in Batails which t’ amufe the Foe & 
My Grandfire taught, as war's Philofopher. 
I Think 
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19. 
Think now your valor enters on the Stage, 
Think Fame th’ Eternal Chorus to declare 
Your mighty mindes to each fucceeding age , 
And that your Ladyes ‘the Spectators are. 
20. 
This utter’'d was with fuch a haughty grace, — 
That ev'ry heart it emptyd, and did raife 
Lifes chiefeft blood in valor to the Face, . 
Which made fuch beauty as the Foe did praifes 
2. 
Yet ‘twas Ambition’s praife , which but approves 
Thofe whom through envy it would fain fubdue 5 
Likes others honor, but her own fo loves,: 
She thinks all others Trophys are her due. 


op 
For Hubert now (though void of ftrength as feare). 
Advanc'd the firft Divifion faft and farre5 
Bold Borgio with the next attends his Reare, 
The Third was left to Vafco’s ftedy care. 


eG). 
The Duke fill watch’d when each Divifions fpace 
Grew wide, that he might his more open {pred 5 
His own brave conduct did the foremoft grace, - 
The next the Count, the Third truc: Tybalt \ed. 
24. | 
A forward fathion he did wear awhile, > | 
As if the Charge he would, with fury meets 
That he their forward fury might beguile , 
And urge them paft redemption by retreat. 


25. 
But when with Launces cowch’d they ready were, 

And their thick Front (which added Files inlarge) 
With their ply’d fpurs kept time in a Carere , 


Thofe foon were vanifhed whom they meant to charges 


26. 
The Duke by flight, his Manhood thus and force 
Referv'd, and to his skill made valor yield, 
Did feem to bluth, that he muft lead his Horfe 
To lofe a little ground to gain the Field. » 
27. 
Yet foon he ralleys and revives, the warre 5 
Hubert purfues the Rear of Hurgouil 5 
And Borgio’s Rear with Chace fo loos’ned. are , 
That them the Count does with clofe order kill. 


28. 
And that which was erewhile the Duke’s firm Van, 
Before old Vajco’s Fropt vauchfafe to fly, 7 
Till with their fubtle Rallys they began 
In {mall Divifions hidden ftrength to try 5 


ley 

Then curfing Borgio cry’d, whence comes his skill, 
Who men fo {catter’d can fo firmly mix? 

The living Metal, held fo violatile 
By the dull world, this Chymick. Lord can fix! . 
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He 
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30. t 
He prefs’d_ where Hurgonill his fury {pends , 
f As if he now in Orza’s prefence fought 5 
And with refpect his brave approach attends , 
) To give him all the dangers which he fought, 


Batt 
‘So bloody was th’event of this new ftrife, 
That we may here applauded valor blame 5 
“Which oft too eafily abandons Life, 
Whilft Déath’s the Parent made of noble: Fame. 


Roe 
For many now (belov’d by both) forfake 
In their purfuit of flying Fame, their breath 5 © 
And through the world their valor currant make, 
By giving it the ancient ftamp of Death. 


33° 
Young Hurgonil’s renowned felf had bought 
Honor of Borgio at no lefs a rate, 
Had not the Duke difpatch’d with thofe he fought, 
And found his aid muft fly or come too late. 


34 .< 
For he advancing faw (which him much griev’d) 
That in the faireft Region of the Face, 
He two wide wounds from Borgio had receiv d 5 
His beautyes blemifh, but his valor’s grace. 
, | 35: 
Now cry’d the Duke, ftrive timely for renown!) >: 
Thy Age will kifs thofe wounds thy. youth may loath; 
Be not difmay'd to think thy beauty gone” ul’ 
My Sifter’s thine, who has enough for both.« + 
36. 
Then‘foon the Youth, Death as an honor gave 
- To one that Strove to refcue Bgrgio’s lites 
Yet Borgio had difpatch’d him to his grave, 
Had Gondibert {tood neutral in the Strife 


37+ 
Who with his Sword (difdaining now to ftay 
And fee the blood he! lov’d fo rudely fpilt) 
Pierc’'t a bold Lombard who would ftop his way 3 
Even till his heart did beat againft:his Hilt. 
neste Oe . 
Timely old Vafco-came to Borgio’s aid 5 


Whofe long experienc’d Arme wrought fure and fattes 


His rifing oppofitions level laid , | 
And mifs’d no exectition by his hatte, 


39% 
And timely where the bleddiag Count. now fought, | — 
_ And where the Duke’ with Number was oppreft, 
Refiftlefs Tybalt came, who Borgio fought, ; 
But here with many Borgio’s did conteft. 


O. FR 
As Tydes’ that from their feb Channels hafte , 
Affemble-rudely in th’ Ubean Bay, 
And meeting there to indiftinétion wafte , 
Strive to proceed, and force each others flay: 
I 2 


So 
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Awe 

So here the valiant who with {wift force come, 
With as refiftlefs valor are ingag’ds © 

Are hid in anger’s undiftinguifh’d Fome; 
And make lefs way by. meeting to inrag’d ! 


42, 7 
But room for Goltho now! Whofe valor’s fire, 
Like light’ning, did unlikely paflage make s 
Whole {wift effects like Light’nings they admire, . 
And even the harms it wrought with tever’nce: take, 


43. 
Vafco he feeks, who had his Youth difdain'ds 
And in that fearch he with irrever nd rage, 
Revengefully, from younger Foes abftain’d, 
And deadly grew where he encounter’d Age. 


44. | 
And Vafco now had felt his Gothick fteel, af 
But that Duke Gondibert (through Helm and Head) 
~ Gave the laft ftroke which Va/co ere thall feel, 
And fent him down an honour to the dead; 


45. 
Here Borgio too had faln, but bravely then 
The Count fo much reveng’d the wounds he gave , 
As Gondibert (the Prop of falling Men ) | 
Such finking greatnefs could not chufe but fave... 


46. 
When Vajfco was remov’d, the :Count declin’d 
His bathful Eies; the Duke thought fodain fhame 
(From fenfe of lucklefs wounds) poflefs’d his minds 
Which thus he did reform, and gently blame, 


47, | 
Now thy complexion laftingis, and good! 
As when the Sun fets red, his Morning Eies 
In glory wake, fo now thou fetft in blood, 
Thy parting beauty will in honor rife. 
8 


48, | 
Thefe fcarrs thou need’ft not from my Sifter hides 
For as our Father, in brave batail loft, 

She firtt did name with forrow, then with pride, 
Thy beauty’s lofs fhe'l mourn and after boatt. 


49. 

Mine are but Lov’s falfe wren (Laid Hurgonil ) 
To what you Vafco gave; for I muft grieve 

My ftrength of honor could not Vajco kill , 
That honor loft, yet I have ftrength to live. 


O. 
But now behold vex’d ee who in all 
This Batail was by ready conduct known , 
And though unarm’d, and his {pent force fo {mall 
He could to none bring death, yet fought his own: 
i 
And ev'ry where, where Rallies made a Groffe 
He charg’d 5 and now with laft referves he try’d 
His too flow fate from Gomdzbert to force, 
Where he was Victor-and where Vafeo dy’d. 
Thes 
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pe 
The Duke (in Honor’s School exa&ly bred) 
Would not that this defencelefs Prince fhould be 
Involv’d with thofe, whom he to dying led , 
Therefore ordain’d him ftill from flaughter free. 


53 
And now his pow’r did gently make him know, 
That he muft keep his life, and quit the caufe; 
More Pris’ner to himfelf then to his Foe, 
For life within himfelf in Prifon was. 


54° 
His fierce Affiftants did not quit the Field , 
Till forward marks declar’d they fairly fought; 
And then they all with fullen flownefs yield 5 
Vex'd they have found what vain Revenge had fought. 


55° 
In the renown’d deftruction of this day , 
Four Hundred Leaders were by valor’s pride 
Led to bleft fhades, by an uncertain way, 
Where lowlinefs is held the fureft Guide. 


BOs A? 
And twice the Tierce of thefe confifts of thofe 
Who for Prince Ofwald’s love of Empire bled 3 
The Duke does thus with thanks and praife difpofe 
Both of the worthy living, and the dead. » 


57° 
Binde all your wounds, and fhed not that brave life, 
Which did in all, by great demeanor paft, 
(Teaching your Foes a wifer choice of ftrife) 
Deferve a Leafe of Nature that may laft, 


58. 
Love warm’d you with thofe fparks which kindled mes 
_ And form’d Tdea’s in each Lovers thought 
-Of the diftrefs of fome beloved the, -- 


Who then’ infpir’d and prais’d you whilft you fought, 


59: 
You nobly prompt my paffion to defire , . 
That the rude Crowd who Lovers foftnefs {corn , 
Might in fair field meet thofe who love admire, 
Totry which fide muft after Batail mourn. 


60. 
© that thofe rights which fhould the good advance , 
And juftly are to painful valor due, 
(Howe’re mifplac’d by the fwift hand of Chance) 
Were from that Crowd defended by thofe few! 
61 


With this great {pectacle we fhould refrefh | 
Thofe Chiefs, who (though preferr’d by being dead) 
Would kindly wifh to fight again in flefhs | 
So all that lov’d, by Hurgonil were led, 
62. 
This gracious mention from fo great a Lord, 
Bow'd. Hurgonill with dutious homage down, 
Where at his feet he lay’d his refcu’d Sword 5 
Which he accepts, but he returns his own, mS 
Y 
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By this and thine, faid gentle Gondibert, 
In all difttefs of various Courts ei warte 5 
We interpledg and bind ‘each others heart, 9} 
, To levee fhall poflefs griefs greateft hare. 
6 e 


4. 
Now to Verona hafte, and timely bring . 
Thy wounds ‘unto my tender fifter’s care , 
This Days fad ftory to our dreaded King , . 
And watch what veng’ance Ofmald’s Friends prepare, 
65. ) 
Brave Arzold, and his Rival firait remove 5 
Where Lawra-fhall beftrew their hallow’d Ground 3 
Protectors both, and Ornaments of Love 3 
This faid, his Eies outwep’d his widelt wound. 
caer 


6. 
Tell her now thefe (Love's faitiful Saints) are gon, 
The beauty they ador'dy fhe ought to hides” 
For vainly will Love's Miracles be thown, . 2508 
Since Lovers faith: with thefe brave Rivals dy'd, 


eee) 
Say little Hugo never more. fhall mourn 
In noble Numbers, ‘her unkind .difdain 5 
Who now not feeing beauty, feels no fcorns 
And wanting pleafure, isi exempt from pain. 
68. - 


When the with Flowres Lord: Arzold’s Grave {hall ftrew, 
And hears why sHugo’s life was thrown away, 
She on that Rival’s Hearfe will dropafew3 
Which merits all :that April gives'to Atay. 
6 D 


Let us forfake for fafety ofiour Eies, > 
Our other lofs;. which I will {trait inter 
And raife a Trophy where each Body lies 5 
Vain marks, how thofe alive the Dead prefer ! 


ZO. 
If my full Breaft, my wounds that empty be, 
And this, Days toil (by which my ftrength is gon) 
Forbid me not, I Bergamo will fee > © 
Ere it beholds theonext fucceeding ‘Sun. 
7 71. 
Thither convay thy foul’s confid’rate thought , 
How in this caufe the Court and Camp’s inclin’d ; 
What Ofwald’s FaGtion with the King has wrought, 
And how his lofs: prevails with Rhodalind. 


oy ; 
The Count and Tybalt take frei lowly leaves 5 
Their flain they fadly with confuming hearts ,- 
Bear tow'rds Verona, whilft the Duke perceives 
Prince Hubert’s grief, and thus his tears diverts. 


; ‘ ; 73: 
Affli@ed Prince! in an unpleafant how’r 


You and your living (by blinde valor ied) 
Are Captives made to fuch an eafie pow'r, 


Shall you as little vex, as Death your dead, 
The 
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74. 
The Dead can n’re by living help return 

From that darke Land, which life could ne’r difclofes. 
But thefe alive (for whom the Vidtors mourn) 

To thee I give, thee to thine own difpofe, 


75° 
Be not with Honor’s guilded Baites beguild 
Nor think Ambition wife, becaufe ’tis brave; 
For though we like it, as a forward Child, 
‘Tis fo unfound, her Cradle is her grave. 


voy 
Study the mighty Ofmald vainly gone! 
Fierce Paradize, and Dargonet the ftout 1 
Whofe Threds by deftiny were flowly {punne, 
And by Ambition. rafhly ravell’d out. 


77. 
But Huberi’s grief no precept could reform; 
For great grief councell’d, does to anger gtow 5 
And he provided now a future Storm , 
Which did with black revenge o’recaft his Brow. 
. 8 


79+ 
Borgio and he from this dire Region hatte ; 
Shame makes'them fightlefs to themfelves and dumb 3 
Their thoughts fly fwift as Time from what is paft; 
And would like. him demolifh all to come, — 


79 
Strait they inter th’ inferior of their flains be 
Their nobler Tragick toad their grief attends: 
Tow’rds Brefcza, where the Camp they hope to gains” 
Then force the Court Bo faction of their Friends. | 
O. 
To Bergamo the gentle Duke does turn 
With his furviving Lovers, who in kinde 
Remembrance every ftep look back and mourn 
Their fellow Lovers Death has ftay’d behinde. 
81, 
Some loft their quiet Rivals, fome their deat 
Love's Brother, who their hopes with help approv’d; 
Some fuch joy’d Friends, as even to morrow were 
To take from Hymen thofe they deareft lov'd. 
82 


But now to Gondibert they forward look, 
Whofe wounds,ere hecould wafte Three Leaguesof way, 
So waft him, that his fpeech him quite forfook; . 
And Nature atk for Art to make life ftay. 
83. Rares 
His Friends in torment leaft they fhould forfake 
Delightful him, for whom alone they live; 
Urge Heav'n uncivilly for calling back 
So foon fuch worth, it does fo feldem give, 
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the Victor is (whew with his wounds fubdu'd) 
By fuch deform'd and difmal Troops purfu'd, 
That he thinks Death, then which they uglier feem 
‘No ill expedient to efcape from them. ! 
But Ulfin guides him to fage Aftragon , . 

By the laft Raies of the defcending Sum. = 


i. 


| Carce on their Duke their fears kind fit was {pent, ty 
2 When ftrait athick arm’d Squadron clouds their fights... 


¥ 


| me, Which caft fo dark a fhade, as if, it ment 
oe, Without the Sun’s flow leave, to bring in night, 


2: 
This threatning Squadron did confift of Horfe , 
And by old Ulfiz they were bravely led , 
Whofe mind was found, nor wantshis Body force, . 
Though many Winters Snow had cool’d his. Head. 


Se 
The fad remainder who with Hubert went 5 _ 
Did mifs his reach, when they to Brefcia turn’d, 
And now (as if his hafte deftruétion ment) 


He chac’d thefe who the Duke’s fpent valor mourn'd. 


4, 
Whofe pofture being loofe, their number few, 
His Scouts grow fcornful as they forward come 5 
He makes his Squadron halt, and neer he drew3 
Then asks aloud, what are you, arid for whom? 


5e 
The noble Goltho (whofe great deeds to day. . 
Preverted. Manhood in. his early youth)... 
Believ'd him Ofwald’s Friend, yet. {corn'd the way...) © |) 
To thelter life, behind abandon’d Truth... .... 4 'pe! 
Pea, 


For he to Uifiz. boldly thus reply’d.5 abeed 
This fecond Ambuth findes us here in vain3,.... §,/)\/! ei 

We have no treafure left that we wonld hide, .)-.,;..., 
Since Gondibert is reckon’d with the flain. 


Duke Gondibert we vouch fa He our Lord , 
To whofe high vertue’s Sov’raignty we bow 3 
Ofvald funk low, as death, beneath his Sword, 
Though him fuperior Fate will vanquifh now. 
Scarce 


oy 


in 


ia 3 8. . 
Scarce empty Eagles ftooping to their Prey, 

Could be more fwift then Ulfiz to alight, 
And come where Gondibert expiring lay ; 

Now pleafing thofe whom. he did newly fright. 


9. 
For fearce that rew’rence which a Monarch draws, 
Who {feldome will be feen, though often fought 5 
Who {pends his carefull age in making Laws, 
To rule thofe lands for which in youth he fought; 


10. 
Nor that refpeét which People pay thofe Kings, 
Whofe peace makes rich, whom civil war made wife, 
Can equall this which aged U/fiz brings 
The gentle Duke, to whom he proftrate lies, 


| II, 
His Eyes (not us‘d to tears _) bathe every wound 5 
Which he falutes as things he chiefly lov’d; 
_ And when expence of fpirits he had found, 
To gain him air, his Mourners he removy'd. 
2) 
Make way, faid he, and give experience room3 
The Confident of age, though Youth’s fcorn’d guides 
My wounds, though paft, out-number yours to come, 
You can but hope the knowledge I have try’d. 
Shee 
His Hilts round Pommel he did then unskrew, 
. And thence (which he from ancient Precept wore) 
In a {mall Chriftall he a Cordial drew, 
That weary life could to her walks reftore. 


| 14. 
This care (amazing all it does delight ) 
His ruines, which fo reverend appear, 
With wonder not fo much furprife their fight, 
As a flrange objet now his Troops draw near. 


15. 
Ta whom fuch death and want of limbs they finde, 
As each were lately call’d out of his Tombe, 
And left fome members haftily behinde ; 
Or came when born abortive from the. Wombe. 
16: 
Yet this defect of Legs, or Arms, or Hands, 
Did wondring valor not difturb, but pleafe; 
To fee what divers weapons each commands 
With arts hard (hifts, till cuftome gave them eafe, 


i . 
But the uncomely abfence of an Eye, | a 
And larger wants, which ev'ry vifage mournd, 
(Where black did over-vail, or ill fupply) 
Was that which wonder into horror turn’d, 


18. 
And Ulfiz might be thought (when the rude wind 
Lifting their Curtains, left their ruines bare) 
‘A formal Antiquary, fondly kind 
To Statues , which he now drew out to aire. 
K The 
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19. : 
The Duke (whofe abfent knowledge was call’'d back 
By Cordials pow'r) his wonder did increafe 
So much, that he agen did knowledge lack, 
Till thus old Ulfin made his wonder ceafe, 
: 20. 
Aufpicious Prince! recorded be this day, 
And fang by Priefts of each enfuing age 5 
On which thou maift receive, and J may pay 
Some debts of duty , as thy Grandfires Page, 


oN hs 
That mighty Chief 1 ferv’d in youth's firft ftrength, 
Who our fhort Scepter meant to ftretch fo far, 
Till Eaftern Kings might grieve theirs wanted length, 
Whofe Maps fcarce teach where all their Subjects are. 
22. 
Full many ftormy Winters we have feen, 
When mighty valor’s heat was all our fire 5 
Flfe we in ftupid Frofts had fetter’d been, 
By which foft finews are congeal’d to wire. 


23: 
And many fcorching Summers we have felt, 
Where Death relieves all whom the Sword invades3 
And kindly thence (where we {hould toyling melt) 
Leads us to reft beneath eternal fhades. 
24. 
For aid of aétion he obedience taught, 
And filent patience for afflictions cure 5 
He prais’d my courage when I boldly fought, 
But {aid they conquer moft, that moft endure, 
25. 
The toyls of diligence as much approv’d 
As Valor’s felf, or th’ Arts her practife gaines 3 
The care of Men, more then of glory lov’d 3 
Succefs rewarded, and fuccelles paines. 
26. 
To joyful Vidors quenching water fent, 
Delightful wine to their lamenting flaves 5 
For Feats have more brave lives then famine fpent, 
And Temp’rance more then Trench or Armor {avese 
27. 
Valor his Miftrifs, Caution wi his Friend 5 
Both to their diffrent feafons he appli'd; 
The firtt he lov’d, on th’ other did depends 
The firft made worth uneafie by her pride. 
28. 
He to fubmifs devction more was givn 
After a battel gain’d, then ere ‘twas fought 5 
As if it nobler were to thank high Heav’n 
For favours paft, then bow for bounty fought. 


ae 
And thus through fmarting fea and aking cold, 
Till Heav’ns perpetual Traveller, had more 
Then Thirty journeys through the Zodiack, told, 
I ferv’d thy Grandfire, whom I now adore. 


For 
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30. 
For Heav‘n in his too ripe and weary age, 
Call’d him where peacefully he rules a Star3 
Freed from low Ele’ments continu’d rage, 
Which laft like Monarchs pow’r by needful war. 


aug 
Strait thy lamented Father did fucceed 
To his high place, by Aribert’s confent, 
Our Enfignes through remoter Lands to lead: 
Him too I follow’d till he upward went. 


32. 
Till that black day on which the Huzns. may boaft 
Their own defeate, and we our conquelt hide 5 
For though we gain’d, and they the battel loft, 
Yet then thy brave victorious Father dy’d, 


33° 
And I-am ftay'd unwillingly behind 5 
Not caught with wealth, Life's moft intangling {nare5 
Though both my Mafters were in giving kinde, 
As joyful Victors after Battel are, 
34. . 
Whilft thus this aged Leader does exprefs . 
His and their Story whom this bounty feeds, 
His Hands the Duke’s worft order'd wounds undrefs 
And gently bindes then ftrait he thus proceeds, 


a 35° 

Wet from thofe Hills till you Crevona reach, 
With an unmingled right I gather rent 5 

By their great Gift who did fuch precepts teach 
In giving, as their wealth is ner miffpent. 


26. 

For as their plenteous pity fills my thought, 
So their example was not read in vain 

A Thoufand, who for them in battel fought, 
“And now diftrefs’d with Maimes, 1 entertain: 


| 37° 
Not giving like to thofe, whofe gifts though {cant 
Pain them as if they gave with gowty hand; 
Such vex themfelves, and eafe not others want 5 
But we alike enjoy, a like command. 
38 


38. 
Moft fpacioufly we dwell, where we poffefs 
All finlefs pleafures Nature did ordain 5 
And who that all may have, yet will have lefs, 
Wifer then Nature, thinks her ‘kindnefs vain: 


39. 
A {ad refolve, which is a wife-mans vow, 
From Citties noife, and Courts unpitty’d care 
Did fo divorce me, it would fcarce. allow 
I ere fhould take one League of diftant ayre. 
40. ; 
But that Alarms from each adjacent part 
) Which borders my abode, difturb’d my reft, 
_ With dreadful newes that gracious Gondibert 
7 By Ofwald's Faction was in fghe oppreft. 
. 2 
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Al. 
Then it had given your wonder caufe to laft, 
sae To fee the vex'd miftakes this fummons wrought 
In all my Maim’d Domefticks, by their haftes 
For fome tie on the Limbs which others fought 


aed 2, 
Juft fuch miftakes audatious Ethuicks fay 
Will happen, where the Righteous bufie are, 
Through glad and earneft haft in the laft day ; 
Whilft others flowly to their doom prepare. 


43. 
And this had Anger, anger noife had bred, 
And ‘Noife, the Enemy of ufeful Thought, 
Had them to more miftakes then blindnefs led, 
But that our awfull Camps had fileace taught. 


44. 
Silence did mem’ry, Mem’ry order makes 
Order to each did his mift wood reftere; 
For fome, who once were ftedfaft Foot, miftake, 
And {natch thofe limbs which only Horfemen wore, 


45° 
Like fwift Purfuers on Arabian Horfe, 
Thefe with their needfull Inftruments of hold 
(Which give their ftrange adapted weapons force ) 
I mounted ftrait; Five Hundred fully told. | 
6 


46. 
Thefe from the Lombards highly have defervd, 

In Conquefts where thy Father did command 3, 
Whom they for Science and affection ferv'd 5 

And loft their Limbs to gain our Scepter Land, 


is 
Which yet are noble iio unfightly fignes, 
That each in active courage much abounds 5 
And many a widow’d Mother now repines, 
They cannot fhew the Men who gave thofe wounds. 


For dearly did the Huns bl honor pay. 
__ When they deform’d them in a fatall fight 5 
Since though they ftrongly ftruggled for the day, 
Yet all they got, was everlafting Night, 


And Ofwald’s Friends, were fae not timely gone 
(Though all the Faction in one Army were ) 

Should mourn this act againft their Gen’ral’s fon; 
Who was to Soldiers more then Triumph dear. 


O. q 
For thefe to Conqueft Ha Retreats diflikes  - - 
__Thy beauty want, to others Beauty’s coft ; . 
VVith envious rage ftill at the Face they ftrike + 
And punifh Youth, for what in youth they loft, 


51. 
Morey the Duke’s amazement be remov’d 
t now returns, gladly on him to gaze 
VVho feeds thofe Fighters whom his Pather Lse'ds 
A gratitude would Vertue’s felf amaze. 


Thou 


‘ : 52. 
Thou art, faid he (then melted whilft he {pake) 
So ripe in what high Heav’n does dearly love, 
That Heav’ns remorfe for Earth we fhould miftake, 
To think it will forbear thee long above. 


33° 
As if thy fent for Soul already were 
Upon her Wings, fo much I give thee gon; 
And with thee left in fome fucceffor here, 
That might receive the kindnefs thou haft fhown. 


4 
Old Ulfiz now (but mcltvacie as he) 
T’inrich him, gives the Jewell of his fight; 
For ftrait, with Fatherly authority, 
He bids his fon, young V/fxor, alight ! 


55° 
Take him (faid he) whofe duty I releafe; 
In whom all Heav’ns rewards included are, 
For all my Juftice in corrupted peace, 
And for my mercy in revengefull warr. 
Z 


50+ | 
The fruit Heav’n fent me by my loyall wife, 
In age, the gloomy Eve of endlefs night 5 
Which eas’d in me the pain of latter life, 
And fruftates death, by frefh fucceflion’s fighe. 


: 57s 
The Duke with paffion did this Youth embrace 5, 
Then lucky Goltho he call’d forth in view; — 
Who was this day in Fortune’s fpecial grace, 
For though no blood he loft, yet much he drew, 
58. 
Him he with Ulfizor does ftrait unite 5 
Bids neither ftrive the other ta precede, 
Unlefs when danger doth them both invite, 
But be, even in nice Rivalfhip agreed. 


59. 
Bids both their Breafts be aaken open book, 
Where nought is writ. top hard for fudden Eyes; 
But thought’s plain Text grows eafie by a look: 
Study breeds doubts, where reading fhould fuffice. 
60 


But thefe to joyn, Nature no Councel needs 3 
Whom Sympathy, her fecret Prieft, does wed 5 

Much fam’d will be their loves, and Martial Deeds 
Which fill all Books that are of Lombards read. 


613 
With gracious Eyes, and Body lowly bent, 
The Duke his Fathers rev’rend Troops falutes 5 
To Bergamo he holds his firft intent 5 
Which to oppofe, old Udfn thus difputes. 
62 


Thou feeft (my Prince ) the faint decayes of Light 5 
How haftily the Sun’s hot Steeds begin 

To mend their pace, as if their longing fight 
Had newly fpy’d their ufuall Weftern Inn: 


Too 


75 


76 


es 

Too farr is pleafant Bergamo from hence, 
Since day has reach’d fo neer his journeys end 3 

Dayes ftrength and yours are at their laft expences 
Do not whilft both are watting, both miffpend. 


4. ; 
- You and your wounded muft with Nature ftrive, 


Fall all ( whofe few houres {way to day excells 


Their elder Foes long reign in Camps) arrive 
Where Aftragon the wife and wealthy dwells. 
6 


Rich is that Lord, and rich in Learnings wealth 5 
Art flies his teft, he all Art's teft endures 
Our Cities fend their fick to him for health, 
Our Camps the wounded for their certain cures. 


66. 
Though cautious Nature, check’d by Deltiny, 
Has many fecrets fhe would ner imparts 
This fam’d Philofopher 1s Nature’s Spie, 
And hirele(s gives th’ intelligence to Art. 
6 


ih 
The Duke with vertue (antiquated now). 
Did revrence Councel, and to Age did bend 5 
His firft Courfe altars, and does this allow 5 
Then Ulfin as their Guide they all attend, _ 
68 


“Soon they the Pallace reach'd of Aftragons 


Which had its beauty hid by envious Nights 
Whofe Cyprefs Curtain drawn before the Sun, 
Seenrd to performe the Obfequies of light, 
6 


9. 
Yet lights laft Rayes were not intirely {pent 
For they difcern’d their paflage through a Gate, 
Whofe height and fpace (hew’d ancient ornament 5 
And Ancients there in careful Office fate, 


70. 
Who by their Weights and Meafures did record 
Such num’rous Burthens as were thither brought 
From diftant Regions, to their earned Lords 
On which his Chymicks and Diftillers wrought, 


| Rhee 
But now their common bufinefs they refrain, 
When they obferve a quiet fullennefs 
And bloody marks in fuch a civil Train 5 
Which fhew’d at once their worth and their diftrefs. 


72. 
The voice of Vifiz they with gladnefs knew, 
VVhom to this houfe long neighbourhood indeer’ds 
Approaching Torches perfeCted their view, 
And taught the way till Aftragon appear d. 


72a 
VVho foon did Ulfin cheerfully imbrace 5 
The vifits caufe by whifpers he receiv’d 
WVhich firft he hop’d was meant him as a grace, 
put being known with manly filence griev 4. 
And 
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74- 
And then with geftures full of grave refpect, 
The Duke he to his own Apartment led 5 


To each diftinc 


retirements did direct, 


And all the wounded he ordain’d to Bed. 


75» 
Then thin digeftive food he did provide, 
More to enable fleeting ftrength to {tay ; 


‘To wounds well 


fearch’d he cleanfing wines apply'd, 


And fo prepar’d his rip ning Balfoms way- 
76 


Balm of the Warriour’s herbe, Hypericon! 
To Warriour’s as 1n ufe, in form decreed 5 


For through the 


leaves tranfparent wounds are fhown5 


And rudely touch’d, the Golden Flower does bleed. 


\ 77. 
For fleep they juice of pale Nymphaea took, 
Which grows (to fhew that it for fleep is good) 
Near fleep’s. abode in the foft murm’ring, Brook : 


This cools, 


the yellow Flower reltraines the Blood : 


708 
And now the weary World’s great Med’cin, Sleep, 
This learned Hoft difpenc’d to ev ty Gueit; 
Which fhuts thofe wounds where injur’d Lovers weeps 
And flies Oppreffors to relieve th’ Oppreft. 


79. 
It loves the Cotage, and from Court abftains, 


Ic tills the 


Sea-man though the ftorm be high ; 


Frees the griev’d Captive in his clofeft Chaines, 


Stops wants 


loud Mouth, and blinds the treach’rous Spie ! 


80. 
Kind Sleep, Nights welcome Officer, does ceafe 
All whom this Houfe containes till day returns 


And me, Grief’s 
Who have 


Chronicler, does gently cafe, 
behind fo great a task to mourn. 


The End of the Firft Book; | 


, GO N- 
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THE SECOND BOOK, 


-Cantorthe shirk: 


The ARGUMENT. 


Verona by the Poet's Pencil drawn 

Where Hurgonil did meet the early dawn: 

Her wealth fhown by cach Dwellers earlyr care 5 
Which fown by others peace, fhe reap’d by warr. 
The flain, whofe life her fafety was and. pride, 
Are now in death their Fun'ral Rites deny'd. 


I. 


| Eer to his Evening Region was the Sun, 

a” When Hargoxil with his lamented Load, 

Ny, | And faithful Tybalt their fad march begun 
. To Fair Verona, where the Court aboad. 


2, 
They flowly rode till Night’s-dominion ceafts ~ 
When Infant Morn(her {carce wak’d beames difplay’d) 
With a {cant face peep’d fhylie through the Eaft, 
And feem’d as yet of the black world afraid. 


oe 

But by increafe of fwift expanfive light, 
The loft Horizon was apparent grown, 

And many Tow’rs falute at once their fight; 
The diftant glories of a Royal Town. 


4. 
Verona, {prung from noble Vera’s name 5 
Whom carelefs Time({ftill fcatt’ring old Records 
Where they are loofly gather’d up by Fame) 
Proclaimes the chief of ancient Tucan Lords, 


5. 
Verona borders on that fatal Plaine, 
VVhofe barren thirft was quench’d with valiant blood, 
When the rough Cymbrians by fierce Mariws flain, 
Left Hills of Bodies where their Enfignes ftood, 
6 


So fafely proud this Town did now appear 5 
As if it but immortal Dwellers Jack’d ; 
As if Theodorick had ne’r been there, 
Nor 4itila her wealth and beauty fack’d; 


Here 
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7. 
Here Hurgonill might follow-with his Eye | 
( As with deep ftreame it through the City pafs’t ) 
The fruitfull and the frighted ddice, ) 
Which thence fram Noife and Nets to fea does hatte. 


8. i 
And on her peopled Bank. they might. behold 
The Toyles of conqueft paid with workes of pride; 
The Pallace of King 4gilulf the old, 
Or Monument, for ere *twas built he dy’d. 


rom 
To it that Temple joynes, whofe lofty Head 
The profpect of a {welling Hill commands 5 
In whofe coole wombe the City {prings are bred : 
On Dorique Pillers this tali Temple ftands. 


10. 

This to footh Heav'n the bloody Clephes built 5 
As if Heav ns King fo foft and eafie were, 

So meanly hous'd in Heav’n, and kind to. guilt, 
That he would be a Tyrants Tenant here. 


II, 
And now they might arreft their wandring fight 
With that which makes all other Objects lofts 
Makes Lombard greatnefs flat to Roman height, 
And Modern Builders bluth, that elfe would boatt 5 
12. 
An Amphytheater which was controll’d 
Unheeded conquefts of advancing Age; dir alos: 
Windes which have made the trembling World look old, 
. And the fierce Tempefts ‘of the Gothick rage. 
13, | 
This great Flaminius did in youth erect! ; 
Where Cities fat to fee whole Armies play 
-Death’s ferious part: but this we may negled 
To mark the busnefs which begins with day, 


14. 

As Day new op‘ning fills the Hemi/phear, 
And all at once; fo quickly evry ftreet 

Does by an inftant op’ning full appear; « | 
When from their Dwellings bufy Dwellers. meet. 


13. 
From wider Gates Oppreffors fally there 5 » 
Here creeps th’ afflia@ed through a narrow Dore s 
Groans under wrongs he has not ftrength to bear, 9.) 
Yet feeks for wealth to preter nay can 
tO, 
And here the early Lawyer mends his pace:5 
For whom the earlier Cliant waited longs 
Here greedy Creditors their Debtors chace, 
Who {cape by herding in th’ indebted Throng. 
I 


7. 
Th’ advent’rous Merchant whom a Storm did wake, 
(His Ships on Adriatick, Billowes toft) 
Does hope of Eaftern windes from Steeples take, 
And haftens there a ee: to the Coaft, n 
ere 
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18. 
Here through a fecret Pofterne iffues out. 
The skard Adult’rer, who out-flept his time ; 
Day, and the Husbands Spie alike does doubt, — 
And-with a half hid face would hide his crime. 


: 19. . 

There from fick mirth neglected Feafters' reel, 

Who cares of want in Wine's falfe: Lethe fteep. 
There anxious empty Gamfters homeward fteal, 

And fear to wake, ere they begin to fleep. 

20. 
ere {tooping Lab’rers flowl moving are 5 Iq } 

: Beatts ie the Rich, atl {trength grows rudewith eafe 3 
And would ufurp; did not their Rulers care, 

With toile and tax their furious ftrength appeafe,. 


. 21. 

There th’ Aged walk, whofe needlefs carefulnefs 
Infeéts them paft ‘the Mindes beft Med’cin, fleep 5 

There fome to Temples early vows addrefs, 213 
And for th’ ore bufie.world moft wilely weep.’ 


oe 7 

To this vaft Inn, where Tydes of ftrangers flow, - 
The Morn and Hurgonil together came 3 off 

The Morn, whofe Dewy wings appear’d but flow, 
When Men the motion mark’d of fwifter Fame.” 

23. 

For Fame( whofe journeys are through wayes unknown, 
Tracelefs and {wift, and changing as the Winde) 

The Morne and Hargonil had much out-gone, > . 
Whilf Truth mov'd patiently within behinde, tsstd 


24. 
For fome the Combat (to a Battel grown) 
Did apprehend ‘in fuch prodigious fhape, 
As if their living to the Dead were gone, : 
And only Fame did by her Wings efcape. 


25. 
Some faid this hunting falfely Ae defign’d, 
That by pretence both Fadtions might prepare 
Their Armies to conteft for Rhodalind 5 
The Crown's chief Jewel, and Reward of Warre, 
2 


And fome report (fo farr they range’ from Truth 
Who for intelligence muft follow Fame) 

That then from Bergamo th’incamped: ¥ outh, 
With Gondibert, to this dire hunting came. } 


27. 
And fome, that Ofwald had inlarg’a his Traine | 
With the old Troopes by his bold Father led 
And that of thefe the nobler half were’ flain 5 
The reft were to their Camp at Brefcia fled. 
28. 3 
And as dire Thunder rowling o’re Heaven's vault; 
By murmur threatens, ere it kills alloud; 
So was this fatall newes in whifper ‘brought, «9. 
Which menac’d, ere it {truck the: liftning Croud., 


: 
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But Rumor foon to high extreames does move 5 
For firft it Ofwald nam‘d with dreadful ‘voice, 


Then {aid that Death had widow d Truth and Love, 
By making Gondibert the fecond choice, 


30, 
And to all hearts fo dear was Gondibert, 
So much did Pity, Ofwald’s Valor prife, 
That ftrait their early bus’nefs they defert, 
And fix on wounded Hurgonil their Eyes. | 


ye 
Him when by perfed day they fadly knew, 
Through hidden wounds, whofe blood his beauty ftain’d, 
Even from the Temples, Angels foon withdrew ; 
So fawcely th’ afflitted there complain’d. 
B20 
The People ftrait united clamor gave, 
Shriek’d loud like Sea-men {plit on a ftrange Coaft; 
As if thofe Pow'rs were deaf who fhould them fave, 
And Pray’rs no louder then the windes were loft. 


33° 
Now, with impatience urg’d, he does declare 
Whom he fo mournfully in Fun’ral brought; 
The publick loffes of a private Warr, 
Who living, love, and dying, valor taught, 


34. 
For he does Hugo and Arnoldo name5 
To thefe (faid he) Verona Cradles gave, 
And fince in forraign Fields they rais‘d her Fame, 
They challenge here, though much too foon, a Graves 


| 35. : 
Bring {prinklings, Lamps, and th’ Altar’s precious breath 5 
All Rites which Priefts have prudently devis'ds 
Who gratefully a rev’rence teach to death 5 
Becaufé they moft by dying men are pris‘d, 


26. 

’ But though our lofs we juftly may complains 
Though even by Priefts Authority we grieves 

Yet Heav’n’s firft bounty, Life, let none difdain, 
Since Gondibert, our chief Delight, does live, 


37> 
This heard, as Sea-men near a Shore unknown, — 
Who their North Guide lofe in a Stormy night, 
His abfence with diftratted filence moan, 
And loudly wellcome a return to fight: 


Jp * ; 
So when their great Conductor feem‘d to be 
Retir’d to endlefs {hades amongft the flain, 
With filent grief they feem’d as dead as he, 
But with new life wellcom’d his life again. ‘ 


39. : 
And now that cold remainder Valor left Pal 
Of thefe whom Love had loft, and Fate forfook 3 
The Two that were of all but Fame’ bereft, 
From Hurgonil the weeping People took. 
, Ls Whilft 
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40. 
Whilft of them both fad Hurgonil takes leave, 
Till th’ univerfal meeting Faith provides 
The Day when all. fhall publickly receive 
Thofe Bodies, Death does not deftroy, but Hides, 


4l. 
Then to his Palace he retires by ftealth 5 
His wounds from his lov’d Miftris to conceal 5 
On whofe dear joys fo much depends his health, — 
The wounds her Tears fhould touch would never heal. 


42, 
To the chief Temple ftrait the People bear 

The valiant Rivals, who for love were flain 5 
Whom all the peacefull Priefts behold with fear, 

And griev'd fuch Guefts they durft not entertain. 


43. 
For foon the Prior of their Brotherhood 
(Who long ferv’d Heav’n with praife, the world with prayer) 
Cry d out, this holy Houfe is fhut to blood, 
To all that die in combat or difpair. 


44- 
Thefe by their bloody marks in Combat di'd 5 
Through anger, the difeafe of Beafts untam‘d ; 
Whofe wrath is hunger, but in Men ’tis pride, 
Yet theirs is cruelty, ours courage nam‘d. 


45° 
Here the neglected Lord of peace does lives 
Who taught the wrangling world the rules of love 5 
Should we his dwelling to the wrathfull give, 
Our Sainted Dead would rife, and he remove. 


46. 
Well by his precepts may we punifh ftrife 
Whofe pity knew that Famine, Plague; and Time, 
Are Enemies enough to humane lifes 
None need o’er-charge Death’s Quiver with a crime: 


47. 
To unfrequented Fields bear then your flain; 
Where neither Dirge nor Requiem {hall be giv’n 5 
To thofe who by ufurp’d Revenge difdain 
To take from Men, neglects they put on Heavn. 
8 


48. 
But now the People’s paffions run too farr 5 
Their untaught love, artlefs extremes does wed 5 
OF times they like the paft, and fince they are 
Oppreft {till by the living, love the Dead: 


49. 
And now refolve thefe Rivals fhall not lofe 
The Rites of Sprinkling, Incenfe, Lights, and Song: 
Then, as the voice of all their Minds, they chufe 
An Oratpr, of rude, but ready Tongue: 


50. 
Who at the Temple Gate thus pleads aloud ! 

VVe know, though Priefts are Penfioners of Heav'n, 
Your Flock which yields beft rent, is this dull Croud; 

The learn’d examine why their Fleece is giv'n. 
Though 
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. sT. 
Though by the Rich firft thorn, to you they bear 
A fecond tribute, and by zeal fupport 
Temples, which Kings for glory raife, and where 
The Rich for fame, the Learn’d as Spies refort. 
2 


52. 
Temples are yours, not God’s lov’d Palaces ; 
Where Off rings make not his, but your own Featts 5 
Where you moft wifely live, becaufe at eafe, 
And entertain your Founders as your Guefts : 


. 3, 
With eafe you take, what we provide with cares, 

And we (who your Legation muft maintain) 
Find all your Tribe in the Commiffion are 5 

And none but Heav’n could fend fo large a Train. 


54- 
But being all Ambaffadors from thence, 
The growing charge will foon exceed our rent, 
Unlefs you pleafe to treat at his expence 
VVho fent you; not at ours, where you are fent: 


55° 
The ancient Laws liv’d in the Peoples voice; 
Rites you from Cuftom, not from Canon draw 3 
They are but fafhions of a graver choice, . 
VVhich yield to Laws, and now our voice is Law: 
56, 
This Tybalt heard with forrow and difdain, 
(VVho here with Hurgonil a Mourmer came) 
And ftrait the peaceful Fathers ftrives to gain, 
And thus the Peoples Orator reclaim. 


57. 
Moft ufefull Fathers! fome trace fecret things 
Even to his Clofet, who is hid in Heav'n 5 
Vainly as Nilus to his hidden {prings, . 
And not enjoy, but renliite what is given. 
' 5 4 
You with fuch temper their intemp’rance bear, 
To fhew your folid {cience..does rely 
So on it felf, as you no trial feare 5 
For Arts are weak that are of Scepticks fhy: 


| S05: 
Though in your Office humane fafety lies, 
Which op’ns that Hell the vicious vulgar feare, 
Yet never can the People Priefthood prife ; 
As if from Heav'n your daily errands were. 
6 


O. 

Not that your meflage, Truth, they difefteem, 
Or think it comes from any other way, 

But that they Taxes hate, and Truth does feem 
Brought as a Tax, when they the Bringers pay: 


I. 

Thus we to Beafts fall from our noble kinde, 
Making our Paftur’d Bodies all our care 5 

Allowing no fubfiftence to the Minde 5 


For Truth we grudg her as a coftly fare. ‘ 
ut 
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) 62. 
But if they fear (fince daily you renew 
Difpotes) your Oracles’ are doubtfull fill. 


As thofe of olds yet more reward is due — 
To paines, where {o uneafie is the skill, 


63. | 
Or if no skill they think it, but fuppofe | 
Tis Faith (and Faith ner thinks Heav’n’s height too high) 
Yet Faiths fo fev'ral be, that few are thofe © 
Can chute right wings when they to Heav'n would fly, 
6 


4. 
Or if they think, Faith humatie help tranfcends, 
And to your fcience is fo ftridt a bound 
As Death to Valor is, where’ daring ends; 
And none are fartheft in that Progrefs found 5 
6 


Ss 
Yet in our walk to our laft home defign’d, 
"Tis fafe by all the ftudy’d Guides to goe 5 
Leaft we in death, too late, the’ knowledge find 
OF what in life ‘twas poffible to know, 
66. 
Your fplendid Pomp, by which your Pow’r indures 
Though coftly, cofts much lefs then Camps ot Laws3 
And more then both, Religion us fecures 5 
Since Hell (your Prifon) more then dying awes, 


67. 
Forthough the plain Judge, Confcience, makes no fhowe, 
But filently toher dark Seffion comes, 
Not as red Law does to arraignment goe, 
Or Warr to Execution with loud Drums 5 
68 


Though the on Hills fets not her G7bbets high, _ 
Where frightful Law fets hers 5 nor bloedy feems 
Like Warr in Colours fpread, yet fecretly 
She does her work, and many Men condemns. 


Chokes in the feed, what ig till ripe ne’r fees 5 
What Law would punifh, Confctence can prevent 
And fo the world from many Mifchiefs frees ; 
Known by her Cures, as Law by punifhment. 


70. 
The weaker fighted ever look too nigh; 
But their difputes have made your Charter good 3 
As doubted Tenures, which long pleadings trie, 
Authentick grow by being much withftood. 


I. 
Thefe Chiefs, for whom we hal} Rites defire, 
By well fought Fields begot this Citties peace ; 
Oft with their blood have quench’d inteftine fire 5 
And oft our Famines chang’d into execefs. 


: aa. | 
Their Rites let not the people be deny’d, 
Though by untutor’d kindnefs rudely foughts 
Nor think they have in private Combate: dyde, 
Where Gondibert and mighty Ofwald fought :’ 
Both 
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/3° 
Both Princes of the Lombards royal blood 5 
For whom full Thrice, Three Hunder'd number’d are, 
Whole anger {trove to aie their anger good: 
“Number gives ftrife’ th’ authentick name of War. 


74. 
This faid, Warrs caufe thefe Priefts no more debate 5 
They knew, Warr’s Juftice none could ere decide 5 
At that more {pecious name they open ftrait, 
And facred Rites of fun’ral they provide, 


‘ 75> Sx) 
How vain is Cuftom, and how guilty Pow’r? 
Slaughter is Jawful made by the excels; 
Earth’s partial Laws, juft Heav’n muft, needs abhor, 
Which greater orimes allow, and damn the lefs. 


85, | 


Canto the Second. 


The ARGUMENT. | 


Fame's progrefs through Verona, when he brings © 
I news imlarg’d, as ber extended wings, - . 
The Contbat's caufe [rakes Aribere's great’ minds 0 
And the effet more conquers Rhodalind, 

Meek, Orna’s fears, proud Gartha’s bold difdaiv 5 
And Laura kindly dying for the slain. 


I 


®© Streets(the People’s Region) early Fame 

Firft brought this grief, which all more tragick make 5 
And next, to the triumphant Court fhe came, 

Where profp’rous Pow’r fleeps long,though Sutors wake} 


2. 
But-yetthe-early King.¢ from-Childhood bred 

To dangers, toyls, and courfer wants of ware) 
Rofe up to rule, and left foft Love in bed, 

Could conquer Lands and Love, but {toopt to care, 


2 
Care, that in Cloyfters only feales her Eyes, 
Which Youth thinks folly, Age as wifdom owns 3 
Fooles by not knowing her, out-live the wifes 
She vifits Cities, but fhe dwells in Thrones. 


A 4. 
Care, which King Aribert with Conqueft gain’d, 
And is more fure to him then Realms intail’d 5 
Wak’d him to know why Rumor thus complain’d, 
Or who in battel bled, or who prevail d? 


ot 
Young Hurgonil (who does his wounds conceal, 
Yet knew it did his dutious care import 
That fome juft witnefs thould his caufe reveal ) 
Sent Tybalt to appeafe, and taft the Court. 
6 


To that proud Palace which once low did lie 
In Parian Quarries, now on Columnes ftands 5 
Tonique Props that bear their Arches high, 
With ample treafure rais’d by Tu/caw Hands. 


7 
So vaft of height, to which fuch fpace did fit 
As if it were o're-fyzd for Modern Men5 
The ancient Giants might inhabit it 5 
And there walk free as windes that pafs unfeen. 


The 
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The Monarch's wealth this fhew’d in all the parts 5 
But his {trong numerous Guards denote him wife 

Who on the weather of his Peoples hearts, : 
For a fhort Gourfe, not voyages, relies. 


9. ; 
Through many Guards (all watchful, *calm, and bold) 
Tybalt. did pafs the firft magnifick Square 5 
And through afcents does enter to behold , 
Where the States Head and Eies allembled are. 
TO. 
There fat the Kirg, on whofe confid’rate Brow 
Sixty experienc’d Sommers he difcern‘d, 
Which made him ripe, and all of Condu& know 
That from fuccefs.is own’d, from loffes learn’d. 
II, 
Neer him the Empire’s f{tri@ Surveyors fate 5 
Whofe univerfal fight no objeé lofe; 
Who fee not crimes too foon, nor worth too late 5 
Finde dangers feed, and choake it ere it grows. 
ae 
He wealth not birth preferr’d to Counce!s places 
For Councel is for ufe, not ornaments 
Soules are alike, of rich and ancient race 5 
- Though Bodies claim diftinctions by defcent. 
. LORIE 
‘Here boyling Youth, nor frozen Age can. fit: . 
It would in Subjects {corne of ruling Breed, 
If that great work fhould fuch, {mall ayds admit, 
And make them hope that they no Rulers need. 


14. | 
Nature too oft by birthright does preferr 
Lefs perfe& Monarchs to an anxious Throne 5 
Yet more then her, Courts by weak Counc'lers err, 
In adding Cyphers where fhe made but one. 


Paes Cy 
To this wife King, fage Dik did relate 
The Combats caufe, with truth’s fevere extent 
Reveales that fire which kindl’d Ofwald’s hate; 
For which fuch precious valor was miflpent. - ; 
SSP tiene 16. 
Gives Gondibert a juft record, of praife 5 
Firft how-unwilling, then how bold in fight 5 
And crownes the Conquer’d with the Vidtor’s Baies, 
When Manhood bids him do their valor right : 


17. 
At laft he counts the wounded and the flames...’ 
And how Prince Hubert. and the Duke retir’d 5 
From nothing brave or great he did reframe, 
But his own deeds, which doing were admir‘d. 
18. ; 
This Arribert with outward patience heares, 


Though: wounded by the caufe for which they fought; 


With mod’rate joy the death of Ofwald beares 5 
Yet juftly to extremes. it inward wrought. 
M 


Tybalt 
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7 19. 
Tybalt he now with peaceful lookes difaharg’d 5 
And then his thoughts (imprifon’d in his breaft) 
He {trait by liberty of Tongue inlare’d 5 
Which thus unto his Councel he addreft, , 


, $ ; 
™ 
at 

"age 
3 

a“ 
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20. 
With what a difference Nature's pallat tafts 
The fweeteft draught which Art providesher, Pow’r: : ; 
Since Pow’r, Pride’s Wine, but high in relifh Jafts 
Whilft fuming new, for time does turn it fowre ? 
21. 
Yet Pow’r Earth’s tempting Fruit, Heav’n firft did plant, 
From Man’s firft Serpent fafe, Ambition’s reach 5 
Elfe Eden could not ferve Ambition’s want 5 
Whom no command can rule, nor councel teach. 


29. 

Pow’r is that lufcious wine, which does the bold , 
The wife, and noble moft intoxicate 5 

Adds time to Youth, and takes it from the old 5 
Yet I by furfeit this Elixer hate. 


23. 
1 curfe thofe Wars that make my glory laft; 
For which the Tufcan Widows curfe me more 5 i 
The barren Fields where I in Arms did fatt , 
That I might furfeit on luxurious pow’. 
24. 
Thou Hermegild, who art for valor Crown'd , 
For honor trufted, and for wifdom heatds 
And you whom Counce! has no lefs renown d , 
Obferve how verttue againft peace has err’d. 


Be. 
Still Ihave fought, as if in Beauty’s fight , 
Out-fuffer'd patience, bred in Captives Breatts 5 
Taught fafts, till Bodys like our Souls grew light 5 
Outwatch’d the jealous, and outlabour'd Beatts. 
26. 
Thefe were my merits, my reward is Pow'rs 
An outward Trifle, bought with inward peace; 
Got in an Age, and rifled in an how'r; 
When Feav’rifh love, the People’s Fit, fhall ceafe, 
2 


vhs 
For did not pow’r on their fraile love depend, 
Prince Ofwald had not treated with that love; 
Whofe glory did in hafty darknefs end; 
A fparke which vanifh’d, as it upward ftrove. 


23. 
By fcorne of dangers and of eafe, he fought 
The Lombards hearts, my Rhodalind, and Crowne 3 
And much his youth had by his ptattice wrought; 
Had Gondibert not \evell’d his renowne: 


#59. 
Had Gondibert not ftaid the’ Peoptes Eies 

(Whole vertue ftept *twixt Ofwald and their fight) 
Who knows but Rhodalind had bin his Prife, 

Or war muft have fecur’d Paternal right 


Sad 
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| 30. 
Sad and uneafie isa long kept Throne; _ 
Not that the People think long pow’r unjutts 
‘But that for change, they with beft Monarchs gone 5 
Fond change, the Peoples foon repented lutt! 


| 31, 

‘Jdid advance (though with fome jealous paine) 
A forward vertue to my fubjects love; 

Leaft one lefs temp’rate fhould their favour gaine ; 
Whom their unftudy’d choice would more approve. 


22. 
To thee fage Hermegild my felf I leave, 

My fame and pow’r: Thee action cannot wafte 5 
Caution retard, nor promptitude deceave; 

Slownefs belate, nor Hope drive on too fafte, 


. 33. 
Think Hubert Heir to Ofwald’s bold pretence; 
To whom the Camp at Brefcia is inclin’d 5 
The Duke at Bergamo will feek defence; 
And thefe are feeds of war for Rhodalind, 


34. 
This faid, his Councel he difmifs’'d 5 who fpy’d 
A growing rage, which he would fain conceal; 
They durft but nicely fearch, what he would hide; 
Leaft they inflame the wound that elfe might heal. 


35° 
‘They hafte to fev’ral Cares; fome to allay 
Court’s hectick Feaver, Faction (which does raign 
Where Luxury, the Syre of Want, does {way) 
Some to appeafe th’ Alliance of the flain. 


36. 
But Order now bids us again perfue 
Th’ unweary’d Motion of unhappy Fame; _ 
From Fields to Streets, from Streets to Court fhe flew 3 
Where firft fhe to the Kings Apartment came. 


37. 
Thence through the Palace fhe her wings did airs 
And as her Wings, her Tongue too never ceas’d 5 
Like reftlefs Swallows in an Evening fair : 
At laft does on a peaceful dwelling reft. 
| 8 


3°, 
Where Sleep does yet that gentle Sex pofleffe, 
Who ne’r fhould more of Care’s rude wakings know, 
But what may help fad Lovers to fucceffe 5 
Or imp loves wings when’they are found too flow: 


39: , 
There Lovers feck the Royal Rhodalind 5 
Whofe fecret breft was fick for Gondibert 5 
And Ora, who had more in publick pin’d 
For Hurgonil, the Monarch of her heart, 


40. 
And there the killing Laura did refide 5 


She of whofe Eies the Lombard Youth Complain 5 
Yet often fhe for noble rnold di’ds 


And knew not now, her Murderer was flain, 
ree M4 Nor 
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ALS , 
Nor Hugo, who was all with love indu‘d § 
Whom ftill with teates the Lovbard Ladies name 3 
Efteeming Modern Lovers falfe , and rude, 
“And Poets falfer when they fing their fame. 


42. wate 
Thefe Beauties (who could foften Tyrant Kings ) 
Sleep now conceal'd within their Curtains fhade; 
Till rudely. Fame, by fhaking lowd her wings, | 
Difturb’d their Eies, and their wak’d hearts: difmay’d. 


43. 
They heard in parcels by imperfect found, 4 
A Tale too difmal to be underftood 3 4 
That all their Lovers lay in hallow’d grounds ~ ‘ a 
Temples their Bodies hid, the Fields their blood. 


44. , 
That this dire Morn to fad Verona brought 
The Duke and ofwald, of lov'd life deptiv’ds  * 
And that of all who their fierce batail fought, 
Onely the mangled Hargonil farvived, 


45+ | 
This Tale, Fame’s courfe, officious Friends convay'd, sii q 
(Which are attendant Slaves, and Palace Grooms) 
Who by the Lover of fome bufie Mayd, 
From outward Courts fent. it to inward Rooms. | 


46. 
Such horror brought, where love had onely us’d, 
Did yet breed more amazement then belief s 
Whilft ora now, and Laura fly confus'd , 
To Rhodalind, Truth’s Altar, for relief. 


47. 
There with diforder’d voices they compare, 
And then derive what each has Joofly learn’d 5 
Each hope applies, where others moft defpaire5 
As doubting all but where her felf’s concern. 
48, 
This weeping conf’rence had not lafted long; 
When Tybalt, free from Aribert’s commands, 
Scapes the aflembling Court’s inquiring Throng, 
And enters here; where firft he doubtful ftands, 


af 49. 
For Pitty, when he ruin’d ae {pide, 
Bids his difcretion artfully complain 5 
And fhew far off, what Truth not long can hide: 
Death at a diftance feen, may eafe fears pain. 


oO. 
Their bus‘nefs now he can eh more forbear 5 
For who on their urg’d patience can prevail, 
Whofe expectation is provok’d with fear? 
He therefore thus their patience did affail. 
. I. 
Kinde Heav’n that gave a vertue, give you peace5 
Delightful as your Beauties, be your Mindes , 
Still may your Lovers your renown increafe, : 
Though he who honor feeks, firft danger findes! 
Still 
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Still may your beauty bear that ancient rate, 
When beauty was chafte Honors Merchand ife; 
When Valor was chief Factor in Love’s State; 
Danger, Love's ftamp, and Beautie’s currant price, 


33: 
Renown’d be Ofwald, who in high belief 
OF Rhodalind, her love with danger fought 5 
In Lovers Records be Gondibert the chief,. 
Who for her right, not for his own has fought. 


| 54. 

Though thefe for mighty mindés deferve Fame’s voice 3 
Yet Orva needs mutt boaft of Hurgonil 5 

Whofe dangers well have juftifi'd her choice, 
And might alone Fame’s publick Trumpet fill. 


55: 
Enlarg’d be Honor’s Throne , that Arwold there 
And Hugo may for ever fit and reft , 
Free from their Valor’s toyle, and Lawra’s feare 3 
Which more then wounds diforder’d eithers Breatt. 


“a ae 
This faid, he paws’d; findes each diftrufts his art; 
For Hope and: Doubt came and return’d apace, 
In chang’d Complexion from th’: uncertain heart, 
~ Like frighted. Scowtes for Tidings to the Face, 


5 57 
. His Eye feem’d moft imploy’d on Rhodalind ; 
Whofe love above her bathful caution {ways 3 
For naming Gondibert, he foon did finde , 
Her fecret Soul fhew’d pleafure at his praife. 


59. 
Yet when fhe found her comforts did notlaft, 
And that as Oracles, the future taught, 
He hid Truth’s Face, and darkened what was pafts 
Thus Truth through all her mourning Vailes fhe fought, 


9 
Why.-in thefe Ladies do you lengthen paine , 

_ By giving them Grief’s common med’cin, doubt? 
Eafe thofe with death whofe Lovers now ate flaines 
 Life’s fire a Feaver is, when Love’s is out. 

. 60. 

Yet think not that my cares peculiar are ; 
. __ Perhaps I from religious pitty learn’d, 
In Vertu’s publick lofs to take fome fhares 

For there,. all but the vicious are concern’d, 

i 61, : N 
Your prudence, Royal Maid (he ftrait replies) 
_ More then your birth, may claim the Lombards Crown 

Whoe're in conqueft of your favor dies 3 

For fhort lifes lofs fhall find a long renowne. 


62. 
Then happy Ofwald who is fure to gaine , 
: Even by Ambitionthat undoes the wife 5 
Great was th’ attempt for which he’s nobly flaine ; ; 
And gets him praife, though he has mift the prife, : 
ut 
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63 


But happier Gordibert, who does furvive 


To be our Mercy, that he. thus hath dar‘d 
To own we one for which the world might {trive 5 
And conqu’ring, takes a wounds for his reward, 
4. 
Be Hurgonit long diftant from his Grave, 
Whofe life was fo important in this caufe 5 
Who for each wound he took, a wider gave, 
And lives t° enjoy the pies of applaute. 


5. 
‘To fay » how Hugo and Lord <Arzold {trove - 


For victorie, and mention their event, 
Were to provide fuch fun'ral rites for Love, 
~ As Death would be clofe Mourner, and repent. 


Now Launra’s blood back to her liver fled 5 
True Beautie’s Mint: For by her Heart, Love’s Throne. 
Beautie’s call'd in, like Coyn when Kings are dead 5 
As if not currant now her Lover's gone. 


67. 
And like her beauty, fhe had darkened life, 
But that with {princkled water they’ reftore 
(By fodain cold, with fodain heat at {trife), 
Her fpirits to ‘thofe ae they us'd before. 


She Arnold calls, then loft that name againe s 
Which. Rbodalind, and Orna’s teares bemone, 

Who carefully would her fpent ftrength fuftaine, 
Though Hope has fearey yet brought back their owne< 


9. 
Now they her Temples chas'd, dnd ftrait prepare 

Hot Eaftern Fumes to reach her Brains cool’d fence 
With Wine’s fierce fpirits thefe extracted are, 

Which warme but flowly, though of {wift ex pence. 


70. 
Yet now again fhe breath’d Lord Arnold’s name 5 
VVhich her apt Tongue through cuftom beft expreft 5 
Then to ftay Life, that founwilling came, : 
VVith Cordial Epithems they bath’d her breatt. 


71. 
Th’ attendant Maids, by Tybal#’s ready ayde, 
To ftop her Mourners teares, convey her now 
VVhere fhe may eafe in her own Curtain’s fhade 
Her weary heart, and grief more Tongue allow. 
72. 
No fooner thus was pity’d Laura gon , 
But Ofwald’s fitter, Gartha the renown’d! 
Enters, as if the VVorld were overthrown, 
Or in the teares of the afflicted drown’d. 


73° 
Unconquer’d as her beauty .was her minde 5 
VVhich wanted not a {park of Ofwald’s fire 3 
Ambition lov’d, but ne’r to Love was kindes ; 
Vex'd Thrones did more then quiet fhades defires 


Her 
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74: 
Her Garments now in loofe neglect fhe wore, 
As futed to her wilde difhevel’d haire ; 
Men in her fhape might Natur’s work adore, 
Yet ask, why Art’s nice drefs was abfent there > 


75° 
But foon they found what made this change appear 5 
For meeting Truth, which flowly follows Fame, 
Rage would not give her leafure for a Teare 
To quench (ere thus fhe fpake) her paflion’s flame. 
6 


79. 
Blafted be all your beauties Rhodalind, 
Till you afhame, and terror be to light 5 
Unwing’d be Love, and flow as he is blind, 
Who with your Looks poyfon’d my Brothers fight ! 


ee 
Low and neglected be your Father’s Throne , 
Which like your beauty, Ofwald did ore-rate 5 
Let lucklefs war take Lands from his light Crown, 
Till thofe high cares he want that gave it weight ! 
8 


78. 
Let Pow’rs confumption be his long difeafe, 

Heay'n’s vexing Curb, which makes wild Monarchs tame 
And be he forc’d in froward age to pleafe © _ 

His Favour’s Monfter, who devoures his Fame. 


79 
"May you foon fee! (though “Teoret in your love, 
As if your love were Sin) the publick fcorn! 
May Gondibert, who is your glory, move 
Your pittic, when none elfe but you fhall mourn! 
80. 
To the dark Inne( where weary Valor, frée 
From thanklefs dangers refts) brave Ofwald’s gone! 
But Hubert may, though vanquifh’d, live to fee 
Your Victor with his Victory undone! 
81, 
This faid, the mounts (with a tempeftious Brow) 
The Charriot her Calabrian Courfers drew 5 
Lifted by Slaves, (who ftill about her bow) 
As if with wings of fwift revenge fhe flew. 


os 
To Brefcia's Camp her courfe fhe had defign'd 5 
And bids her Char’ioter drive {wiftly on, 
As if his fteeds were dieted with winde! 
Slow feems their fpeed whofe thoughts before them run. 


The pav'd Streets kindle id her Chariot wheeles ! 
The Omen of war’s fire, the City fpies, 

Which with thofe {parks ftruck by her courfers heels, 
Shine not fo much as rage does in her Eies. 


4s 
Thofe that obferv’d her anger, grief, and hafte , 
VVith a dejected melancholy mourn 5 | 
She feem’d their Cities Genius as the pafs’d, 
Who by their Sins expel]’d, would ne’r return. ss 
e 
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The gentle Ladies, fhe has left in téars, 
Who no example need nor caufe to melts 


For foon even grief’s Alarms, our foremoft fears, _ 
Kill thofe whofe pain by Love’s. quick fence is felt. 
86. 


And Rhodalind her fatal love does blame, 
Becaufe the finds it now by Gartha {py'd 5 
And does lament Love's fire, which bathful fhame 
Cannot reveal, nor her difcretion hide. 


87. 
She would not have it waft, nor publick grow 5 
But laft conceal’d like that in Tw/ia’s Urne 5 
Or that which profp’rous Chymifts nicely thow 5 
Which as it thrives, muft more in private burn. 
Sees 


Yet ftrait (grown valiant with her Victors fate) 
She would -have Hywen hold his Torches highs 
And Love's fire pris’d, as Veftals. theirs did rate 5 
Which none durft quench: though free to. evry Ete. 


9. 
Refolves her love whilft this new valor lafts , 
Shall undisguis'd her Father's fight endure 5: 
And Orna now to her dear Lover hattes 5 
Whole outward wounds ftay for her inward cure. 


90. : 
But here a wonder may arreft our thought, 
Why Iybalé (of his ufual pitty void) 
To fach fought Eares thefe direful forrows brought, 
Since to the King he onely was imploy’d ? 
arty gi. 
But thefe are Ridles of mifterious Love! 
Tybalt in private long for Laura_pin’d 5 
And try'd how 4rzold would her paflion move 
In death, who living ever fill'd her minde ? 


92. 
And by this trial how the 4rzold usd, 
He wifely ment to urge or ftay his heart 5 
But much by Love the Cautious are abus'd5»-. ~ | 
Who his wilde Ridles would reduce to Art. 


oe 
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Canto the Third. 
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The ARGUMENT. 


Dead Ofwald to his Camp by Hubert brought 5 
The C amp from pity, are to fury wrought 5 

Tet finde, when Gartha’s looks does then Surprife, 
Their forward Hands diverted by their Eies : 

Till with her voice new urg'd, they deeds per fae 
Which even Revenge would, had it Eies, efchew, 


I. 


Hen from the fatal Forreft Hubert rod 
To Brefcia he and Borgio bent their way 5 
That their though dead, yet much important Load, 
They might with horror to the Camp convay, 


| or: 
‘Revenge, impatient Hubert proudly fought! 
Revenge, which even when juft the wife deride 5 
For on paft wrongs we {pend our time and thought, 
Which fearce againft the future can provide. 


36 
But Fame before him came where thofe are bred 
Who to her difmal Tales, faint credit give 5 
Who could not think their mighty Ofwald dead , 
Whilft they unconquer’d, and unwounded live. 


4. : 
Nor could Fame hope to make this Camp’ her Seate; 
Her Tales, the talking, idle, fearful, heare; 
But thefe are filentas in ftolne retreate, 
Bufie as life, and like the Dead paft feare, 


5 
Neer M¥ela’s flowry Banke this Army lay 5 
Which Ofwald’s Syre, and Ofwald oft had led 
Againft the Uandales King 3 and twice the day 
They gain’d, whilft he from them and Empire fled. 


6. 
From Youth expos’d, like Cattle in the Field; 
And not taught warmth, as City Infants are 5 
But colds and fafts, to kill or 'to be kilP'd3 
Like th’ Elements their birth began with Warre. 


So Rev’rend now, and irene in age appeare, 
As if maintain’d by more then humane breath ; ‘ 
So grave, as if the Councellors they were, 
Not Executioners of Tyrant Death, “rink, 
it 
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8. 
With filence (order's help, and marke of care) 
They chide that noife which heedlefs youth affect 5 
Still courfe for ufe, for health they cleanly weare,_ 
And fave in well fix’d Armes, all nicenefs chek’d. 


fi 9. kK 

They thought, thofe that unarm’d expos’d fraile life, 
But naked Nature valiantly betrai’ds 

Who was though naked, fafe, till pride made ftrife 5 
But made defence muft ufe, now danger’s made. 

10. | 

And thofe who toyle of Armor cannot byde, 
Lofe Natur's force, which thefe in cuftom finde 3 

And make (fince ftrength’s but Nature hourly try’d). 
The Body weak by foftnels of the Minde. 

ET, 

They feem’d fo calme, and with their age fo grave; 
So jut and civil in their killing trade, 

As if all life were crime but what they fave 5 
Or Murder were by method peti made, 


12, 
Yet now that Manhood which thofe Vittors makes 
(So weak is Man, where moft he may be prowd) 
Pity, the tender’ft of affections, fhakes, 
And they become from order, loofe, and lowd, 


13. 
For when they faw the Brother of their Chief 
Led to their Camp by a defeated Traine, 
They foon to late fcorn’'d Rumor gave belief, a 
And then by Hubert’s wounds thought Ofwald flaines 


14. 
But when difguis’d in death ve Ofwald faw, 
| In a flow Charriot brought, with fun’ral pace s 
Themfelves in an united Crowd they draw 5 
And give to grief one univerfal Face. 


15. 
Wonder (which growes unattive by exceffe) 

A while did their unruly paffion ftay 5 owe 
The object lafting, made their wonder leffe, 

Which fled to give their grief and anger way. 


16. 
Yet firft their grief (which Manhood fhould reftraine) 
They vent in womens fighs , with teares allay’d 5 
As if thofe women taught them to complaine 
Who by their Swords are weeping Widows made. 


17. 
As Icy Rockes which froft eee binde, ; 
Stand filent, till as filently they melt , 
But when they meet in Currents unconfin’d , 
Swell, and grow loud, as if they freedom felt 5 
18. 
So thefe, unmov'd before, melt quietly 4 
: In their firft grief, till grief (when tears meet tears, 
And fighs meet fighs from ev'ry Breaft and E1e) 
Unruly grows, and danger’s vifage bears, 


_ When 


\ 
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19. 
When haftily they heard by whofe dire hand 
Their Gen’ral fell, they think it cold.to paufe 
Till anger may be guided by command 3 
And vain to ask of curelefs Death the caufe. 
20. 
- Som ewould to Bergamo their Enfignes bear , 
Againft thofe Youth which Gondibert had led 5 
Whom they in facrifice would offer there, 
T’ appeafe the living, and revenge the dead. 
at, 
And fome (to fhew their rage more eminent) 
Would to Verona march, and there do deeds 
Should make the thining Court in blacks lament, 
And weep whilft the Victorious Faction bleeds. 
por 
Hubert (who faw Revenge advance fo fafte, 
Whilft. Prudence, flower pac*ds was left behinde) 
Would keep their anger bent, yet flack their hafte 5 
Becaufe the rafh fall oftner then the blinde. 


aa: 
He firft their melting pitty kindly prais’d, 
Which water'd Anger’s forge, and urg’d their fire 5 
That like to Meteors lafts by being rais’d, 
' But when it firft does fink, does ftrait expire. 
24. 
Commends their anger, yet that flame he prays 
May keep the temp’rate Chymicks equal heat 5 
That they in fury might not need allays, 
Nor charge fo rafhly as to want retreat. 
aE: on 
Begs they this difmal night would there remain, 
And make the hopeful Morn their Guide; whilft Grief 
(Which high Revenge, as tamenefsfhould difdain) 
Sleep fhall conceal, and give his wounds relief. 
26. 
He Vafco, Paradine and Dargonet, 
With Ofwald, to the red Pavilion {ent 5 
(Death's equal Pris’ners now for Nature’s debt) 
And then retires with Borgio to his Tent. 
a7 
This is the night the Brefciavs fo bemoan’d 5 
Who left their beds, and on their walls appear’d5 
As if th’ opprefled World in Earthquakes groan’d, 
Or that fome ruin’d Nation’s fighs they ‘heard 5 
8 


28. 
Admir’d what in that Camp fuch griefs could raife, 
Where ferious Death fo oft had been abus'd, 
When ev’n their fportive Fencers Monthly Plays 
Profan’d that fhape, which’ States for terror ‘us’d. 


29. 
Yet this lowd mourning will rh wonder breed , 
When we with life lay ofwald’s errors by, 
And ufe him as the Living ufe the Dead 5” ~ © 
Who firft allow men vertue when they dy. 
N 2 Still 
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30. 
Still lib’ral of his life , of wealth as free 3 
By which he chief in fighting Crowds became 5 
Who mutt their Leaders Valors often fee 5 , 
And follow them for bounty more then fame. 


31, 
This gen’ral mourning was to lowdnefs rais’d, 
By fhewing Gifts he gave, and wounds he took $ 
They chid at laft his life which they had prais’d, 
Becaufe fuch vertue it fo foon forfook. | 


22, 
Now Night, by Grief neglected, haftes away! 
Andthey the Morne’s officious Uther fpy , 
The clofe Attendant on the Lord of Day 3 
Who fhewsthe warmer of the World is nigh. 


33. 

And now the Drums, the Camps low Thunder, make 
War's thick united noife from evry Guard; 
Though they Reveillees {corn, whom grief does wake, 

Who think, fleep Nature’s curfe, not toyls reward, 


34, 
All night proud Borgio (chief in Hubert’s tratt) 
With haughty hopes, the Camp does waking keep : 
Ambition is more vigilant then Luft, 
And in hope’s feaver is too hot to fleep. 


35° 
Now Day, and Hubert hafte to publick view 5 
His wounds (unlucky more then dangerous) 
Are fo refreth’d, that he the Army drew 
To a wide Grofle, and urg’d their Anger thus, 


6. 
Friends to my Father! in able wounds I fee 
The envy’d Merit whence his triumphs came 5 
And Fathers to my Brother, and to me 
For onely you adopted us to Fame! 


Forgive me that I there hae feebly fought , 
Where Ofrald +1 your caufe did nobly {trive 5 
Whence of his blood thefe veines fo much have brought, 
As makes me bluh that I am ftill alive! 
8, 
Your valiant Youth is ae whom you have bred 
From milkie Childhood to the years of blood! 
By whom you joy’d fo often to be led, : 
Where firme as now your Trophys, then you ftood! 


Gon is he now, who ftill eal low regard 

Bow'd to your age, your wounds as beauty kifts 
Knew Age was of your temp’rance the reward5 

And Courts in beauty by your skarrs fubfitt. 


O. 

Yet was he not for mean oie nae flaine, 
Who for your inter’ft not his own has fought 5 . 

Vex'dthat the Empire which your wounds did gaine, | 
Was by a young unwounded Army fought! 


For 
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Ale 
For Gondibert (to whom the Court muft bow, 
Now War is with your Fav’rite overthrowne) 
Will by his Camp of Boys at Bergamo, 
VVed her, who to your Valor owes the Crowne: 
42, 
Blame not your Chief for his ambitious fire ; 
VVho was but temp’rate, when he underftood 
He might the Empire in your right require ; 
A {cant reward for your exhautfted blood. 
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Bey, 
Thus Hubert {pake; but now fo fierce they grow, 


That Borgio {trove to quench whom Hubert warm’d 3 
To Bergamo, they cry’d, to Bergamo ! 


And as they foon were vex’d, as {oon are arm’d. 


44. 
For to diftin& and fpacious Tents tbey hie, 

_ VVhere quick as Vefts of Perfia thifted are, 
Their Arms (which there in cleanly order lie) 


They take from moving VVardrobes of the warre, 


45° 
Arm’d foon as Porquepines! as if like thofe , 
Their very rage them with defence fupplies 3 
As borne with it, and muft have winged Foes 
That ftoop from Heav’n to harme them by furprife. 


46. 
) VVith Enfignes now difplay’d, their Force they draw 
To hafty order, and begin to move; 
But are amus’d by fomething that they faw, 
VVhiclh look’d like all that ere they heard of love. 


\ 


47. | 
Unufual to their Camp fuch objects were, 
Yet this no ill effec from wonder wrought 5 
For it appeas’d them by approaching neer, 
And fatisfi'd their Eies in all they fought. 
8 


3 48, 
And this was Gartha in her Chariot drawn 3 


Who through the {warthy Region of the Night 
Drove from the Court; and as a fecond dawn 


Breaks on them, like the Mornes Referve of Light. 


Through all the Camp fhe mate with Fun’ral pace, 
And ftill bowes meekly down to all the faw; 

Her grief gave {peaking beauty to her Face 5 

. Which lowly look’d, that it might pitty draw. 


. 50. 
VVhen by her Slaves, her name they underftood, 
Her Lines of feature heedfully they view 3 
In her complexion track their Gen’ral’s blood, 
And find her more, then what by fame they knew. 


; 51. 
They humbly her to that Pavilion guide, 

VVhere Hubert his bold Chie fs with fury fir’d 5 
But his ambition, when he Gartha {py’d 

(To give his forrow place) awhile retir’d. 


VVith 


ee 
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52. 
i is refpeatful help fhe does defcend 5 
Bok Gre His , with dear imbraces mingle Tears, 
But. now her Male Revenge would grief fafpend 5 
~ Revenge , through Grief, too feminine appears. 


53: te 
hen her dear Allies, dead Paradine , 
ce ee Dargonet fhe faw 5 that Manlinefle 
Which her weak Sex aflum’d, fhe does declines 
‘As bred too foft, to mannage griefs excefle. 


A oie tharidneses GE 
foon return’d, as loath to. f{hew her E1es 
aa more of Ojwald then fhe muft forfakes 
But forrow’s moifture, heat of anger driess 

And mounted in her Chariot, thus the fpake < 


55: 
> wou are thofe of whom] oft have heard 
i ste Father boaft, and that have Ofwald bred 
Ah, where is now that/rage our Tyrant fear’d'g? §>% 
Whofe Darling is alive, though yours be dead? 
6 


56. 
The Court fhines out at Rhodalind’s commands, 


To me (your drooping Flowre) no beam cah fpare 5 e 


Where Ofwald’s name, new planted by your hands, 
Withers, as if it loft the Planters care, 


57+ 
From Rhodalind 1 thus diforder’d fle 5 
~ Leaft fhe fhould fay, thy Fate unpity’d comes! 
Goe fing, where now thy Fathers Fighters lie, 
Thy Brothers requiem,-to their conqu’ring Drums! 


58. 
The happy Fields by thofe brave Warriors fought, 
(Which from the Dicates of thy aged Syre, 
Ofwald in high Victorious Numbers wrot) 
- Thou fhalt no more fign to:thy filene’d Lyre! 


59. 
Such fcorns, pow'r on unlucky vertue throws, — 
Wren Courts with profp’rous vices wanton are 5 
Who your Authentick age defpife for thofe, - 
VVho are to you but Infants of the warre. 


6o. 

Thus though fhe fpake, her looks did more perfwade 3 
Like vertuous anger did her colour rife, ~ 

As if th’ injurious world it would invade, 
VVhilft tears of rage not pitty drown her Eies. 

Cine ie 

The Sun did thus to threatned Nature fhow - 
His anger red, whilft guilt'look’d pale in all; 

VVhen Clouds of Floods did hang about his Brow, 
And then fhrunk back to Jet that anger fall. 


62. 
And fo fhe turn’d her Face, not as to grieve 


At ruine, but to lifence what the rais’d3 


VViilft they (like common Throngs ) ‘all Tongues believe _ 


VVhen Courts are tax’d, but none when they are prais'd. 


Like — 
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63. 
Like Commets, Courts affid the vulgar Eie ; 
And when they Jargeft in their glory blaze , 
People through ignorance think plagues are nie, 
And till they wafte with mourning wonder gaze, 
6 


4. 
Thefe fcorn the Courts differtion of their age; 
The active, eafe impos'd, like pain endure 3 
For though calm reft does Age’s pains aflwage, 
Yet few the ficknefs own to get the cure. 


65. 
To Heav’n they lift their looks! whofe Sun ner faw 
Rage fo agreed, as now he does bekolds 
Their fhining fwords all at an inftant draw , 
And bad him judge next day if they were old! 
66 


And of Verona wifh’d him take his leaves 

Which ere his third return they will deftroy; 
Till none hall guefs by ruines where to grieve, 

No more then ffi where to weep for Troy, 


7. 
Thus Bergamo is foon forgot, whilft all 
Alowd, Verona cry! Verona muft . 
(That reach’d the Clouds) low as her Quarries fall! 
The Court they'll bury inthe Cities duft. 


CANTO 
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Canto the Fourth. | 


The ARGUMENT. 


‘At Ofwald’s Camp arrives wife ‘Hermegild 3 - 
Whofe prefence does a new diverfion yield 5 

In Councel. he reveals his fecret Breaft 5 

Would mingle Love with Empiresinterest: 
From rah revenge, to peace the Camp invites, 
Who Ofwald’s Fuz'ral grace with Roman Rites. 


qe 


N this diftemper whilft the humors ftrive 
T’ affemble, they again diverted are3 

For tow'rds their ,Trenches Twenty Chariots drive, 
Swiftly as Syrians when they charge in warre. 


a 
They Hermegild with Court attendants fpy'd5 
Whofe hafte to Hubert does advice intend 5 
To warn him that juft Fate can ne’r provide _ 
For rath beginnings a fuccesful end. 


2° 
But fate for Hermegild provided well5 

This Story elfe (which him the wife does call) 
Would here his private ruine fadly tell, 

I haftning to prevent the publick Fall. 


| he 
His noble blood obfcurely had been thed, 
His undiftinguifh’d Limbs fcatter’d unknown, . 
As is the duft of Victors long fince dead, 
Which here and there, by every wind is blown, 


Such was their rage when on Verona’s way the 
(With his rich Trayn) they faw from Court he came 5 

Till fome did their impetuous fury ftay 5 a 
And gave his life proteCtion for his fame, 


Cn ae 
Told them his valor had been long allow’ds 
That much the Lombard’s to his condu& ow 3 
And this prefervd him, for the very Crowd 
Felt honor here, and did to vaior bow, 


Ta 
Vain Wrath! Deform’d, unquiet Child of Pride! 
Whichin a few the People madnefs call 
But when by number they grew dignify'd, 
What's rage in fome is liberty in all. — 
Through 
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8. 
Through dangers of this lawlefs liberty, 
' He like Authentick pow’r does boldly pats; 
And with a quiet and experienc'd eye, 
Through Death’s foul Vizard, does defpile his face. 


9- 
At Aubert’s Tent he lights, where Hubert now 
With Gartha of this Torrent does advife 5 
Which he believes does at the higheft flow, 
And mutt like Tides, fink when it cannot rife, 


? Io. 

When Hermegild he faw, he did difperfe 

Thofe cares afflembled in his looks, and ftrove 
(Though to his Mafter, and the Court perverfe) 

To fhew him all the civil fignes of Love, 

: ae 

For him in ftormy war he glorious knew; 

Nor in calm Councels was he lefs renown’d 5 
And held him now to Ofwald’s Faction true, ) 

As by hislove, the world’s firft Tenure. , bound, 


12. 
For he ( thou wafted in the ebb of blood, 1 Tai 
When Man’s Meridian tow’rds his Evening turnes) 
Makes againft Nature's Law, Love's Charter good, 
And as in raging Youth for Gartha burnes, 


13, | 

Who did his fute not only difapprove, . CS ao 
Becaufe the fummer of his life was pafts.).”, 

And fhe frefh blown; but that even higheft love _. 
Growes taftlefs to Ambition’s higher tafte,. - 


14. : 
Yet now in fuch a great and fingle caufe,, 
With nice Ambition, nicer Love complies 5 
~ And fhe (fince to revenge he ufefull was), 
Perfwades his hope with Rhet’rique of her Eyes, 


; 15. 
A cloffe divifion of the Tent they ftrait.. | 
By outward Guards fecure from all refort 5... 
Then Hermegild does thus the caufe relate; ih 
Which to the Camp difpatch’d him from the Court, 
6 


16. 
Important Prince! who juftly doft fucceed 
To Ofwalds hopes, and ail my loyal ;aides 
Vertue as much in all thy wounds does bleed, : 
As love in me, fince wounded by that Maide.. 
17. ss 
Long have I fayl'd through Times vexatious fea 5, 
_ And firft fet out with all that Youth. is worths 
The Tropicks pafs'd of bloods hot bravery, 
With all the Sailes, gay Flags, and Streamers forth! 
18. 


But as in hotter voyages, Ships: moft | 
Weare out their trim, yet then they chiefly gain 

By inward ftowage, what is outward loft 5 

So men, decays of youth repaire in brain. 


if 


’ 
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19: 
If I experience boaft when youth decayes, 
Such vanity may Gartha’s pity move, 
Since fo I feek your fervice by felf praife, 
Rather then feem unufeful] where I love. 


20: 
And never will I (though by Time fupply’d 
With fuch difcretion as does Man improve) 
To thew difcretion, wifer Nature hide, 
' By feeming now afham’d to fay I Love. 
oh i 
For love his pow’r has in gray Senates fhown, 
Where he, as to green Courts, does freely come $ 
And though loud youth, his vifits makes more known, 
With graver Age he’s privately at home. 
22. 
Scarce Greece, or greater Rome a Victor fhowes, 
Whom more. Victorious Love did not fubdue; 
Then blame not me who am fo weak to thofes 
Whil’ft Gartha all exceeds, that ere they knew, 


& 


a3. . 
Hope (Love's firft food ) I-ne’r ull now did know 3’ 
Which Love, as yet but temp'rately devours; 
And claimes not love for love, fince Gartha fo 
For Autumn Leaves, fhould barter Summer Flowers, 
DAS wee 
{ dare not vainly wifh her to be’ kinde, | 
Till for her love, my Arts and Pow’ beftow 
The Crown on thee, adorn’d with Rbodalind 5 
Which yet for Gartha is a price too low. 


| 2) é 
This faid, he paws’d; and aie the hectick heate 
OF Ofwald’s blood, doubled their Pulfes paces 
Which high, as if they. would be heard, did beate, 
And hot Ambition fhin’d in eithers face. 
26. . 
For Hermegild they knew.could much outdoe 
His words, and did poffefs great Aribert, 
Not in the Courts cheap Glafs of outward fhowe, 
But by a ftudy’d Tenure of the heart. 
Beh 
Whilft this try’d truth does ake their withes fure, 
Hubert on Gartha looks, with fuing Byes 
For Hermegild; whofe love {he will endure, 
And made Ambition yield what Youth denies. 


28. 
Yet in this bargain of her felf, fhe knowes 
Not how to treat; but all her chief defires, 
Bids Hubert,.as the Twins of his, difpofe 
To glory and revenge; and then retires. 


29. 
But with fuch bluthes Hermegild fhe leaves, » 
As the unclouded Evening’s Face adorn 5 
Nor much he for her parting-glory grieves, 
Since fuch an Evening bodes a happy Morn 
Now 
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| 30- 
Now Hermegild by vowes does Hubert binde, 
(Vowes by their fate in Lombard Story known) 
- He Gartha makes the price of Rhodalind, ) 
And Aribert his Tenant to the Crown, 
a1) | 
He bids him now the Armies rage allay 5\° 
By rage (faid he) only they Mafters are 
Of thofe they chufe, when temp'rate, to obay : 
Againft themfelves th’ impatient chiefly warre. 


; Bo: ‘Sh 
We are the Peoples Pilots, they our winds5 
To change by Nature prone; but Art Laveers, 
And rules them till they rife with Stormy Mindes; 
Then Art with danger againft Nature Steers. 


Where calms have firft Pt Storms moft prevail 5 
Clofe firft with Calms the Courts {ufpitious Eyes 5 
That whilft with all their trim, they {ieeping fail, 
A fudden .Guft may wrack them by furprife. 


Your Army will (though high in all efteent 
That ever rev’renc’'d Age to Action gave) 

But a {mall Party to Verona feem5 1 on . 
Which yearly to fuch Numbers yields a Grave, 


ep 
Nor is our valte Metropolis niitve thofe 
Tame Towns, which peace has foft’ned into fears 5 
But Death deform’d in all his Dangers knows 5 | 
Dangers, which he like frightful Vizards wears. 
36. 
From many Camps, who forraign winters felt, 
Verona has her conqu’ring Dwellers ta’ne 5 
In War’s great Trade, with richeft Nations delt 5 
And did their Gold and Fame with Iron gain. 
37- 
Yet to the mighty Aribert it bowes; 
A King out-doing all the Lombard Line! 
Whofe Court (in Iron clad) by courfnefs fhowes 
A growing pow’r, which fades when Courts grow fine. 


38. 
Scorn not the Youthful Camp at Bergamo5 
For they are Victors, though in years but young 3 
The War does them, they it by action know, 
And have obedient Minds, in Bodies: ftrong. 


Be flow, and ftay For(dides: cwhith hafte forfakes! © 
For though Occafion ftill does Sloth out-goe, 

The rafh, who run from help, fhe ne’r o’er-rakes, | 
Whofe hafte thinks Time, the Poft of Nature, flow, 

40. 

This is a caufe which our Ambition fills5 ne “9 
A caufe, in which our ftrength we fhould not watte, 

In vain like Giants, who did heave at Hills 5 


’Tis too unwildly for the force of hafte. | 
O 2 A 
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4I. 
A caufe for graver Minds that learned are 
In miftick Man; a caufe which we muft gain 
By furer methods then depend on Warre 3_ 
And refpite valor, to imploy the Brain. 
42. 
In the King’s Scale your merits are too lights ite 
Who with the Duke, weighs his own partial heart 5 | 
Make then the gift of Empire publick right, ‘io 
And get in Rhodalind the Peoples part. 


43- 
But this rough Tide, the meeting Multitude, 
If we oppofe, we make our voyage long; 
Yet when we with it row, it is fubdu’ds 
_ And we are wife, when Men in vain are ftrong, 


44. 
Then to the People fue, but hide your force 5 
For they believe the ftrong are {till unjutt; 
Never to armed Sutors yield ‘remorfes 
And where they fee the pow’r, the right diftruft. 
45. 
Affaule their pity as their weakeft part 5 
-Which the firft Plaintiff never failes to move} 
They fearch but in the face to finde the heart; 
And grief in Princes, more then triumph love. 


46. 
And to prepare their pity, Gartha now 
Should in her forrows height with me return 5 
For fince their Eyes at all diftreffes flow, . 
How will they at afflicted beauty. mourn? 


70 

Much fuch a pledge of Beare will with the King | 
(Urg’d by my int’reft here _) my pow’r improves 

And much my power will to your int’reft bring, 
If from the watchful Court you hide my Love. 

8, 

If Gartha deignes to love, a love muft grow 
Unfeen, like Asandrakes wedded under ground 3 , 

That I (ftill feeming unconcern’d) may know a 
The King’s new depths, which length oftruft may found! 


Thus Hermegild his ftudy’d hae declar'ds ‘ ‘Vy 
Whilft Hubert (who beliewd, difcover’'d love a 

A folid Pledge for hidden faith) prepar’d | : 
To ftay the Camp, fo furious to remove. 


50, 

And now their rage (by correfpondence {pred) 
Borgio allays, that elfe like {parks of fire 

(Which drops at firft might drowne )by matter fed, 
At laft to quench the flame may feas require, 

I. 

As with the Sun they rofe a wrath, their wrath 
So with his heat increas’d 5 but now he hattes 

Down Heav’ns fteep Hill, to his Aslantich Bath} 
Where he refrefhes till his Feaver waftes. 


tet With 4 
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> 52, 
With his (by Borgio’s help) their heat declin‘d ; 
So foon lov'd Eloquence does Throngs -fubdue 3 
The common Miftrefs to each private Minde 5 
Painted and drefs'd to all, to no Man true, 


53- 
To Court his Gartha, Hermegild attends ; 
And with old Lovers vaine poetick Eyes , 
Markes how her beauty, when the Sun defc.nds, 
His pitty’d Evening poverty fupplies. 


54. 
The Army now to Neighb’ring Brefcia bear, 
_ With. difmal pomp, the flain: In hallow’d ground 
_ They Paradine, and Dargonet interr 5 
And Vafco much in painful war renoun’d. 


55+ 
To Ofwald (whofe ‘illuftrious Rowan minde 
Shin’d out in life, though now in dying hid ) 
Hubert thefe Roman funrral rites aflign’ds 
Whith yet the World’s laft law had not forbid. 
36. 
“Thrice is his Body clean by bathing made 5 
And when with Victor’s Oyle anointed or’e, 
’Tis in the Pallace Gate devoutly layd’e, 
Clad in that Veft which he in Battel wore, 


57. 
Whilft feven fucceeding Suns pafs fadly by, 

The Palace feems all hid in Cyprefs Boughs 3 
From ancient Lore, of Man’s mortality 

The Type, for where a lopp'd it never grows. 


: 50- 
The publick fun’ral voice, till thefe expire, 
Cryes out; here Greatnefs, tir’d with honor, refts! 
Come fee what Bodies are, when Souls retire 5 
And vifit death, ere you become his Guefts ! 


59. 
‘Now on a Purple Bed the Corps they raife ; 
Whilft Trumpets fummon all the common Quite 
In tune to mourn him, and difperfe his praife 5 
And then move flowly tow’rds the Fun’ral fire! 
60. 
They beare before him Spoiles they gain’d in warre3 
And his great Anceftors in Sculpture wroughts 
And now arrive, where Hubert does declare 
How oft and well, he for the Lombards fought, 
61. 
Here, in an Altar’s form, a Pile is made 
Of Unttious Firr, and Sleepers fatal Ewe 5 
On which the Body is by Mourners laid, 
Who their {weet Gummes (their laft kind Tribute threw.) 
~ * 62. 
Hubert his Arme, weftward, averfly ftretch’d 5 
Whilft to the hopefull Eaft his Eyes were turn’d 5 
And with a hallow’d Torch the Pyle he reach’d 5 
Which feen, they all with utmoft clamor mourn’d, wre 
i 
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62: a, 
Whil'fc the full Flame afpires, Ofmald ( they cry ) 
Farewell | we follow fwiftly as the Houres ! . 
For with Time’s wings, tow'rds Death, even Cripples flie! 
This faid, the hungry Flame its food devoures. 
6 


4. 
Now Priefts with Wine the Afhes quench, and hide 
The Rev’renc’d Reliques in a Marble Urne. 
The old difmiflive Iicet is cry’d 
By the Town voice, and all to Feafts returne. 


65. 
Thus Urnes may Bodies fhew 5 but the fled Minde 
The Learn’d feek vainly; for whofe queft we pay 
With fuch fuccefs as coufen’d Shepheards finde, 
Who feek to Wizards when their Cattel ftray, 


CANTO 
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Canto the Fifth. 


The ARGUMENT. 


The Honfée of Aftragon; where in diftrefs 

Of Nature, Gondibert for Art’s redrefs | 
Was by old Ulfin brought : where Art's hard ftrife, 
In findying Nature for the aid of Life, 

Is by full wealth and condué ealie made 5 

And Truth much viftted, though in her fhade: 


q- 


Rom Brefcia {wiftly o're the bord’ring Plain, 
Return we to the Houfe of <Aftragons 
Where Goxdibert, and his fuccefsfull Train, 
Kindly lament the Victory they won. 
2 


But though I Fame’s great Book fhall open now, 
Expect a while, till fhe that Decad reads, 

Which does this Dukes eternal Story fhow,’ 
And aged Ulfin cites for fpecial deeds, 


36 
Where Friendfhip is renown’d in Ulfinore 5 ! 
Where th’ ancient mufick of delightful verfe, 
Does it no lefs in Goltho’s Breaft adore, 
And th’union of their equal hearts reherfe, 


Thefe weary Victors the deneeiiais Sun 

Led hither, where fwift Night did them furprife 5 
And where, for valiant toiles, wife Aftragon, 

With {weet rewards of fleep, did fill their Eyes, 


5. 
When to the needy World Day did appear, 
And freely op’d her Treafury of light, | 
His Houfe (where Art and Nature Tennants were) 
The pleafure grew, and bus’nefs of their fight. 
6 


Where U/fiz ( who an old Domeftick feems, | 
And rules as Mafter in the Owners Breaft) 
Leads Goltho to admire what he efteems; 
And thus, what he had long obferv'd, expreft. 


vi 

Here Art by fuch a diligence is ferv'd, 
As does th’ unwearied Planets imitates 
Whofe motion (life of Nature) has preferv’d 


The world, which God vouchfafd but to create, 
Thofe 
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8. 
Thofe heights, which elfe Dwarf Life could never reach, 
Here, by the wings of diligence they climbe 5 
Truth (skar’d with Terms from canting Schools) they teach 3 
And buy it with their belt fav’d Treafure, Time, 


i 9e 
- Here all Men feem Recov’rers of time pafts 
As bufie as intentive Emmets are 5 
As alarm’d Armies that intrench in hafte, 
. Cr Cities, whom unlook’d-for fieges skare. 


to. 
Much it delights the wife Obfervers Eye, 
That all thefe toiles direct to fev'ral skills 5 
Some from the Mine to the hot Furnace hie, 
And fome from flowryFields to weeping Stills. 
IL. » Sages ; 
The firft to hopefull chymicks matter bring, 
Where Med’cine they extract fos inftant cures 
Thefe bear the fweeter burthens of the Spring 5 al 
Whofe vertues (longer known) though flow, are fure. 
12. 
See there wet Divers from Foffone fent.!, : 
Who of the Seas deep Dwellers. knowledge give 5 
Which (more unquiet then their Element) on 
By hungry war, upon each other live. 


13. 
Pearl to their Lord, and Cordial Coral thefe 
Prefent ; which muft in fharpett liquids melt 5 
He with nigella cures that dull difeafe ; ' 
They get, who long with ftupid Fifth have dwelt. 
I4. - 
Others through Quarries dig, deeply below 
Where Defart Rivers, cold, and private run 5 
Where Bodies confervation beft they know, 
And Mines long growth, and how their veines begun. 
I 


He fhewes them now Tow’rs of prodigious height, 
Where Natures Friends, Philofophers remain 
To cenfure Meteors in their caufe and flight. 
And watch the Wind’s authority on Rain. | 
16. 
Others with Optick Tubes the Moons {cant face 
(Vafte Tubes, which like long Cedars mounted lie) 
Attract through Glafles to fo near a {pace, | 
As if they came not to furvey, but prie. 


7. 
Nine hafty Centuries are now Fulfill’d, 
Since Opticks firft were known to Aftragon 5 
By whom the Moderns are become fo skill’d, 
They dream of feeing to the Maker’s Throne. 
18 


And wifely Aftragon, thus bufie grew, | 
To feek the Stars remote focieties 5 
And judge the walks of th’ old, by finding new 3 . 
For Nature’s law; in correfpondence lies, 
Man's 


: : Ls 
An Heroick Poem. IY 
= Sega PO i PSY SEN RS ranma er rceareeecer pera ree ea ec eee ae 
TOO | 
Man's pride (grown to Religion) he abates, . 
By moving our lov’d Earth ; which we think fix'd; 


Think all to it, and it to none relates; 
With others motion {corn to have it mix’d; 


20, 
As if ’twere great and ftately to ftand ftill — 
Whilft other Orbes dance on; or elfe think all 
Thofe vafte bright Globes (to (thew God’s needlefs skill) 
Were made but to attend our little Ball. 


aq, 
Now near a fever'd Building they difcern’d 
(Which feem’d, as in a pleafant fhade, retir’d) 
A Throng, by whofe glad diligence they learn’d, 
They came from Toyles which their own choice defir'd 
22. 
This they approach, and as they enter it 
Their Eyes were ftay'd, by reading o’er the Gate, 


Great Qatures Dffice, in large letters writ 5 
And next, they mark’d who there in office fate, 


o>. 
Old bufie Men, yet much for wifdom fam’d ; 
Hafty to know, though not by hafte beguil’d 5 
Thefe fitly, JQature’s Regtfters were nam’d; 
The Throng were their Jntelligencers ftil’d : 


24. 
Who ftop by fnares , and by their chace o'retake 
All hidden Beatts the clofer Forreft yields 
All that by fecret fence their refcue make, 
Or truft their force, or fwiftnefS in the Fields. 


25. 
And of this Throng, fome their imployment have 
In fleeting Rivers, fome fix'd Lakes befet; 
Where Nature's felf, by thifts, can nothing fave 
From trifling Angles, or the fwal’wing Net, 
26. 
Some, in the fpacious Ayre, their Prey o’retake, 
Cous'ning, with hunger, Falcons of their wings 5 
Whilft all their patient obfervations make, 
Which each to JQature’s Difice duely brings, 


a7, 
And there of ev'ry Fifh, and Foule, and Beaft, 
The wiles thefe learned Regif/ters record, 
Courage, and feares, their motion and their reft ; 
Which they prepare for their more learned Lord. 
8 


28, 
From hence to JQature s IQurlerp they goe; 
Where feems to grow all that in Eden grew; 
And more (if Art her mingled species fhow) 
Then th’ Hebrew King, Nature’s Hiftorian, knew, 
29. 
Impatient simplers climbe for’ Bloffomes here 5 
When Dewes (Heav'n’s fecret milk) in unfeen fhow’ss 
Firft feed the early Childhood of the year 5 
And in ripe Summer, ftoop for Hearbs and Flow’s, 
P | 


4 
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30. 
In Autumn, Seeds and Berries they provides 
Where Nature a remaining force preferves 5 
In Winter digg for Roots, where fhe does hide 
That ftock, which if confum’d, the next Spring fterves, 


31. 

- From hence (freth Nature's flourifhing Eftate ! ) 
They to her wither'd Receptacle come 5 
Where fhe appears the loathfome Slave of Fates 

For here her various Dead poflefs the Room. 


22. 
This difmall Gall’ry, lofty, long, and wide 3 
Was hung with Skelitons of ev'ry kindes 
Humane, and all thar. learned humane pride 
Thinks made t’ obey Man’s high immortal Minde. 


33° 
Yet on that Wall hangs he too, who fo thought § 
And fhe dry’d by him, whom that He obey’d; 

By her an EP phant that with Heards had fought, 
Of which the {malleft Beaft made her afraid. 


34 
Next it, a Whale is high in Cables ty’d, ; 
Whofe ftrength might Herds of Elephants controul s 4 
Then all, (in payres of ev'ry. kinde) they {py’d 4 
Which Death’s wrack leaves,of Fithes,Beafts,andFowl. 


35° 
Thefe Aftragon (to watch with curious Eye 
The diffrent Tenements of living breath ) 
Colleéts, with what far Travailers fupply 5 | 
And this was call'd, al Cabiner of Death. | 
3 : 


Which fome the Monument of Bodies, name 3 

The Arke, which faves from Graves all dying kindess 
This to a ftrudture led, long known to Fame, 

And call’d, Gbe Monument of bantlh’o Pinder. 


37° 

Where, when they thought they faw in well fought Books, 
Th’ affembled foules of all that. Men held wile, 

It bred fuch awfull rev’rence in, their looks, 
As if they faw the bury’d writers rife, 

; 38. . 

Such heaps of written thoughts (Gold of the Dead, 
Which Time does ftill difperfe, but not devour} 

Made them prefume all was from Deluge free’d, 
Which long-liv’d-Authors: writ ere Noah's Show'r. 


39. 
They faw Egyptian Roles, vrtiioh vaftly great, 
Did like faln Pillars lie, and. did) difplay 
The tale of Natures life, from her firft: heat, 
Till by the Flood o’er-cool’d, fhe felt decay. 


O-. 
And large as thefe ( for Pens were: Pencils then), 
Others that. Bgypts chiefeft Science thow'ds 
Whofe River fore’d Geometry on, Men, 
Which did: diftinguifh what the Nyle o’re-flow’d. 
Near 
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| 4. 

Near them, in Piles, Chaldean Cous'ners lies 
Who the hid bus’nefs of the Stars relate 5 

Who make a Trade of worfhip'd Prophefie 5 
And feem to pick the Cabinet of Fate. 


42. 
There Perfian Magi {ftand; for wifdom prais’d ; 
Long fince wife Statefmen, now Magicians thought 5 
Altars and Arts are foon to fiction rais‘d, 
And both would have, that miracles are wrought: 


43- 
In a dark Text, thefe States-men left their Mindess 
For weil they knew, that Monarch’s Miftery 
| (Like that of Priefts) but little rev’rence findes, 


VVhen they the Curtain op’e to evry Eye, 


Ads 

Behinde this Throng, the talking Greeks had place; 
VVho Nature turn to Art, and Truth difguife, 

As skill does native beauty oft deface 5 
With Termes they charm the weak, and pofe the wife. 


. 45- 
Now they the Hebrew, Greek, and Roman {pie 5 
Who for the Peoples eafe, yoak’d them with Law; 
Whom elfe, ungevern’d lufts would drive awry; 
And each his own way frowardly would draw, 


46. 
In little Tomes thefe grave firft Lawyers lie, 
In Volumes their Interpreters below 5 
Who firft made Law an Art, then Mifterie 5 : 
So cleereft fprings, when troubled, cloudy grow. 


47- 
But here, the Souls chief Book did all precedes 
Our Map tow’rds Heav'ns to common Crowds deny’d3 
Who proudly aim to teach, ere they can read ; 
And ail muft ftray, where each will be a Guile. 
. g : 


48. 
‘About this facred little Book did ftand 

Unweildly Volumes, and in number great 5 
And long it was fince any Readers hand 

Had reach’d them from their unfrequented Seat, 


a 49- 
For a deep Duft (which Time does foftly thed, 
Where only Time does come) their Covers beare3 
On which,grave Spyders, ftreets of Webbs had {pread ; 
Subtle, and flight, as the grave Writers were. 


50. 
In thefe, Heav'ns holy Fire does vainly burns 

Nor warms, nor lights, but is in Sparkles {pent 5 
VVhere froward Authors, with difputes, have torn 

The Garment feamlefs as the Firmament. 

f 51. 

Thefe are the old Polemicks , long fince read, 

And fhut by Ajéragon 5 who thought it juft, 
They, like the Authors (Truth’s Tormentors) dead, 


~ Should lie unvifited, and lo ft in duft. : 
Pes Here 
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52. 
Here the Arabian’s Gofpel open lay, 
(Men injure Truth, who Fiction nicely hide) 
Where they the Afonk’s audacious ftealths furvey, 
From the World’s firft, and greater fecond Guide. 
ee 
The Curious much perusd this, then, new Book 5 
As if fome fecret wayes to Heavn it taught 5 
For ftraying from the old, men newer look, 
And prife the found, not finding thofe they fought. 


ee : 
We, in Tradition (Heavn’s dark Mapp ) defcrie 
Heav'n worfe, then ancient Mapps farr India (how 3 
Therefore in new, we fearch where, Heav'n does lie 5 
The Mind’s fought Ophir, which we long to know. 


> 
Or as a Planter, though good Land he fpies, 
Seeks new, and when no more {o good he findes, 
Doubly efteems the firft ; fo Truth men prife 5. 
Truth, the difcov’ry made by trav'ling Mindes. 
6 


56. 
And this falfe Book, till truly underftood 
By Affragon, was openly difplay’d ; 
As counterfeit ; falfe Princes, rather fhou’d : 
Be fhewn abroad, then in clofe Prifon lay‘d. 


a 
Now to the old Philofophers are come 5 
Who follow’d Nature with fuch juft defpaire, 
As fome do Kings farr off; and when at home, 
Like Courtiers, boaft, that they deep feerets share. 
8 


58. 
Near them are grave dull Aforalifis, who give 
Counfell to fuch, as ftill in publick dwell ; 
At fea, in Courts, in Camps, and Citties live 5 
And {corn experience from th’ unpractisd Cell. 


59: 
Efop with thefe ftands high, and they below ; 
His pleafant wifdome mocks their gravity 5 
Who Vertue like a tedious Matron fhow, 
He drefles Nature to invite the Eye. 


60, 
High skill their Ethicks feemes, whilft he ftoops down 
To make the-People wife; their learned pride 
Makes all obfcure, that. Men may prife the Gown; 
With eafe he teaches, what with pain they hide. 
61. 
And next (as if their bus’nefs rul’d Mankinde) 
Hiftorians {tand, bigg as their living looks 5 
Who thought, {wift Time they could in fetters binde; 
Till his Confeffions they had ta’ne in Books: 
62. 
But Time oft {cap'd them in the fhades of Night; 
And was in Princes Clofets oft conceal’d, 
And hid in Battels fmoke 5 fo what they Write 
- Of Courts and Camps, is oft by guefs reveal’d, 


os 
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62am 
Near thefe, Phyfitians {tood 3; who but reprieve 
Like life a Judge, whom greater pow’r does awe; 
And cannot an Almighty pardon give; 
So much yields Subje@ Art to Nature’s Law. 
: 6 


A. 
And not weak Art, but Nature we upbraid, 
When our frail effence proudly we take ill ; 
Think we are robb’'d, when firft we are decay’d, 
And thefe were murder’d whom her law did kill, 


65. 
Now they refrefh, after this long furvey, 
With pleafant Poets, who the Soul fublime ; . 
Fame’s Heraulds, in whofe Triumphs they make way 3 
And place all thofe whom Honor helps to climbe. 


66, 
And he who feem’d to lead this ravifh’d Race, 
Was Heav'n’s lov'd Lamreat, that in Jewry writ 5 
Whofe Harp approach’d Gods Ear, though none his Face 
'  Daurft fee, and firft made infpiration, wit, 


67. 
And his Attendants, fuch bleft Poets are, 
As make unblemifh’d Love, Courts beft delight ; 
And fing the profp’rous Battels of juft warre 5 
By thefe the loving, ove: and valiant, fight. 
6 


© hirelefs Science! and of all alone 
The Liberal! Meanly the reft each State 

In penfion treats, but this depends on none; 
Whofe worth they revrendly forbear to rate, 


CANTO 


amen 


So 


- Canto the Sixth. 


The ARGUMENT. 


How Aftragon to Heav'n his duty pays 

In Pray'r, and Penitence, but moft in Praife < 
To thefehe fev'ral Temples dedicates 5 

‘And Ulfin their diftinguifh'd ufe relates. 
Religion’s Rites, few here, in Reafous {way 5 
Though Reafon muft Religion’s Laws obey. 


5 


we“ te noble Youths (reclaim’d by what they faw) 
Would here unquiet war, as pride, forfake 5 

And ftudy quiet Nature’s pleafant Law 5 i 
Which Schools, through pride, by Art uneafie make 


a 

But now a fudden Shout their thoughts diverts! 
So cheerfull, general, and loud it was, 

As pafs'd through all their Ears, and fill’d their Hearts 5 
Which lik'd the joy, before they knew the caufe, 


3. 
This Ulfiz, by his long Domeftick skill 
Does thus explain. The Wife I here obferve, 
Are wife tow'rds God 3 in whofe great fervice ftill, 
More then in that of Kings, thenifelves they ferve, 


a5 
Mt 
Re 


ae re 
He who this Building’s Builder did create, 

Has an Apartment here Triangular 5 
Where Afiragon, Three Fanes did dedicate, 

To dayes of Praife, of Penitence, and Prayr. 


5. 
To thefe, from diffrent motives, all proceeds 
For when difcov’ries they on Nature gain, 
They praife high Heav n which makes their work fucceed, 
But when it fails, in Penitence complain. R 


If after Praifé, new bleflings are not giv'n, 
Nor mourning Pexétence can ills repair, 

Like practis’d Beggers, they folicite Heav’n, 
Aad will prevail by violence of Pray’r. 


re 
The Temple built for Pray’r, can neither boaft 
The Builder’s curious Art, nor does declare, 
By thoiteMaterials he intended colt; 
To thew, that nought fhould need to tempt to Pray’r. 


No. | 
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8. 
No Bells are here! Unhing'd are all the Gates! 
Since craving in diftrefs is natural, 
All lies fo op’e that none for ent’rance waites 3 
And thofe whom Faith invites, can need no call. 


9. 
The Great have by diftinction here no name; 
For all fo cover'd come, in grave difguife, 
(To fhew none come for decency or fame) 
That all are ftrangers to each others Eyes. 
10. 
But Penitence appears unnaturall 5 
For we repent what Nature did perfwade s 
And we lamenting Man’s continu’d fall, 
Accufe what Nature neceflary made. 
It. 
Since the requir’d extream of Penitence 
Seems {o fevere, this Temple was defign’d, 
Solemn and ftrange without, to catch the fenfe, 
And difmal fhew’d within, to awe the mind. 
127 
OF fad black Marble was the outward Frame, 
(A Mourning Monument to diftant fight) 
But by the largenefs when you near it came, 
it feem’d the Palace of Eternal’ Night. 


13. | 
Black beauty (which black A<eroens had prais’d 
Above their own) fadly adorn’d each part3 
In Stone, from Nyle's hard Quarries, flowly rais’d, 
And flowly’er polifh’d: by Numidian Art, 
I 


Hither a loud Bells tole, rather commands, 
“Then feems t'mvite the perfecuted Eare 3 
A fammons Nature hardly underftands 5 
For few, and flow are thofe who: enter here, 


15. 
‘Within,a difmall Majefty they find ! 
All gloomy, great, all filent does appear! 
As Chaos was, ere th’ Elements were defign’d 
Man’s evil fate feems hid and fafhion’d here. 


16. 
Here all the Ornament is revrend black 5 
Here, the check’d Sun his univerfal Face 
Stops bafhfully ,’ and will no entrance make 5 
As if he fpy’d Night naked through the Glafs. 


iz | 
Black Curtains hide the Glafs 3 whilft from on high 
A winking Lamp, ftill threatens all the Rooms 

As if the lazy flame juft now would die: 
Such will the Sun’s laft light appear at Doom! 


18. 
This Lamp was all, that here inform’d all Eyes 5 
And by reflex, did on a Picture gain 
Some few falfe Beames, that then from Sodome rifes 
Where Pencils feigne the fire which Heav'n did rain, k 
is 
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19. 
This on another Tablet did reflect, 
Where twice was drawn the am'rous Alagdaline 
Whilft beauty was her care, then her neglect ; 
And brighteft through her Tears fhe feem’d to thine. 


20. 
Near her, feem’d crucifi'd, that lucky Thief 
(In Heav’n’s dark Lot’ry profprous, more then wife) 
Who groap’d at laft, by chance, for Heav'n’s relief, 
And Throngs undoes with Hope, by one drawn Prife. 
a0, 
In many Figures by reflex were fent, 
Through this black Vault (inftructive to the minde) 
That early, and this tardy Penitent3 
For with obfidian ftone ‘twas chiefly lin‘d, 


PEER DS ; 
The Seats were made of Ethiopian Wood, 
The polifh’d Ebony, but thinly fill’d 5 
For none this place by nature underftood 5 
And prattife, when unpleafant, makes few skill’d. 
22. . 
Yet thefe, whom Heav'n’s mifterious choice fetchd in, 
Quickly “attain Devotion’s ‘utmoft {cope ; 
For having foftly mourn’d away. their fin, 
They grow fo certain, as. to need no Hope. 
24. 
At a low Door they enter, but’ depart 
Through a large Gate, and to fair Fields proceed; 
Where Afiragon makes Nature laft by Art, 
And fuch long Summers: fhews, as ask -no feed. | 


25. ) 
Whilft U/fiz this black Temple thus expreft 
To thefe kind Youths, whom equal foul endeers 5 
(Goltho, and Vlfinore, 1 friendthip, bleft) 
A: fecond gen’ral fhout falutes their Eares. 
26, 
To the glad Houfe of Praife this fhout does call! 
To Pray’r (faid he) no Summons us invites, 
Becaufe diftrefs does thither fummon all3 
As the loud tole to Penitence. excites. 
27. 
But fince, dull Men, to gratitude are flow: ; 
And joy’d confent of Hearts is high Heav’ns choice 5 
To this of Praife, fhouts fummon us to goe3 
Of Hearts affembled, the unfeigned Voice. 
28 


And fince, wife Aftragon; with due applaufe, 
Kinde Heav'n, for his fuccefs, on Nature payes3 
This day, Victorious Art, has giv’n him caufe, | 
Much to augment Heav’n’s lov’d reward of praife. 


29. 
For this effectuall day his Art reveal’d, 
What has fo oft Made Nature’s fpies to pire, 
The Loadftones miftick ufe , fo long conceal’d 


In clofe’allyance with the courfer Mine, 
And 
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30. 1 
And this, in fleepy Vifion, he was bid 
To Regifter in’Characters unknown 5: 
Which Heav'n will have from Navigators hid, 
Till Saturne’s walk be Twenty Circuits grown. 


31. . 
_ For as Religion (in the watm Eaft bred) | 
And Arts (which next to it moft needfull were)» 
From Vices fprung from their corruption, fled ; * 
And thence 'vouchfaf’d a cold Plantation here 3 °~ 
32. 
So when they here again corrupted ‘be, 
(For Man can even his ‘Antidotes infect) ~ 
Heavn’s referv'd World they in the Welt fhall fee 5 
sf To which’ this ftone’s hid'vertue will direct. 


e 33... ; 
Religion then (whofe Age this World upbraids, 
“As {corn'd deformitie) will thither fteer; ’ 
Serv'd at fit diftance by the Arts, her Maids; 
Which grow too bold,‘when' they attend too’ neer.”: 


» 34... Z 
And fome, whom Traffick thither tempts, ‘fhall thence 
In her exchange (though ‘they did‘ grudge’ her (hrines, 
And poorly banifh’d her to fave expence)*? | - 913 
Bring home the Idol, ‘Gold, from new’ found Mines: 


35° 7 
Till then, fad Pilots muft be neh ToftP&¥ GO tb scot 
Whilft from the Ocean’s dréaded Face they fhrink 5 _ 
And feeking fafety near the cousning Coaftyi 
With windes furptiz’d, by Rocky ambufh fink. ~ 
6 iN 


Or if fuccefs rewards,’ what they endure,’ 7’ ° | w 
The World’s chief Jewel; Time, they then ingagé 
And forfeit (trufting long the Cynofare) 9 - 
To bring home nought but wretched Gold, and Age. 


> LS ee Git he © ee) é 
Yet when this plague of ignorance’ fhall end,” 
(Dire ignorance, with which God ‘plagues ‘us mofts 
Whilft we not feeling it, him moft offend)'°° ~ y 3608) 
Then lower’d Sayles no more fhall tide the Coaft: 
38, “SS rede 
_ They with new Tops to Formafts and the Addin, ) 
And Mifens new, fhall the Ocean's Breaft invade 5 
Stretch new Sayles out, as Atmiés to énteftain °°) SS 
Thofe windes, of which'their Fathers ‘were afraid." 


39. oe 
‘Then (fure of either Pole) they will ‘with’ pride, ' 
In ev'ry ftorm, falute this ‘conftant Stone! Co7 6 
And {corn that Star, which ev’ty Cloud could hides: 
The Seamen’s fpark! which foon;' as feen, is gone! 


gor, oh 

"Tis fung, the Ocean fhall his Bonds untie, ) °°" “7 
And Earth in’ half a Globe’ be petit’ no more 3° °° 
Typhis Thall faile, till Thule he defery, © “vi fs 


But a domeftick ftep’to ‘diftant Shore? >” fd D1ySy 
4g Q. This 
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Al. 3 

This Aftragon had reads and what the Greek, 

Old Cretias, in Egyptian. Books had found). 
By which, his travail’d foul, new Worlds did feek, 

And div’d to find the old Atlantis droun'd,, .°. 

| 42. 

Grave Ulfin thus difcours’d; and now, he brings», 

‘The Youths to view the Temple built for Prai/es_ A 
Where Olive, for th’ Olimpian Victor, Springss .: » a 


3 e 


Mirtle, for Love's 5 and for War's triumph, Bayes: 


43- ot: 
Thefe, as rewards of Praifé, about it. grew§- oo. sei ory 
For lib’rall praife, from an abundant ‘Minde, ... -.. 
Does even the Conqueror of Fate fubdues. ).0j) 0.0 
Since Heav'n’s good, King is Captive to the. Kinde,... 


44- Ce 
Dark are all Thrones, to what this Temple feem'd 5.» 
Whofe Marble veines out-fhin’d Heav’n's various Bow 5 
And would (eclipfing all. proud Rome efteem'd) ..... 
To Northern Eyes, like Eaftern. Mornings, fhow. 


Na al rela at eL a 


45¢ he 
From Paros Ifle, was brought the Milkie whites, 
From sparta, came the Green, which cheers the view $ 
From Araby, the bluthing Oxyehites ayia oe 
And from the sG/viaz Hills, the;deeper, Blew. 


ae ee 


46. - 
The Arched Front did on vafte Pillars.fall 5: 
Where all harmonious Inftruments they {pie:, 
Drawn out in Boffe; which from the, Afrigall ) 
To the flat Frife, injapt-refemblance lie... .. .; 


47. 
Tofsd cymbals (which the fullen Jewes admir'd); . 
Were figur'd here, with all of-ancient choice, 
That joy did ere invent, or breath infpir'd, sitio 
Or flying Fingers touch’d into a,voice, . oui) ss 
e 8 | 


48, | 
In Statute o’re the Gates, God's Fav-rite-King . .egfe 9) 
(The Author, of Celeftial praife): did ftand 5.240.) 60> | 
His Quire (that did his fonnets fet and. Sing) atk 
In Niches:vang'd, attended either.Hand. 


. 49- € 
From thefe, old Greeks fweet.Mufick did improve}, . 
; The Solemn Dorian did in Temples.charm,,.., . 
The fofter Lydian footh’d; to Bridal, Love; .. ..., 
And warlike Phrygiaz did to Battel warm!, ..;. 
2 : a0 ¢ 
They enter now, and with.glad rev'rence faw < .. 
Glory, too folid great-to tafte of prides. 
So facred pleafant,.as preferves an awe}, iy) ps2 > 
Though jealous Priefts,.it_neither:praife nor. hide, 
I, * 
Tapers and Lamps are not sdoaees heres: 4 her) aessO - 
Thofe, but with, fhaddowes, give falle beauty grace 5 
And this victorious glory can appear, . be. His’ otin) Led? @heet 
Unvayl'd before the Sun’s Meridian Face?) 2339). py, 
i aac nale mie dy) :0) 


wr 
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Whofe Eaftern luftre ‘rafhly esitot nows 
Where it his own mean Infancy difplays; 
Where it does Man’s chief obligation fhow , 
In what does moft adorn the Honfe of Praife; 


cee . 
The great Creation by bold Pencils drawn 5 
Where a feign’d Curtain does our Eyes forbid, 
Till the Sun’s Parent, Light, firft feems to dawn 
From quiet Chaos, which that Curtain hid. 


STs 4. 

Then this all-rev’renc'd Sun¢€God’s hafty Spark 

Struck out of Chaos, when he firft {truck Light.) 
Flies to the Sphears, where firft he found ali dark, 

And kindled there th’ unkindled Lamps of) Nights 

55° 

- ‘Then Motion, Nature’s great Prefervative, 

Tun’d order in this World, Life’s reftle(s Inn 5 
Gave Tydes to Seas, and ‘caus‘d ftretch’d Plants.to. live 3 

Elfe Plants but feeds, and Seas.but; Lakes had. bin. 


eats. ~ 
But this Fourth Fat, warming what was made, 3 
_ (For light ne’r warm’d,. till it did motion get); 
The Pitture fills the World with woody fhade 5 
To thew how Nature thrives by. Motion’s heat, . 


Saud Spine ie 
Then to thofe Woods the next quick Fiat brings. 
The Feather’d kindes where merrily they fed, 
As if their Hearts were lighter then their Wings ; 
For yet no Cage was fram’d, nor Net was {pred, 


58. 
The fame Fifth voice does Seas and Rivers Store ; 
Then into Rivers Brooks the Painter powres, 
And Rivers into Seas; which (rich before) | 
Return their gifts, to both, exhal’d in Show’rs. 


59° 
‘This voice (whofe {wift difpatch in. all it wrought, 
Seems to denote the Speaker was in hatte, 
As if more worlds were framing in his thought) 
Adds to this world one Fiat, as the laft. 
60. 
Then ftrait an univerfal Herd appears’ 
Firft gazing on each other in the fhade; 
Wondring with levell’d Eyes, and lifted Eares, 
Then play, whilft yet their Tyrant is unmade; 
61. 


And Man, the Painter now prefents to view; 
Haughty without, and bufie ftill within 5 
Whom, when his Furr'd and Horned Subjects knew, 
Their {port is ended, and their fears begin. 
; 62. 
“But here (to cure this Tyrant’s fullennefs) 
The Painter has a new falfe Curtain drawn, 
Where, Beauty’s hid Creation to exprefs; 
From thence; harmlefs as light, he makes it dawn, 
Q2 
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From thence breaks lov 
Her Breaft, 
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63. 
ly forth, the World's fir® Maid’ \° 


Love's Cradle, where Love- quiet lies 5 


Nought yet had feen fo foule, to grow afraid, 
Nor gay, to make it-cry with longing Byes; 2.0b 3 
6 


And thence, from 


She wonders, t 
That it his feeble fov'raignty:reveales 5 
Her beauty then, his Manhood does depofe. 
6 


A. £3 é 
ftupid fleep; her Monarch fteals3/*s 010 


sll o vain his wonder growes, 


Deep into thades the Painter Jeads them now + ; 
To hide their future deeds 5 then ftormes: ches: raife 
O’re Heavn’s fmooth: face, pecaufe their life does grow 


Too black 


a ftory forthe Heufe of Praife. 
66. 


A noble painted Vifion next appeals s gedio serene 
Where all Heav'n’s Frowns in diftant profpe& waltes © 
And nought ‘remains, but 4 fhort fhowre of Tears, — 
Shed, by ‘its pity, for Revenges paft, dtiael4 lk 
6 


7 

The World’s one fhip, from th’ old ‘toa new World bounds; . 
Fraighted with Life ( chief of uncertain Trades!) © 

After Five Moons at drift, lies now’ a ground 502 6 
Where her frail Stowage,' fhe’ in hafte unlades. 


| 8. 
On Perfian Cancafus the Eight defcend. 5 
And feem their trivial beings to deplore 5 


Griev d to 


begin 


And to behold 


Each humbled thus, 
As fellow Paflengers, and Heirs to breath 5” 
Joynt Tennants to the World, he not their Lord 5 

“Such likenefs have we in the Glafs of Death, 


shis- World in'th’ others end5 


wrack’a Nations on the Shore, » 


69. 
his Beafts led from aboard, 


FO 


Yet this humility begets their joys 


And taught, 


Was partial where i 


So ma 


that Heav’n ( which fully fin furveys) 


t did not quite deftroy 5 


de the whole World’s Dirge their fong of praife. 


71 


This firft redemption to another led; 513 
Kinder in deeds, and nobler in effects 

That but a few did refpit from the Dead, 
This all the Dead, from (econd Death protects, 


2. 


And know; loft Nature! tis refemblance was 
Thy franke Redeemer, in Afcenfion fhown ; 
When Hell he conquer’d in thy defp’rate caufe 5 
Hell, which before, Man’s common Grave was grown. 


ea be, ee: e 
By Pencills this was exquifitely wroughts « 
Rounded in all the Curious would behold 5 
Where life Came, ont, and Adet the Painters thought;: © 


The Force was texder, though the ftrokes were: bold. 
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Los 
The holy Mourners, who this Lord of life 
Afcending faw, did feem with him, to. rife; 
So well the Painter drew their paffions. ftrife, 
To follow ‘him with Bodies, as with Eyes: 


ie | 
This was the chief which in/ this: Temple, did 
By Pencils Rhetrique.; to, praife perfwade; 
Yet to the living here, compar’d, feems hid 5 
Who fhine all painted Glory into fhade. 
6. 


76. 

Lord Aftragon a Purple !Mantle,, wore, : 
Where Natures -ftory, was’ in Colours wrought 3 

And though her ancient Text feem’d dark before, 
‘Tis in this.pleafant Comment clearly. taught,’ 


77. 
Such various Flowry Wreaths th’ Affembly weare, 
As fhew’d them wifely proud of Nature's pride 3 
Which fo adorn’d them, that the courfeft here 
Did feem a profp'rous Eridestoom, or a Bride. 


| 78. 
All fhew’d as frefh, and faire, and innocent, 
As Virgins to their Lovers firft furvey 5 
Joy’d as the Spring, when March his fighs has {pent, 
And 4pril’s fweet rafh Teares are dry’d by May: 


79> 
And this confed’rate joy fo {well’d each Breaft, 
That joy would turn to pain without a vent 5 
Therefore their voices Heav’n’s renown expreft 5 
Though Tonguesne’r reach, what Mindesfo nobly meant, 
8 


O, 
Yet Mufick here, fhew’d all her Art’s high worth 5 
Whilft Virgin-Trebles, feem’d, with bafhfull grace, 
To call the bolder marry’d Tenor forth; 
Whofe Manly voice challeng’d the Giant Bafe, 
81 


To thefe the fwift foft Inftruments reply 5 
Whifp'ring for help to thofe whom winds infpires 
Whofe lowder Notes, to Neighb’ring Forrefts flie, ~ 
And fummon Nature’s Voluntary Quire. 


\ ' 2. 
Thefe Aftragon, by fecret skill had taught, 
To help, as if in artfull Confort bred; 
Who fung, as if by chance on him they thought, 
Whofe care their es merry Fathers Fed. 


a 
Hither, with borrow’d ftrength, Duke Gondébert 
Was brought, which now his rip’ning wounds allow; 
And high Heav’ns praife in mufick of the heart, 
. He inward fings, to pay a victors vow. 
8 


4. 
Praife, is devotion fit for mighty Minds! 
The diffring World’s agreeing Sacrifice 5 
Where Heav’n divided Faiths united findes+ 
But Pray’r in various difcord upward flies. 


For 
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R. 
For Pray'r the Ocean is, where diverflie 
Men fteer their Courfe, each to a fev’ral Coatt 5 
Where all our int’refts fo difcordant be, 
That half beg windes by which the reft are loft. 
86 


By Penitence, when we our {elves forfake, 
Tis but in wife defign on pitious Heav'n 5 
In Praife we nobly give, what God may take, 
And are without a Beggers blufh forgiv’n, 
8 


7: 
Its utmoft force, like Powder’s, 1s unknown! 
And though weak Kings excefs of Praife may fear, 
Yet when tis here, like Powder, dang’rous grown, — 
Heavn’s Vault receives, what would the Palace tear, 


Canto the Seventh. 


The ARGUMENT. 
The Dukes wifhid health in doubtfull worncide Affe? 5 


Who gets new wounds before the old are curd: 
Nature in Birtha, Art's weak help derides 3 

Which firives to mend, what it at beft but hides 5 
Shewes Nature's courfer works, fo bid, more courfe 
As Sin conceal'd, and unconfefs’d, growes worfe, 


I. 


Et none our Lombard Author rudely blame, 
Who from the Story lias thus long digreft 5 

But for his righteous paines, may-his fair Fame 
For ever travail, whilft his Afhes reft. 


‘ 26 2 thy 
Til could he leave Art’s Shop of Nature’s,Store 5 . 
Where fhe the hidden Soul would make more known; 


Though Common faith feeks Souls, .which is no more 


Then long Opinion to Religion grown. ©. . 


Be 
A while then let this fage Hiftorian ftay Aue 
With 4ffragon, till he new wounds reveales,. 


And fuch (though now the old are worn away) 


As Balm, nor juice of Pyrol, never heales. 


i iay 
‘To Aftragon, Heav'n for fucceffion gave 


One onely Pledge, and Bértha was her name 5 


Whofe Mother flept, where Flow’rs. grew on her Grave 5 


_And fhe fucceeded. her in Face, and Fame. 


, 5- 
Her beauty, Princes, durft not hope to ufe, 
Unlefs, like Poets, for their Morning Theam 5 


And her Mindes beauty they would rather chufe, © 


Which did the light in Beautie’s Lanthorn feem. ~ 


She ne’r faw Courts,. yet Courts could have undone 


VVith untaught looks, and an unpractis’d hearts 


Her Nets, the moft prepar’d, could never fhun 5 


For Nature fpread them. in the {corn of Art. 


- 7 
She never had in bufie Cities bins 
Ner warm’d with hopes, nor ere allay’d with fears 5 


Not feeing punifhment, could guefs no Sin 5 


_ And Sin not feeing, ner had. ufe. of tears, 
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But here her Fathers’s precepts gave her skill, 
Which with inceflant bufinefs. fill’d the Houres 5 
in (pring , the gather’d Blofloms for the Still, 
In Autumn, Berries 5 and in Summer, Flowers, 


9. 
And as kinde Nature with calm diligence 
Her own free vertue filently imploys, 
Whilft fhe, unheard, does rip’ning growth difpence, 
So were her vertues bufie without noife. 
TO. 
Whilft her great Miftris, Nature , thus fhe tends, 
The bufie Houthold waites. ‘no lefs on her 5 
By fecret Law, each: to her beauty bends 5 
Though all her lowly Minde to that prefer, 


Gracious and free):fhe breaks upon them. all . 

With Morning looks 5 and they when fhe does rife,» . 
Devoutly at her dawn in homage fall, 

And droop like Flowers, when Evening fhuts her Eyes. 


The footy Chymift. Cwho his fight-does wafte, 

re an lefler Fires). fhe pafling by,” 
Broke his lov'd Lymbick,, through enamour’d hafte, 

And let, like common Dew, th’ Elixer fy. =~ 

© gO LSE ts wee 

And here the-grey Philofophers refort, . 0... 

Who all to.her, like-crafty Courtiers, bows A 
Hoping for fecrets now in Nature's. Court 5. 

Which only the (her fav'rite Maid) can know. 


14. : 
Thefe, as the Lords of {cience, fhe refpeds, 

And with familiar Beams their age fhe chears 5 
Yet all thofe civil formes feem, but neglects 

To what the fhewes, when Aftragox apears. 

ais, . 

For as fhe once from him her being took, 

She hourly takes her Law 5 reads with fwift fight 
His will, even at the op’ning of his look, 

And fhews, by hafte, obedience her delight. 

16. , 

She makes ( when fhe at diftance to him bowes) 

His int’reft in her Mother’s beauty known 5 
For that’s th’ origizal whence her Copy growes 5 

And near Origizalls, Copys are not fhown. 


hd} | 
And he, with dear regard, her gifts does weare 
Of Flowers, which fhe in miftick order ties 5 
And with the facrificeof many’a teare 
Salutes her loyal Mother in her Eyes. 
18 


The juft Hiftorians, Bértha thus exprtefs 5 
And tell how by her. Syres Example taught, 
She ferv’d the wounded Duke in Life's diftrefs, 
And his fled Spirits back by Cordials brought. 
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19. 
Black melancholy Mifts, that fed difpair 
Through wounds long rage, with {prinkled Verwin cleer'd 5 
Strew’d Leaves of Willow to refrefh the air, 
And with rich Fumes his fullen: fences cheer’d, 
202 
He that had ferv’d great Love with rev’rend heart, 
In thefe old wounds, worfe wounds from him endures 5 
For Love, makes Birtha thift with Death, his Dart, 
And fhe kills fafter then her Father cures. 
on 
Her heedlefs innocence as little knew 
The wounds the gave, as thofe from Love the took; 
And Love lifts high each fecret Shaft he drew 5 
Which at their Stars he firft in triumph fhook ! 


22. 
Love he had lik’d, yet never lodg’d befores 
But findes him now a bold unquiet Gueft; 
Who climbes to windowes, when we fhut the Dore 5 
And enter’d , never lets the Mafter reft. 
33, 
So ftrange diforder, now ‘he pines for health, 
Makes him conceal this Reveller with  fhame 5 
She not the Robber knows, yet feeles the ftealth 5 
And never but in Songs had heard his name.’ 


| 24. ; 
Yet then it was, when fhe did {mile at Hearts 

Which Country Lovers wear in bleeding Seals 5 
Ask'd where his pretty Godhead found fuch Darts, 

As make thofe wounds that onely Hymez heals. 

F 4 256 
And this, her ancient Maid, with fharp complaints 
| Heard, and rebuk’ds fhook her experienc’d Head 3 
With teares befought her not to jeft at Saints, 

Nor mock thofe Martyrs, Love had Captive led. 

26 


Nor think the pious Poets e’re would wafte 

So many Teares in Ink, to make Maids mourn, 
If injur'd Lovers had in ages patte 

The lucky Mirtle, more then Willow worn, 


oy F 
This grave rebuke, Officious Memory 
Prefents to Birtha’s thought ; who now believ'd 
Such fighing Songs, as tell why Lovers dy, 
And prais’d their faith, ae wept, when Poets griev’d< 
28, 
She, full of inward queftions, walks alone, 
To take her heart afide in fecret Shade; 
But knocking at her Breaft, it feem’d, or gone, 
Or by confed’racte was ufelefs made 5 
29. 
Or elfe fome ftranger did ufurp its rooms 
One fo remote, and new in ev'ry thought, . 
As his.behaviour fhews him not at home3 
Nor the Guide fober that him thither brought. x 
R et 
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30. 
Yet with this forraign Heart, fhe does begin 
To treat of Love, her moft unftudy-d Theames 
And like young Confcienc’d Cafuifts, thinks that fin, 
Which will by talk and practife lawfull feeme. 
31. 
With open Eares, and eyer-waking Eyes, 
And flying Feet, Love's fire fhe from the fight 
Of all her Maids does carry, as from Spys 5 
Jealous, that what burns her, might give them light, 


32. 
Beneath a Mirtle Covert fhe does {pend 
In Maids, weak wifhes, her whole ftock of thought; 
Fond Maids! who love, ‘with Mindes fine {tuff would mend, 
Which Nature purpofely of Bodys wrought, 


c 33. 
She fafhions him fhe lov’d of Angels kinde 5 
Such as in holy Story were imploy’d 
To the firft Fathers, from :th’Eternal Minde 3 
And in fhort vifion onely are injoy’d. 


34- 
As Eagles then, when neareft Heav’n they flie, 
Of wild impoflibles:foon weary grow 5 
_ Feeling their bodies finde no reft fo high, 
And therefore pearch on Earthly things below : 


ane 
So now fhe yields; him fhe an Angel deem’d 
Shall be a Man; the Name which Virgins fear ; 
Yet the moft harmlefs to a’Maid he feem’d, 
That ever yet that fatal name ‘did bear, 


36. 
Soon her opinion of his hurtlefs heart, 
Affection turns to faith; and then loves fire 
To Heav'n, though bafhfully, fhe does impart; _ ense. alti A 
And to her Mother in the Heavnly Quite. 


37. 
It I do love, (faid fhe) that love (O Heav'n! ) 
Your own Difciple, Nature, bred in me; 
Why fhould | hide the paffion you have given, 
Or bluth to thew effects which you decree ? 
And you, my alter’d Mother (grown above ; 
Great Nature, which you read, and reverenc’d here) 
Chide not fuch kindnefs, as you once call-d Love, 
When you as mortal as my Father were. 


39» 

This faid, her foul into her Breaft retires! a 7 
With Love's vain diligence of heart fhe dreams 4 

Her felf into poffeffion of defires, 4 


And trufts unanchor’d Hope in fleeting Streams. 


O. 

Already thinks, the Duke Bee own fpous’d Lord, 
Cur'd, and again from bloody Battel brought 5 

Where all falfe Lovers perifh’d by his fword; 
The true to her for his protection fought, 


She 


I. 
She thinks, how her imagin’d Spoufe and the, 
So much from Heavn, may by her vertues gain 3 
That they by Time fhall ne’r o’retaken be, 
No more then Time himfelf is overta’ne, 


42. 
Or fhould he touch them as he by does pafs, 
Heav'n'’s favour may repay their Summers gone, 
And he fo mix their fand in a flow Glafs, 
That they fhall live, and not as Two, but Ove. | 


She thinks of Eden-life 5 and no rough winde, 
In their pacifique Sea fhall wrinkles make 5 
That ftill her lowlinefs fhall keep fim kinde, 
Her eares keep him afleep, her voice awake. 
44. 
She thinks, if ever anger in him {way. 
(The Youthful Warrior's moft excus'd difeafe) 
Such chance her Teares fhall calm, as {howres allay 
The accidental rage of Windes and Seas.. 


| 45. 
She thinks that Babes proceed ftom mingling Eyes; 
Or Heav’n from Neighbourhood inereafe allows, 
As Palm, and the Mamora fruGefiess 
Cr they are got, by clofle exchanging vows. 
6 


But come they (as fhe hears) from Mothers pain, 

( Which by th’ unlucky firft-Maids longing, proves 
A lafting curfe) yet that fhe will fuftain, 

So they be like this Heav’nly Man fhe loves, 


47. 
Thus to her felf in day-dreams Birtha talkes5 
The Duke (whofe wounds of war are healthful grown) 
To cure Love’s wounds, feeks Birtha where fhe walks; 
Whofe wandring Soul, feeks him to cure her own. 


48. 
Yet when her folitude he did invade, 
Shame (which in Maids is unexperienc'd fear) 
Taught her to with Night's help to make more fhade, 
That Love (which Maidsthink guilt)might not appear 


49- 
And fhe had fled him now, but that he came 
So like an aw’d, and conquer d Enemy, 
That he did feem offencelefs, as her fhame 3 
As if he but advane’d for leave to fly. 


50. 
Firft with a longing Sea-mans look he gazd, 

Who would ken Land, when Seas would him devour 5 
Or like a fearfull Scout, who ftands amazd 

To view the Foe, and multiplies their pow. 


cits 
Then all the knowledge which her Father had | 
He dreams in her, through purer Organs wrought; 
Whofe Soul (fince there more delicately clad) 


By lefler weight, mere active was in thought. 
ee And 
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De : 
And to that Soul thus fpake, with tremb’ling voice _ 
The world will be (O thou, the whole world’s Maid !) 
Since now tis old enough to make wife choice, 
Taught by thy minde, and by thy beauty {way'd, 


53. 
And Ia needlefs part of it, unlefs 
You think me for the whole a Delegate, 
To treat for what they want of your excefs, 
Vertue to ferve the univerfal State, 


54° 
Nature (our firft example, and our Queen, — ; 
Whofe Court this is, and you her Minton Maid) 
The World thinks now, is in her ficknefs feen, 
And that her noble influence is decay’d, 


55: 
And the Records fo worn of her firft Law, 
That Men, with Art’s hard thifts, read what is good3 
Becaufe your beauty many never faw, 
The Text by which your Minde is underftood, 


56. 
And I with the apoftate world fhould grow, 
From fov’raigne Nature, a revolted Slave, 
But that my lucky wounds brought me to know, 
How with their cure my ficker minde to fave. 


57: 
A minde ftill dwelling idly in mine Eyes, : 
Where it from outward pomp could ne’r abftain 4 
But even in beauty, coft of Courts did prife, 
And Nature, unaffifted, thought too plain, 
8 


58. 
Yet by your beauty now reform’d, I finde 
All other only currant by falfe light 5 
Or but vain Vifions of a feav’rifh minde5 
Too flight to ftand the teft of waking fight. 


And for my healthfull Minde (difeas'd before ) 
My love I pays; a gift you may difdain, 
Since Love to you, Men give not, but reftores 
As Rivers to the Sea pay back the Rain. 
6 


O. 
Yet Eaftern Kings, who all by birth poffe(s, 
Take gifts, as gifts, from vaffals of the Crowns 
So think in love, your property not lefs, 7 
By my kind giving what was firft your own. 
61. 
Lifted with Love, thus he with Lovers grace, 
And Love’s wilde wonder, fpakes and he was rais‘d 
So much with rev’rence of this learned place, 
That ftill he fear'd to injure all he prais’d, 
62. 


And fhe in love unpraétis'd and unread, 

(But for fome hints her Miftrefs, Nature, taught) 
Had it, till now, like grief with filence fed; 

For Love and grief are nourifh'd beft with thoughe, 


But 
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63. 

But this clofs Diet, Love endures not long; 

He mutt in fighs, or fpeech, take ayre abroad 3 
And thus, with his Interpreter, her Tongue, 

He ventures forth, though like a ftranger aw’d. 
64. 
She faid, thofe vertues now fhe highly needs, 

Which he fo artfully in her does praife, 
To check (fince vanity on praifes feeds) 

That pride which his authentick words may raife. 


65. . 

That if her Pray’rs, or care, did ought reftore 

Of abfent health, in his bemoan’d diftrefs ; 
She beg’d, he would approve her duty more, 

And fo commend her feeble vertue lefs. 

66. 

That the the payment he of love would make 

Lefs underftood, then yet the debt fhe knew 3 
But coynes unknown, {ufpitioufly we take, 

And debts, till manifeft, are never due. 


67. 
With bafhfull Looks fhe fought him to retire, 
Leaft the fharp Ayre fhould his new health invade; 
And as fhe fpake, fhe faw her rev’rend Syre 
Approach to feek her in her ufual fhade. 
60. 
To whom with filial homage fhe does bow : 
The Duke did firft at diftant duty ftand, 
But foon imbrac’d his knees; whil’ft he more low 
Does bend to him, and then reach’d Birtha’s hand. 


69. 
Her Face, o’recaft with thought, does {oon betray 
Th’ affembled fpirits, which his Eyes detet 
By her pale look, as by the Milkie way 
Men firft did the affembled Stars {ufpecé, 
70. 
—@r as a Pris‘ner, that in Prifon pines, 
Still at the utmoft window grieving lies 5 
Even fo her Soule, imprifon’d, fadly fhines, _ 
As if it watch’d for freedome at her Eyes ! 


742 
This guides him to her Pulfe, th’ Alarum Bell, 
Which waits the infurrections of defire; 
And rings fo faft, as if the Cittadell, 
Her newly conquer’d Breaft, were all on fire! 


72: 
Then on the Duke, he cafts a fhort furvay 3 
Whofe Veines, his Temples, with deep purple grace; 
Then Love's difpaire gives them a pale allay 5 
And fhifts the whole complexion of his Face. 


73° 
Nature’s wife Spy does onward with them walk 5 
And findes, each in the midft of thinking ftarts 5 
Breath’d fhort, and {wiftly in diforder’d talk, 
To cool, beneath Love’s Torrid Zone, their hearts. 
Wher 
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74. 
When all thefe Symptomes he obferv’d, he knowes 
~ From Alga, which is rooted deep in Seas; 
To the high Cedar that on Mountaines grows, 
No fov'raign hearb is found for their difeafe, 


75: 
He would not Nature's eldeft Law refift, 
As if wife Natures Law could be impure; 
But Birtha with indulgent Looks difmitt, 
And means to counfel, what he cannot cure, 
76. 
With mourning Gondibert he walks apart , 
To watch his Paffions force; who feems to bear 
By filent grief, Two Tyrants ore his Heart, 
Great Love, and his inferior Tyrant, Fear, 


77 
But Afragon fuch kind inquiries made, 
OF all which to his Art’s wife cares belong, 
As his fick filence ke does now diffwade, 
And midft Lov’s fears, gives courage to his Tongues 


a 4 . 
Then thus he fpake with Love's humility 5 tig 
~ Have pitty Father! and fince firft fo kinde, 
You would not let this worthlefs Bedy die, 
Vouchfafe more nobly to preferve my Minde! 


79+ 
A Minde fo ately lucky , as it here 
Has Vertues Mirror found, which does reflec 
Such blemifhes as Cuftom made it weare, 
But more authentick Nature does detect. 
80, 
A Minde long fick of Monarchs vain difeafe 5 
Not to be fill’d, becaufe with glory fed 5 
So bufie it condemn’d even War of eafe, 
And for their ufelefs reft defpis'd the Dead. 
SI. 
But fince it here has Vertue quiet found, 
It thinks (though Storms were with’d by it before) 
All fick at leaft at Sea, that {cape undrown’d, 
Whom Glory fefves ad ee. to leave the fhore, 
2 
All Vertue is to yours but fafhion now, 
Religion, Art; Internals are all gon, 
Or outward turn’d, to fatisfie with thow, 
Not God, but his inferiour Eye, the Sun. 
8 


And yet, though vertue be # fafhion fought, 
And now Religion rules by Art’s prais’d skill ; 
Fafhion is Vertue’s Mimmick; falfely taught 5 
And Art, but Nature’s Ape, which plays her ill. 
8 


4. : = 
To this bleft Houfe (great Nature’s Court.) all Courts Mi 
Compar’d, ate but dark Clofets for retreat ; 
Of private Mindes, Battels but Childrens {portss 
And onely fimple good, is folid great, 
Let 


+ sens 
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85. 
Let not the Minde, thus freed from Error’s Night, _ 
(Siace you repriev'd my Body frem the Grave) 
Perifh for being now in love with. light, 
But let your Vertue, Vertue’s Lover fave, 
86. 
Birtha I love; and who loves wifely fo, 
Steps far tow’rds all which Vertue can attain 3, 
But if we perith, whea tow’rds Heav’n we go, 
Then have I learnt that Vertue is in vain. 


ve 
And now his Heart (extracted through his Eyes — 
In Love’s Elixer, Tears) does foon fubdue 
Old 4ffragon; whofe pity, though made wife 
With Love's falfe Ejfewces, likes thefe as true, 
88 


The Duke he to a fecret Bowre does lead, 
Where he his Youths firft Story may attend; 

To guefs, ere he will let his love proceed, | 
By fuch a dawning, OY his day will end. 


9. 
~ For Vertue, though a rarely planted Flowre, . | 
Was in the feed by this wife Florift known 3 } 
Who could foretell, even in her fpringing houre, 
What colours fhe fhall wear when fully blown, 


CANTO 


BE ee 
Canto the Eighth. © 


The ARGUMENT. 


Birtha her firft unpradis’d Love bewailes, 
whilft Gondibert on Aftragon prevailes, 
By fhewing » high Ambition is of ufe, 

And Glory in the Good needs no excufe, 
Goltho a grief to Ulfinore reveales, 
whilft he a greater of his own conceales. 


I. 


b Irtha her griefs to her Apartment brought, 
Where all her Maids to Heav’n were us'd to raile 
® Their voices, whilft their bufie Fingers wrought 
) To deck the Altar of the Houfe of Praife. 

2 


But now fhe findes their Mufick turn’d to care 5 
; Their looks allay’d, like beauty overworn 5 
Silent and fad as with ring Fav’rites are, 

Who for their fick indulgent Monarch mourn. 


2 
Thula (the eldeft of this filenc’d Quire) 
When Birtha at this change aftonifh’d was, | 
With hafty whifper, begg’d her to retire 5 : 
And on her Knees, thus tells their forrows caufe. 


| 4. 
Forgive me fuch experience, as too foon, 
Shew’d me unlucky Love 3 by which I guefs 
How Maids are by their innocence undon, rk 
And trace thofe forrows that them firft opprefs. 


5. 
Forgive fach paflion as to fpeech perfwades, 
And to my Tongue my obfervation brought 5 
And then forgive my Tongue, which to your Maids, 
‘Too rafhly carry d, what Experience taught. 
6 | 


For fince I faw this wounded ftsanger here. 
Your inward mufick {till untun’d has been 5 
You who could need no hope, have learnt to fear, 
And praaig¢d grief, ere you did know to Sin. 


7a 
This being love, to Agatha I toid 5 
Did on her Tongue, as on ftill Death rely 5 
But winged Love, fhe was too young to hold, 
And, wanton-like, let it to others fly.. 


Love — 
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8. 
Love, who in whifper feap’d, did publick grow ; 
Which makes them now their time in filence walte; 
Makes their neglectected needles move fo flow, 
And through their Eies, their Hearts diflolve fo fafte. 


For oft, dire tales of Love tah fill’d their Heads; 
And while they doubt you in that Tyrant’s pow’r, 
The Spring (they think) may vifit Woods and Meads, 
But fcarce fhall hear a Bird, or fee a Flow’r, 


TO. 
Ah how (faid Birtha) fhali I dare confefle 
My griefs to thee, Love's rafh, impatient Spie ; 
Thou (Thulz) who didft run to tell thy gueffe, 
With fecrets known, wilt to confeffion flie, 
| II, 
But if I love this Prince, and have in Heav'n 
Made any Friends by vowes, you need not fear 
He will make good the feature, Heav’n has giv’n; 
And be as harmlefs as his looks appear. 


123 : 
Yet Ihave heard, that Men whom Maids think kinde, 
Calm, as forgiven Saints, at their Jaft Hour, 
Oft provelike Seas, inrag’d by ev'ry winde, 
And all to who their Bofoms truft, devour, 
13. 
Howe’re, Heav'n knows, (the. witnefs of the Minde) 
My heart bears Men no malice, nor efteems 
Young Princes of the common cruel kinde, 
Nor Love fo foul as it in Story feems. 


14. 
Yet if this Prince brought Love, what e’re it be, 
I muft fufpect, though I accufe it nots 
For fince he came, my medc’nal Hufwiffrie, 
Confections, and my Stills, are all forgot. 
5: 
Blofoms in windes, Berries in Frofts may. fall! 
And Flowers fink down in Rain! for I no more 
ShaJl Maids to woods, for early gath'rings call , 
Nor hafte to Gardens to prevent a fhowre. 
16. 
Then fhe retires 5 and now a lovely fhame 
That the reveal’d fo much, poffeff'd her Cheecks 5 
In a dark Lanthorn fhe would bear Love’s flame, 
To hide her felf, whilft fhe her Lover feeks. 
17 
And to that Lover let our Song return: 
Whofe Tale fo well was to her Father told, 
As the Philofopher did feem to mourn 
That Youth had reach’d fuch worth , and he fo old, 
Lo. ty 
Yet Birtha was fo precious in his Eies, 
__ And her dead Mother ftill fo neer his mind 
That farther yet he thus his prudence tries, 
Ere fuch a Pledg he. to his truft refign’d. 
ji S Whoe’re 
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19. 
Whoe're (faid he) in'thy firft {tory looks , 
Shall praife thy wife converfing with the Dead 5 
For with the Dead he lives, who is with Books, 
And in the Camp (Death’s moving Palace) bred. 


20. 
Wife Youth, in Books and Batails early findes 
What thoughtlefs lazy Men perceive too late 3 
Books fhew the utmoft conquefts of our Mindes , 
Batails, the beft of our lov’d Bodys fate. 


Qle 
Yet this great breeding, joyn’d with Kings high blood 
(Whole blood Ambition’s feaver -over-heats) 
May fpoile digeftion, which would elfe be good, 
As ftomachs are deprav'd with higheft Meats. 


22: | 
For though Books ferve as Diet of the Minde 5 
If Knowledg, early got, felf vallew breeds, 
By falfe digeftion it is turn’d to winde 5 
And what fhould nourifh, on the Eater feeds. 


225 4 
Though Wars great fhape beft educates the fight, 
And makes {mall foft’ning objects lefs our care 5 
Yet War, when urg’d for glory, more then right , 
Shews Victors but authentick Murd’rers are, 


24. } 
And T may fear that your Jaft Victories 
Where Glory’s Toyles, and you will illabide 
(Since with new Trophies ftill you fed your Eies) 
Thofe little objects which in Shades we hide. 


a5. 
Could you, in Fortunes Giles , foretell her frowns, 
Our old Foes flain, you would not hunt for new 
But Victors, after wreaths, pretend to Crowns3 
And fuch think Rhodalind their Valor’s due. 
26. 
To this the noble Gondibert replies 5 
Think not Ambition can my duty {way 5 
I look on Rhodalind with Subjects Eies , 
Whom he that conquers, muft in right obay. 


27. 
And though I humanly fevelierceniues 
All beauty lik’d, Inever lov’d till now 5 
Nor think a Crown can raife his value more, 
To whom already Heav'n does Love allow. 


28. 
Though, fince I gave the Huxns their laft defeat, 
I have the Lombards Enfignes onward led, . 
Ambition kindled not this Victor’s heat, 
But ’tis. a warmth my Fathers prudence bred. 


29. 
Who caft on more then Wolvith Man his Eie, 
Man’s neceflary hunger judg’d, and faw 
That caus’d not his devouring Maledy 5 
But like a wanton whelp he loves to gnaw. 


an Fleroick, Poem. 137 ‘ 


30% 
Man ftillis fick for pow’r, yet that difeafe 

Nature (whofe Law 1s temp’rance) ne’r infpires ; 
But ’tis a humor, which fond Man does pleafe, 

A luxury, fruition only tires. 


31, 
And as in perfons, fo ih publick States, 


The luft of Pow'r provokes to cruel Warre 5 
For wifeft Senates it intoxicates , 


And makes them vain, as fingle perfons are, 


Ove, 
Men into Nations it did firft divide ; 

Whilft place, fcarce diftant, gives them diff rent ftiles; 
Rivers, whofe breadth Inhabitants may ftride, 

Parts them as much as Continents, and Ifles, 


33. 
On equal, f{mooth, and undiftinguith’d Ground, 
The luft-of pow’r does liberty impair , 
And limits by a Border and a Bound, 
What was before as paflable as Air: 


| 34. 
Whilft change of Languages oft breeds a warre , 
(A change which Fafhion does as oft obtrude 
As womens dreffe) and oft Complexions are , 
And diffrent names, no lefs a caufe of feud. 


35° 
Since Men fo caufelefly themfelves devour 5 


(And hatft’ning ftill, their elfe too hafty Fates. 
A& but continu’d Maffacres for pow’r, ) 


My Father ment to chaftife Kings, and States. 


36. 
To overcome the world, till but one Crown 
And univerfal Neighbourhood he faw; 
Till all were rich by that allyance grown; 
And want no more fhould be the caufe of Law. 


37. 
‘One Family the world was firft defign'd; 
And though fome fighting Kings fo fever’d are, 
That they muft meet by help of Seas and Winde , 
Yet when they fight. ’tis but a civil warre. 


38, 
Nor could Religion’s heat, if one ruled all, 
To bloody War the unconcern’d allure ; 
And haften us from Earth, ere Age does call , 
Who are (alas) of Heav’n fo little fure. 


39+ i 
Religion, ne’r till divers Monarchys, 
Taught that almighty Heav’n needs Armys ayd 5 
But with contentious Kings fhe now complies, 
Who feem, for their own caufe, of God’s afraid. 


40. 
To joyn all fever’d Powr’s (which is to end 


The caufe of War) my Father onward fought; 
By War the Lombard Scepter to extend. 


Till peace were forc’d, where it was flowly fought, 
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AI: 

He loft in this attempt his laft dear blood 5 
And I (whom no remotenefs can deterr, 

If what feems difficult, be great and good) 
Thought his Example could not make me err. 


42, 
No place I merit in the Book of Fame! 
Whofe leaves are by the Greeks and Romans fill’d 5 
Yet I prefume to boaft, the knows my name, 
And fhe has heard to whom the Huzns did yield. 


43. 
But let not what fo needfully was done, 
Though ftill purfu’d, make you ambition feare 5 
For could I force all Monarchys to one, 
That Univerfal Crown 1 would not weare. 


44. 
He who does blindly foar at Rhodalind , 

Mounts like feel’d Doves, ftill higher from his eafe 3 
And in the luft of Empire he may finde, 

High Hope does better then Fruition pleafe, 


45- 
The Vittor’s folid recompence is reft 
And ’tis unjuft, that chiefs who pleafure fhunn , 
Toyling in Youth, fhould be in age oppreft 
With greater Toyles, by ruling what they wonn. 
6 


46. 
Here all reward of conqueft I would finde 5 
Leave fhining Thrones for Birtha in a fhades 
With Nature’s quiet wonders fill my minde 5 
And praife her moft, becaufe the Birtha made. 


47. 
Now Affragon (with joy fuffic'd) perceiv'd 
How nobly Heav'n for Birtha did provide 5 
Oft had he for her parted Mother griev'd , 
But can this joy, lefs ther that forrow hide. 
8 


4°. 
With teares, bids Gondibert to Heav'n’s Eie make 
All good within, as to the World he feems5 
And in gain’d Birtha then from Hymen take 
All youth can with, and all his age efteems. 


Strait to his lov’d Philofophers he hies , 
Who now at Nature’s Councel bufy are 

To trace new Lights, which fome eld Gazer {pies 
Whilft the Dukefeeks more bufily his Starre, 


fon 
But in her fearch, he is by ae ftay'd 5 . 
Who in a clofe dark Covert foldes his Armes $ 
His Eies with thoughts grow darker then that fhade, 
Such thoughts as yielding Breafts with ftudy warmes. 


Ty 

Fix’d to unheeded objet ; his Ete! 
His fences he calls in, as if t’improve 

By outward abfence, inward extacie, 
Such as makes Prophets, or is made by Love. 


Awake 


Ps Sea . 


MRNA, 
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Cee 
Awake (faid Gondibert) for now in vain 
Thou dream’tt of Sov’raignty, and War’s fucce(s 5 
Hope, nought has left, which Worth fhould with to gain ; 
And all Ambition is but Hope’s excefs. 


53- 
Bid all our Worthys to unarm, and reft! 
For they have nought to conquer worth their care; 
Ihave a Father’s right in Birtha’s Breatt , 
And that’s the peace for which the wife make warre, 


54: 
At this ftarts Goltho, like fome Army’s Chief, 
. Whom unintrench’d, a midnight Larum wakes; 
By pawfe then gave diforder'd fence relief, 
And this-teply with kindled paflion makes, 


55° 
What means my Prince to make fo low a boaft, 
Whofe merit may afpire to Rhodalind? 
For who could Birtha mifs if fhe were loft, 
That fhall by worth the others treafure find ? 
. 6 


56. 

When your high blood, and conquefts fhall fubmit 
To fuch mean joys, in this unminded fhade, 

Let Courts, without Heav’n’s Lamps, in darknefs fit, 
And War become the lowly Shepheard’s Trade. 


57. 
Birtha, (a harmlefs Country Ornament ! ) 
May be his Bride, that’s born himfelf to ferve 5 
But you muft pay that blood your Army {pent 5 
And wed that Empire which our wounds deferve. 


58. 
This brought the Duke’s fwift anger to his Eies 5 
Which his confid’rate Heart rebuk’d as fafte; 
He Goltho chid, in that he nought replies 5 
Leaves him, and Zirtha feeks with Lovers hafte. 


59. 
Now Goltho mourns, yet not that Bartha’s fairs 
Or that the Duke fhuns Empire for a Bride 5 
But that himfelf muft joyn love to defpairs 
Himfelf who loves her, and his love mutt hide. 


60: 
He curs’d that him the wounded hither brought 
From Ofwald’s Field, where though he wounds did {cape 
In tempting Death, and here no danger fought, 
Yet here meet worfe then Death in Beauty’s fhape, 
61. 
He was unus’d to love, as bred in warres 5 
And not till now for beauty leafure had; 
Yet bore Love’s load, as Youth bears other Cares 3 
Till new difpair makes Love’s old weight too fad. 
6 \ 


oF 
But Ulfizore, does hither aptly come, 
His fecond Breaft, in whom his griefs exceffe 
He may ebb out, where they. o’reflow at home 5 
Such griefs, as thus in Throngs for utt’rance prefs. i 
or- 
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63. 
Forgive me that fo falfly am thy Friend ! . 
No more our Hearts for kindnefs fhall conteft5 
Since mine I hourly on another {pend , 
And now imbrace thee with an empty Breft, 
64. 
Yet pard’ning me, you cancel Natur’s faults 
Who walks with her firft force in B/rtha’s fhape 5 
And when the fpreads the Net to have us caught, 
It were in youth prefumption to efcape. 


5, 
When Birtha’s grief fo comely did appear . 
Whilft the beheld our wounded Duk’s diftrefles 
Then firft my alter’d Heart began to fear, 
"Leaft too much Love fhould friendthip difpoffeffe 5 
66. 
But this whilft Uifvore with forrow hears , 
Him Goltho’s bufier forrow little heeds ; 
And though he could replie in fighs and tears, 
Yet governs both, and Goltho thus proceeds, 


‘To Love’s new dangers I have gone unarm’d 5 
I lack’d experience why to be affraid 5 
Was too unlearn’d to read whom Love had karm’d 3 
But have his willas Nature’s law obay’d. 
68. 
Th’ obedient and defenceleffe, fure, no law 
Afflicts, for law is'their defence, and pow'r 3 
Yet me, Loves fheep, whom rigour needs not aw, 
Wolf-Love, becaufe defencelefle, does devour : 
69. 
Gives me not time to perifh by degrees, 
But with difpair does me at once deftroy 5 
For none who Gondibert a Lover fees , 
_ Thinks he would love, but where he may enjoy- 


70. 
Birtha he loves; and I from Bartha fear 
Death that in rougher Figure I defpife! 
This Vlfinere did with diftemper hear , 
Yet with diffembled temp’rance thus replies, 
71. 
Ah Goltho ! who Love’s Feaver can aflwage? 
For though familiar feem that old difeafe 5 
Yet like Religion’s fit, when People rage, 
Few cure thofe evils which the Patient pleafe. 


72: : 
Natures Religion , Love, is ftill perverfe 5 
And no commerce with cold difcretion hath, 
For if Difcretion fpeak when Love is fierce , 
’Tis wav'd by Love, as Reafon is by Faith. 


As Gondibert \eft Goltho dilien te heard 
His Saint profan’d, as if fome Plague were nie 5 
So Goltho now leaves Vlfinore, and fear’d . 
To thare fuch veng’ance, if he did not flie. 


How 


<s 


nr res 
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74. 
How each at home o’re-rates his miferie, 
And thinks that all are mufical abroad, 
Unfetter’d as the Windes, whilft onely he 
Of all the glad and licens’d world is aw’d? 


75. 
And as Cag’d Birds are by the Fowler fet 
' To call in. more, whilft thofe that taken be, 
May think (though they are Pris’ners in the Net) 
Th’ incag’d, becaufe they fing, fometimes are free. - 
6 


76. 
So Goltho (who by Ulfinore was brought 
Here where he firft Love’s dangers did perceive 
In Beauty's Field) thinks though himfelf was caught, 
_. Th’ inviter fafe, becaufe not heard to grieve. 


| Ae 
But Uifixere (whom Neighbourhood led here) 
Impreflions took before from Birtha’s fight 5 
Ideas which in filence hidden were S io 
As Heav'n’s defignes before the birth of Light. 


78. . 
This from his Father Ulfiz he did hide, . 
Who, ftritt to Youth, would not permit the be 
Reward of worth, the Bofome of a Bride, 
Should be but after Vertuous toyles poffeft, 


ie kon Wee 
For Ulfzore (in blooming honor yet ) ap 
Though he had learnt the count’nance of the Foe, 
And though his courage could dull Armys whet, ; 
The care o’'re Crouds, nor Condu& could not know 3» 
; So. 
Nor varie Batails fhapes in the Foes views ; 
But now in fotraigne Fields meanes to improve 
His early Arts, to what his Father knew, 
That merit fo might get him leave to love. 


St. 
Till then, check’d paffion, thall not venture forth : 
And now retires with a diforder’d Heart; ar 
Griev'd, leaft his Rival thould by early’r worth — , 
Get Love’s reward, ere he can gain defert, 


2, 
But {top we here, like thofe who day-light lack; 
Or as mifguided Travailers that rove, 
Ott finde their way by going fomewhat back ; 
So let’s return, thou ill Conductor Love ! 


Faces 
Thy little wanton Godhead as my Guide 
»_T have attended many’a winter night 5 
To feek whom Time for honor’s fake would. hide, 
Since in mine age fought by a wafted light : 
3 


4. 
But ere my remnant of Life’s Lamp be fpent, 
Whilft I in Lab’rinths ftray among{t the Dead; 
T mean to recollect the paths I went , 


And judge from thence the fteps I am to tread. a 
y 


£ 
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85. 
Thy walk (though as a common Deitie 
The Croud does follow thee ) mifterious grows 
For Rhodalind may now clofs Mourner die, 
Since Gondibert, too late, her forrow knows. 
Young Hurgonil above dear light prefers 
Calm Orna , who his higheft Love outloves 5 
Yet envious Clouds in Lombard Regifters 
O’recaft their Morn, nage ere their Evening proves. 
7s 
For fatal Laura, trufty Tybalt pines 5 
For haughty Gartha, fubtle Hermegild 5 
Whilft fhe her beauty, youth, and birth declines 3 
And as to Fate, does to Ambition yield; 


Great Gondibert, to bathful Birtha bends 5 

Whom fhe adores like Vertue in a Throne; 
Whilft Vifinore and Goltho (late vow'd Friends 

By him) are now his fires and their owne, 


Through ways thus intricate to Lovers Urnes, 
Thou lead’{t me Love, to fhew thy Trophies paft 5 
Where Time (Jef cruel then thy Godhead) mournes 
In ruines which thy pride would have to laft. 
O 


go. 
Where I on Lombard Monuments have read 
Old Lovers names, and their fam'd Afhes {py'd 5 
But lefS can learn by knowing they are dead, 
And fuch their Tombes3 then how they liv’d, and dy'd, 


gt. 
To Paphos flie ! and leave me fullen here ! 

This Lamp ‘hall light me to Records| which give 
To future Youth, fo juft a caufe of feare, 

That it will Valor feem to dare to live! 


The End of the Second Book. 
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during 


Canto the Firft 


The ARGUMENT. 


The People, left by Gartha, leave to mourn 5 
And worfhip Hermegild for her return. 

The wounded Hurgonil by Orna cur’d 5 

Their loyal loves by marriage plight afjur'd. 
In Laura’s hafty change, Love's pow'r appears, 


And Tybalt feeks the kindnefs which he fears. 
I. 


Hen fad Verona {aw in Gartha’s fhape 

Departed Peace brought back,the Court they prais'd 5 
And feem’d fo joy’d as Cities which efcape 

A fiege,that by their own brave Sallies rais'd, 


2. 
And Hermegild, to make her triumph long, 
Through all the ftreets his Chariot flowly drove 5 
Whilft the endures the kindnefs of the Throng, 
Though rude, as was their rage, is now their love, 


; 3. 
On Hermegild ( fo longingly defir’d 
From Hubert’s Camp) with Childifh Eyes they gaze 3 
They worthip now, what late they but admir’d, 
And all his Arts to mighty Magick raife. 


| i 
On-both they fuch abundant Bleffings throw, __ 
As if thofe num’rous Priefts who here refide, 
(Loath to out-live this joy) affembled now 
In hafte to blefs the Laytie ere they dyde. 


g. 
Thus dignify’d, and Crown’d through all the Streets 
To Court they comes where them wife sribert 
Not weakly with a publick paffion meets 5 
But in his open’d Face conceal’d his heart. . 
6 


With mod’rate joy he took this Pledge of Peace, 
Becaufe great joys infer to judging eyes 
The minde diftrefs'd before; and in diftrefs, 


Thrones; which are jealous Forts, think all are Spies. 
T Yet 
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a 
Yet, by degrees, a Soul delighted fhowes 
- To Gartha, whom he leads to Rhodalind 5 
And foon to Hermegild as artlefs grows 
As Maids, and like fuccefsful Lovers kind. 


8. : 
And RhodMind, though bred to daily fight 
Of Courts feign’d Faces, and pretended hearts, 
(In which difguifes Courts take no delight, 
But little mifchiefs fhun by little Arts, ) 


Qs 
She, when fhe Gartha faw, no kindnefs feign’d 5 
But faithfully her former rage excus'd 5 
For now the others forrows entertain’d, 
As if to love, a Maid’s firft forrow ufd, 


10. 
Yet did her firft with cautious gladnefs meet; 
Then foon from grave refpec to fondnels grew 5 
To kiffes in their tafte and odour {weet, 
As Hybla Hony, or Arabian Dew. 
11, 
And Gartha like an Eaftern Monarch’s Bride, 
This publick love with bafhful homage took 5 
For fhe had learn’d from Hermegild to hide. 
A rifing Heart, behind a falling Look. 
12. 
Thus, mask’d with meeknefs, fhe does much intreat 
A pardon for that Storm her forrow rais‘d 5 
Which Rhodalind more fues fhe would forget, 
Unlefs to have fo juft a forrow prais‘d, 


rie 
Soon is this joy through all the Court difpers’d5 
So high they value peace, who daily are 
In Prides invafions, private faction, vers'd 5 
The fmall, but fruitful feed of publick warre. 


14. 
Whilft thus fweet Peace had others joys affur'd, _ 
Orna with hopes of {weeter Love was pleas’d 5 
For of war's wounds brave Hargonil was cur’d 
And thofe of love, which deeper reach’d,were eas‘d. 
15. 
In both thefe cures her Sov’raign help appears, 
Since as her double Patient he receiv’d. 
For bloody wounds, Balm, from her precious tears, 
And bloodlefs wounds of love her vowes reliev'd. 
16. 
She let no med’cinal Flow’r in quiet grow, 
j No Art lie hid) nor Artift eafe his thought, 
No Fane be fhut, no Prieft from Altars goe, 
Nor in Heav’n’s Quire no Saint remain unfoughte, 
17: 
Nor more her Eyes could eafe of fleep efteem 
Then fleep can the world’s Eye, the Sun, conceals 
Nor breath’d the but in vows to Heav'n, or him, 
Till Heav’n, and fhe, his diffrent wounds did heal, 
But 
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18, 
Butnow fhe needs thofe ayds fhe did difpence 5 
Fot fearce her cures were on him perfed grown, 
E’re fhame afflids her for that diligence, 
Which Love had in her fits of pitty thown, 


9¢ 
When fhe (though made of cautious bafhfulnes ) 
Whilft him in wounds a finarting Feaver burn’d, 
Invok’d remoteft aydes to his redrefs, 
And with a loud ungovern’d kindnefs mourn’d. 


20. | 
When o’re him then, whilft parting life She ru’d, ; 
Her kiffes fafter (though unknown before) 
Then Bloffomes fall on parting Spring, the ftrew'd3 
. Then Bloffomes fweeter, and in number more. 
ar 
But now when from her bufie Maid fhe knew 
How wildly Grief had led her Love abroad, 
Unmask’d to all, fhe her own Pris‘ner grew 5 
By fhame, a Virgin’s Native Confcience, aw’d, 


22. 
With undire&ted Eyes which carelefs rove, 
With thoughts too fingly to her felf confin’d, 
She blufhing, ftarts at her remember'd love, 
And grieves the world had, Eyes, when that was blind, 


23, 
Sad darknefs, which does other Virgins fright, 
Now boldly and alone, fhe entertain‘d ; 
And fhuns her Lover, like the Traytor, light, 
Till he her curtains drew, and thus complain’d. 


24. 
Why, bafhfufl Maid, will you your beauty hide 
Becaufe your fairer Mind, your Love, is known? 
So Jewellers conceal with artfull pride 
Their fecond wealth, after the beft is fhown: 


a5: 
Yn pitty’s paffion you unvail’d your Minde; 
Let him not fall, whom you did help to climbe; 
Nor feem by being bafhful, fo unkinde 
As if you think your pitty was a ctime, 


26. 
O ufelefs fhame! Officious bafhfulnefs ! 
Vertues vain figne, which onely there appears 
Where Vertue grows erroneous by excefs, | 
And thapes more fins, then frighted Confcience fears. 
27. 
Your Blufhes, which to meer complexion gtow, 
You muft as nature, not as vertue own; 
And for your open’d Love, you but bluth fo 
As guiltlefs Rofes bluth that they are blown, 
8 


28. 
As well the Morn (whofe Effence Poets niade, 
And gave her bafhful Eyes) we may believe 
Does bluth for what fhe fees through Nights thin thade, 
As that you can for love difcover'd grieve. . 
Tia Arife ! 
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29. 
~\ Arife! and all the Flowers of ev'ry Mead ; 
(Which weeping through your Stills my health reftor‘d) 
Bring to the Temple to adorn your Head, 7 
And there where you did worlhip, be ador’d; 


30. 
This with a low regard (but voice raisd high = 
By joys of Love) he fpake; and not lefs kinde 
Was now (ent’ring with native harmony, 
Like forward {pring), the blooming Rhodalind, 
pean 31. , 
“Like Summer, goodly Gartha, fully blown 3 
Laura, like Autumn, with as ripe a looks 
But fhew'd, by fome chill griefs, her Sun was gon, 
Arnold, from whom fhe Life’s fhort glory took. 
2, : 
Like Winter, Hermegild, yet not fo gray 
And cold, but that his fathion feem’d to boaft, 
That even weak Winter is allow’d fome day, 
And the Ayre cleer, and healthfull in a Froft. 


33° . 
All thefe, and Tybalt too (unlefs a Spy 
He be, watching who thrives in Layra’s fight) 
Came hither, as in kinde confpiracy, 
To haften Orva to her marriage: plight. 


34. 
And now the Priefts prepare for this high vow 
All Rites, that to their Lawes can add a grace3 
To which the fequent knot they not allow, 
Till a {pent Morn recovers all her Face. ty 


35: 
And now the Streets like Sumnier Meads appear! 
For with fweet ftrewings Maids left Gardens bare, 
As Lovers with their {weeter: Bofomes were, 
When hid unkindly by difhevel’d Haire, 
6 


36. 
And Orza now (importun’d to poflefs 
Her long with’d joys) breaks through her bluthes fo 
As the fair Morn breaks through her rofynefs3 
And from a like guilt did their blufhes grow. 


37: 
She thinks her Love’s high ficknefs now appears 
A fit fo weak, as does no med’cine needs * 
So foon fociety can cure thofe feares | 
On which the Coward, Solitude, does feed, 


38, 
They with united joy bleft Hurgonil 
And Orza to the facred Temple bring 5 
Whilft all the Court in triumph fhew their Skill, . 
As if long bred by a triumphant King. 4 


39+ 
Such dayes of joy, before the marriage day, 
The Lombards long by cuftome had embrac't 5 
Cuftom, which all, rather then Law obey, 


Fer Lawes by force, Cuftomes, by pleafure laft. j 
i An 
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40. 
And wifely Ancients by this needfull {nare 
OF gilded joys, did hide fuch bitternefs 
As moft in marriage {wallow with that care, 
Which bafhfully the wife will ne’r confefs. 


4. 
‘Tis State(mens mufick, who States Fowlers be, 
And finging Birds, to catch the wilder, fet 5 
So bring in more to tame fociety 5 
For wedlock, to the wilde, is the States Nets 


42, 3 
And this loud joy, before the marriage Rites, 
Like Battails Mufick which to fights prepare; 
Many to ftrife and fad fuccefs invites 5 
For marriage is too oft but civil Warr. 


43- 
A truth too amply known to thofe who read | 
Great Hymen’s Roless though he from Lovers Eyes 
Hides his moft Tragick ftories of the Dead, : 
Leaft all, like Goths , fhould ‘gainft his Temples rife. 


| 44. 
And thou (what ere thou art, who doft perchance 
With a hot Reader's hafte, this Song puriue) 
Mayft finde, too foon, thou doft too tar advance, 
And with it all unread, or elfe untrue, 


45° ; | 
For it is fung (though by a mourning: voice!) 
That in the Ides before thefe Lovers had, 
With Hymens publick hand, confirm’d their choice, 
A cruel prattife did their peace invade, 
4.6 


' | 40s 

For Hermegildy too ftudioufly forefaw q 

; The Counts allyance with the Duke’s high blood, 
Might from the Lombards fuch affection draw, 

As could by Hubert never be with{tood. 


47. 
- And he in hafte with Gartha does retire, 
Where thus his Breaft he opens to prevent; 
That Hymen’s hallow'd Torch may not take fire, 
When all thefe leffer lights of joy are {pent. 
8 


48. 
High Heaven (from whofe beft Lights your beauty grows; 
Born high, as higheft Mindes) preferve you {till 
From fuch, who then appear refiftlefs Foes, ) 
When they allyance joynto Armes and Skill ! 


49- 
Moft by conjun@ion Planets harmfull are; 
So Rivers joyning overflow the Land, 
And Forces joyn’d make that deftrudtive warte ,. 
Which elfe our common conduct may withftand, 


50. 
Their Knees to Hurgonil the People bow 
And worfhip Orva in her Brothers right 5 
They muft be fever’d, or like Palms will grow, 
Which planted near, out-climbe their native height. 
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51. 
As Windes, whofe violence ott-does all art, 
; A&@ all unfeen; fo we as fecretly 
Thefe Branches of that Cedar Goudibert 
Mutt force till his deep Root in rifing dy« 


et 
If we make noife whilft our deep workings laft, 
Such rumour through thick Towns unheeded flies , 
As winds through woods, and we (our great work pat) 
Like winds will filence Tongues, and {cape from Eyes. 


53: 
E're this dark leffon the was clearer taught, 
His enter’d Slaves place at her rev’renc’d Feet 
A fpacious Cabinet, with all things fraught, 
Which feem’d for wearing artful, rich, and {weet 


54° 
With leifurely delight, the by degrees 
Lifts ev'ry Till, does ev'ry Drawer draw 5 
But nought which to her Sex belongs the feéss 
And for the Male all nice adornments faw, 


55° 
This feem’d to breed fome ftrangenefs in her Eyes 3 
Which like a wanton wonder there began; 
But ftrait the in the Lower Clofet {pies 
Th’ accomplifh’d drefs, and Garments of a Maa. 


56. 
Then ftarting, the her Hand fhrunk nicely back s ) 
As if fhe had been ftung, or that fhe fear’d 
This Garment was the skin of that old Snake. 
Which at the fatal Tree like Mam appear’d. 


57° 
Th’ ambitious Maid at fcornfull diftance flood 5 
And bravely feem’d of Love's low vices frees 
Though vicious in her minde, not im her blood : 
Ambition is the Mindes immodeftie ! 


58, 
He knew great mindes diforder’d by miftake, 
Defend through pride, the errors they repent 3 
And with a Lovers fearfulnefs he fpake 
Thus humbly, that extremes he might prevent, 


59- 

How ill (delightful Maid!) thall I deferve 
My Life’s Jaft flame, fed by your beauty’s fire, 

If I thall vex your vertues, that preferve — 
Others weak vertues, which would elfe expire, 


60. 
How, more then death, fhall I my life defpife, 
When your fear’d frowns, make me your fervice fear5 
When I faarce dare to fay, that the difguife 
You fhrink to fee, you muft vouchfafe to wear. 
61, 
So rude a Law your int'reft will impofe < 
And folid int’reft muft not yield to fhame : 
Vain fhame, which fears you fhould fuch honor lofe 
As lafts but by intelligence with Fame, 
Number, 
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62, 
Number, which makes opinion Law, can turn 
This fhape to fafhion, which you fcorn to ufe, 
Becaufe not by your Sex as fafhion worn 5 
And fafhion is but that which Numbers chufe, 


3° | 
If you approve what Numbers lawful think, 
Be bold, for Number cancels bathfulnefs ; 
Extremes, from which a King would bluthing fhrink, 
Unbluthing Senates a& as no excefs. 


54. 
Thus he his thoughts (the picture of his minde) 
By a dark Vayle to fudden fight deny’d; 
That fhe might prife, what feem’d fo hard to finde 5 
For Curtains promife worth in what they hide. 
6 


5: 
He faid her Manhood would not ftrange appear 
In Court, where all the fafhion is difguife 5 
Where Méa/fgucrades are ferious all the year 5 ) 
None known but ftrangers, nor fecure but Spies. 
66 


All rules he reads of living great in Courts , 
Which:fome the Art of wife diflembling call; 

For Pow’r (born to have Foes) much weight fupports 
By their falfe ftrength who thruft to make it fall, 


67. 
He bids her wear her beauty free as light 5 
By Eares as open be to all endeer’d 5. 
For the unthinking Croud judge by their fights 
And feem half eassd, when they are fully heard. 
68. 
He fhuts her Breaft even from familiar Eyes; 
For he who fecrets (Pow’r’s chief Treafure) {pends 
To purchafe Friendfhip, friendfhip dearly buys: 
Since Pow’r feeks great Confed’rates, more then Friends. 


9- : 
And now with Councels more particular,’ - 
He taught her how to wear tow’rdes Rhodalind 
Her looks 5 which of the Minde falfe pictures are; 
And then how Orza may believe her kinde. 


70, 
How Laura too may be ( whofe prattis’d Eyes 
Can more dete& the fhape of forward love) 
By treaty caught, though not by a furprifes 
Whofe aid would precious to her fa@ion prove, 


vA . 
But here he ends his Leéure, for he fpy’d 
_ (Adorn’d, as if to grace Magnifique Feafts) 
Bright Rhodalind, with the elected Bride; 
And with the Bride; all her {elected Guetts. 


ie 

They Gartha in their civil pity fought 5 

Whom they in midft of triumphs mift, and feare 
Leaft her full Breaft: (with Awberts forrows fraught) 


She, like a Mourner, came to empty here, i 
ut 
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73° 
But fhe, and Hermegild, are wilde with haft, 
As Traytors are whom Vifitants furprifes 


Decyph’ring that which fearfully they caft 


In fome dark place, where viler Treafon lies. 


74 
So open they the fatal Cabinet, ) 
To fhut things flighter with the Confequent 5 
Then foon their rally’d looks in pofture fet 5 
And boldly with them to their triumphs went. 


beh Gok 
Tybalt, who Laura gravely ever led, 
With ceafelefs whifpers laggs behinde the Train 5 
Trys, fince her wary Governour is dead, 
How the fair Fort. he Pel by Treaty gain. 


76. 
For now unhappy Arnold the forfakes ; 
Yet is he bleft that the does various prove, 
When his {pent heart for no unkindnefs akes3 
Since from the light as fever’d as from Love. 


he 
Yet as in ftorms and ficknefs newly gon, 
Some Clouds a while, and ftrokes of faintnefs lafts 
So, in her brow, fo much of grief 1s fhown, 
As fhews a Tempeft, or a ficknefs patt. 


8. 
But him no more with fuch Tad Eyes the feeks, 
As even at Feafts would make old Tyrants weep; 
Nor more attempts to wake him with fuch’ fhreeks, 
As threatned all where Death's deaf Prifners fleep. 


79: 
Hugo and him, as Leaders now fhe names, 
Not much as Lovers does their fame approve 5 
Nor hef own fate, but chance of battel blames 5 
As if they dy’d for honor, not for love. 
| 8 


| 0. 
This Tybalt faw, and findes that the turn’d Stream 
Came fairly flowing to refrefh his heart; 
Yet could he not forget the kinde efteem 
She lately had of Arzold’s high defert. 
81. 


Nor does it often fcape his memory, 
How gravely he had vowd, that if her Eyes, 
After fuch Showres of Love, were quickly drie, 


He would them more then Lamps in Tombs defpife, 
8 


2. 
And whilft he watchd like an induftrious Spy 
Her Sexes changes, and revolts of youths 
He ftill reviv’d this vow as folemnly, 
As Senates Count’nance Laws, or Synods, Truth, 
8 


But Men are frail, more Glatt then Women are! 
Tybalt, who with a ftay’d judicious’ heart 

Would love, grows vain amidft his graveft care: 
Love free by nature, {corns the Bonds.of Art! 


Laura 
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84. 
Laura (whofe Fort he by approach would gain) 
| With a weak figh blows up his Mine, and Smiles 5 
Gives fire but with her Eye, and he is flain 5 
Or treats, and with a whifper him beguiles. 
85 
Nor force of Arms or Arts (O Love!) endures 
Thy mightynefs; and fince we muft difcern 
Difeafes fully e’re we ftudy cures 5 
And our own force Eyouey weaknefs learn 3 
6. 


Let me to Courts and Camps thy Agent be, 
Where all their weaknefs and difeafes {pring 

_ From their not knowing, and not hon’ring thee 

In thofe, who Nature in thy triumphs fing. 


u CANTO 


15% 


Canto the Second. 


The ARGUMENT. 


whilft Birtha and the Duke their joyes perfue 

In conqu'ring Love , Fate does them both fabdue 

With irinmphs, which from Court young Orgo brought 3 
And have in Goltho greater triumphs wrought : 
Whofe hopes the quiet Ulfinore does bear 

With patience feign'd, and with a hidder fear. 


I. 


He profp’rous Gondibert from Birtha gains 
All bafhful plights a Maids firft bounties gives 
Faft vows,which binde Love’s Captives more then 
Yet free Love’s Saints in chofen bondage live, 


Pues 
Few were the dayes, and fwiftly feem’d to wafte, 
Which thus he in his mindes fruition fpent 5 
Andleaft fome envious Cloud fhould overcaft 
His Love's fair Morn, oft to his Camp he fent 5 


3° 
To Bergamo, where ftill intrenched were 
Thofe Youth, whom firft his Father’s Army bred 5 
Who ill the rumor of his wounds did bear, 
Though he that gave them, of his own be dead. 


4. 
And worfe thofe haughty threat’nings they abhor, 
Which Fame from Brefcia’s ancient Fighters brought 5 
Vain Fame, the Peoples trufted Orator, 
Whofe {peech (too fluent) their miftakes has wrought, 


Rs 
~Oft Goltho with his temp’rate Councels went, 
To quench whom Fame to dang’rous fury warm'd 5 
Till temp’rately his dangers they refent, . 
And think him fafeft in their patience arm’d. 
6. 
And fafe now is his love, as love could be, 
If all the World like old Arcadia were5 
Honor the Monarch, and all Lovers free 
From jealoufie, as {afety is from fear, 


And Birtha’s heart does to hig civil Breaft 

As much for eafe and. peace, as fafety eome 5 
For there ’tis ferv’d and treated as a Guett, 

But watch’dy and taught, and often chid at home. 


Like 
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8. 
"Like great and good Confed’rates, whofe defigne 
Invades not others but fecures their own, 
So they in juft and vertuous hopes combine, 
And are, like new Confed’rates, bufie grown. 


) Gara xO 
With whifper earneft, and now grave with thoughts 
_. | They walk confulting, ftanding they debate 5 
And then feek fhades, where they in vaine are fought, 
By fervants who intrude and think they waite. 
: 10. 
In this great League, their moft important care 
Was to difpatch their Rites; yet fo provide, 
That all the Court might think them free as ayre, 
When faft as faith, they were by Hymen ty’d, 
ae 


1, 
For if the King ({aid he) our love furprife, 
His ftormy rage will it rebellion call 5 
Who claims to chufe the Brides of his Allys5 
And in that ftorm our joys in blof{fome fall. 
: 12. 
Our love, your cautious Father onely knowes 
(On whofe fafe prudence, Senates may depend) 
- And Goltho, who to time few reck’nings owes, 
Yet can difcharge all duties of a Friend. 
13. 
Such was his minde, and hers (more bufy) fhows 
That bonds of love doe make her longer faft 
*Then Hymen’s knot, as plain Religion does, - 
Longer then Rites ( Religion’s fafhions:) laft. 
14, 
~ That her difcretion fomewhat does appeare, 9 
Since fhe can Love, her minds chief beauty, hides 
Which never farther went then Thula’s Eare, 
Who had (alafs) but for that fecret di'de. 


15; 
That the already had aifeuites fram’d,, Wises 
And fought out Caves whtre the»might clofs refide 5 
As being, nor unwilling nor afham’d 
To live his Captive, fo fhe die: his Bride. 
16 


Full of themfelves, delight them onward leads, 
Where in the Front was to remoter view 
Exalted Hills, and neerer proftrate Meads, 
With Forrefts flanck’d, where fhade to darknefs grew. 


17- . 
Beneath that fhade, Two Rivers flily fteal, 
Through narrow walks, to vvider Adice, 
VVho fwallows both, till proudly the does {well, 
And hafts to fhew her beauty to the Sea, 
8 


10. 

And here, whilft forth he fends his ranging Eie, 
Orgo he {piess who plies the fpur fo faft, 

As if with nevves of Vidtry he vvould flie 


To leave {vvift Fame behinde him by his hatte. 
| U 2 if 


I 
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19 


IE (faid the Duke}. becaufe this Boy is come 


I fecond gladnefs fhew, doe not fuppofe _ 
I fpread my Breaft to give new Comforts roome, 


That were to welcome rain where Nylus flowes. . 


20. 
Though the unripe appearance of a Page 
For weighty truft, may render tim too weak, 
Yet this is he, who more then cautious Age, 
Or like calm Death, will bury what we fpeak. 
25. 
This, Birtha, isthe Boy, whole skillefs face 
Is fafe from jealoufie of oldeft {pies 5 
In. whom, by whiiper, we from diftant place 
May meet, or wink our meaning to his Eyes, 
| a3. : 
More had he faid to gain him her efteem, 
But Orgo enters {peechlefs with his Speed ; 
And by his looks more full of hatte did feem, 
Then when his fpurs provok’d his flying fteed. 
3 | 


a: 
And with his firft recover’d breath he cryess 


Hayle my lov’d Lord; whom Fame does vallue fo, 


That when fhe fwift with your fucceffes flies, 
- She feares to wrong the World in being flow. 
QA 
I bring you more then tafts of Fortune's love, 
Yet am afraid Perr, in having dar‘d 
To think ‘her favours could your gladnefs move 5 


Who have more worth then Fortune can reward, 


25. 
The Duke, with {miles, forewarns his hafty Tongue 5 


As loath he fhould proceed in telling more 35 
Kindly afraid to do his kindnefs wrong, . 
By hearing what he thought he knew before: 


. 26. 
Thy diligence (faid he) is high deferts 
It does in youth fupply defects of skil ; 
And is of duty the moft ufeful part 5 
Yet art thou now but flow to Hargozil, 


“O97, 
Who hither by the Moons imperfeé light 
Came and return’d, without the help of day, 
To tell me he has Orna’s Virgin plight, 
And that their nuptials for my prefence ftay. 
8 


28. 
Orgo reply'd, though that a triumph be 
_ Where all falfe Lovers are, like favage Kings, 
Led Captive after Love's great Victory, 
It does but promife what your triumph brings. 


29. 
It was the Eve to this your Holy-day ! 
And now Veroza Miftrifs does appear 
Of Lombardy; and all the Flowers which Afay 
Ere wore, does as the Counitrie’s favours wear. 


The 
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at Re, 30. 
The weary Eccho from the Hills makes haftes 
Vex’d that the Bells {till call for-her replies 
When they fo many are, and ring fo fafte ; 
Yet. oft are filenc’d by the Peoples cries : 
31. 
Who fend to Heav'n the name of Rhodalind, 
And then Duke Gozdibert as high they raife, 
To both with all their publick paffion kinde, 
If kindnefs thine in wifhes and in praife. 
39. 
The King this day made your adoption known, 
Proclaim’d you to the Empire next ally’d, 
As heir to all his Conquefts and his Crown, 
For royal Rhedalind muft be your Bride. 


35° 
Not all the dangers valor findes in war, 
Love meets in Courts, or pride to Courts procures, 
When fick with peace they hot in fadtion are, 
’ Can make fuch fears as now the Duke endures. 


34. 
Nor all thofe feats which ev'ry Maid has found, 
, On whofe firlk Guards, Love by furprifes fteals, 
(Whole fightlefs Arrow makes a curelefs wound) 
Are like to this which doubtful Birtha feels. 


ape Ey 
He from his looks wild wonder ftrives to chace s 
Strives more to teach his Manhood to refift 
Death in her-Eyes ; and then with all the grace 
Of feeming pleafure, Orgo he difmift, 
6 . 


And Orgo being gone. low as her knees 
Could fall, the fell; and foon he bends as low 
With weight of heart; grievd that no Grave he fees, 
To fink, where love no more can forrow know, 


. out 
Her fighs as fhowrs lay windes, are calm’d with tears3 
And parting life feems ftay’d awhile to take 
A civil leave, whilft her pale vifage wears 
cleerer Sky, and thus the weeping {pake, 
8 > 


38. 
- Since fuch a Prince has forfeited his pow’r, 
Heav’n give me leave to make my duty lefs, 
Let me my vows, as fudden oathes abhor, 
Which did my paffion, not my truth exprefs. 


Yet yours I would not tigate Gas counterfeit, 
* But rather il and rafhly underftood 5 
For ‘tis impoflible I can forget | 
So foon, that once you fatally were good: 


40. 
Though cruel now as Beafts where they have pow’rs 
_ Chufing, like them, to make the vveakeft bleed 5 
4 vveaknefs foon invites you to devour, 
And a fubmiffion gives you eafe to feed. 


15 GO NDIBE RT, 
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To fighting Fields, fend all your honor back , — 
To Courts your dang’rous Tengue and civil thapé; 
That Country Maids may Men no more miftake, 
Nor feek dark Death, that they may Love efcape, 


42, | 
Now foon to Heav’n her Soul had found the way, 
(For there it oft had been in pray’r and praife) 
But that his vows did life with loudnefs ftay, 
And life’s warm help did foon her Body raife. 


43. 
And now he gently leads her; for no more 
He lets th’ unhallow’d Ground a faln Flowre Wear, 
Sweeter then Nature’s Bofome ever wore 5 
And now thefe vows fends kindly to her Ear, 


44. 
If (Birtha) I am falfe, think none to blame 

For thinking Truth ( by which the Soul fubfifts ) 
No farther to be found then in the name 3 

Think humane kind betraid even by their Priefts, 


45° 
Think all my Sex fo vile, that you may chide 
Thofe Maids who to your Mothers Nuptials rans 
And praife your Mother who fo early dy’de, 
~ Remembring whom fhe marry’d was a Man. 


This great Court miracle you ftrait receive 

From Orgo, and your faith the whole allows ; 
Why fince you Orgo’s words fo foon believe 

Will you lefs civilly fufpe& my vowes ? 


47. 
My Vowes, which want the Temples feal; will binde 
(Though private kept) furer then publick Laws ; 
For Laws but force the Body, but my Minde 
Your Vertue Councels, whilft your beauty draws. 
8 


cso 4s 
Thus fpake he, but his mourning looks did more 
Atteft his grief, and fear does hers renew; 
Now lofing (were he loft) more then before, 
For then fhe fear’d him falfe, now thinks him true. 


aa 49. ? 
As fick Phyfitians feldeme their own Art 
Dare truft, to cure their own difeafe, fo thefe 
Were to themfelves quite ufelefs when apart 5 
Yet by confult, each can the other eafe, 


50, 
But from themfelves they now diverted ftood ; 

For Orgo’s Newes (which need not borrow wings, 
Since Orgo for his Lord believ’d it good ) 

To Aftragon the joyful Houfhold brings. 


I. 
But 4ftragon, with a Raidinioe thought, 
This days glad news took in the dire portent 5 
A day which mourning Nights to Birtha brought 
And with that fear, in {earch of Birtha went. ree 
n 
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) 52) 

And here he findes her in her Lovers Eyes, 

And him in hers5 both more afflicted grown 
At his approach; for each his forrow {pies; 

Who thus would counfel theirs, and hide his own. 

53: 

Though much this fatall joy to anger moves; 

Yet reafons aydes fhall anger’s force fubdue; 
I will not chide you for your hafty Loves, 

Nor ever doubt (great Prince) that yours is true. 


’ 5 4. ; 
In chiding Love, becaufe he hafty was, 
Or urging errors, which his fwiftnefs brings, 
I finde effects, but dare not tax the caufes 
For Poets were infpir’'d, who gave him wings. 


55° 
When low I digg, where defart-Rivers run, 
Dive deep in Seas, through Forrefts follow windes, 
Or reach with Optick Tubes the ragged Moon, 
My fight no caufe of Love's {wift motion findes, 


56. 
Love's fatall hafte, in yours, I will not blame, 
Becaufe I know not why his Wings were giv’ns 
- Nor doubt him true, not knowing whence he came, 
Nor Birtha chide, who thought you came from Heav'n, 


57. 
If you lay fhares, we err when we efcapes 
Since evil practife learns Men to fufpet 
Where falfhood is, and in your noble thape, 
We fhould by finding a our skill detect. 


58s 
Yet both your griefs Pe chide, as ignorance; 
Call you unthankful; for your great griefs thow 
That Heav'n has never us’d you to mifchance, 
Yet rudely you repine to feel it now. 


. 59. 

If your contextures be fo weak, and nice, 
Weep that this ftormy world you ever knew 5 
You are not in thofe Calmes of Paradice, 

Where flender Flowers as fafe as Cedars grew. 


oF 
This which your Youth calls grief, was frowardnefs 
In flatter’d Infancy, and as you beare 
Unkindly now amidft Youth's joys diftrefs, 
So then, unlefs ftill rock’d you froward were, 
61. 
Grief conflifts gave thefe Haires their filver fhine 5 
(Torne Enfignes which victorious Age adorne) 
Youth is a Drefs too garifh and too fine 
To be in toule tempeftuous weather worne, 


2. 
Grief's want of ufe does dang’rous weaknefs make; 
But we by ufe of Burdens are made ftrong; 
And in our prattis’d Age can calmely take 
Thofe forrows, which like Feavers, vex the young: 


her 
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63. ar ) 
When you in Lev’s fair Books (which Poets keep) 
Read what they hide, his Tragick Hiftory, 
You will rejoyce that half your time is fleep, » 
And {mile at Love when Nature bids you die, 


4e 3 
Learn then that Love’s difeafes common are; 
‘ Doe not in ficknefs known ( though new to you) 
Whilft vital heat does laft, of cure difpaire : 
Love’s vital heat does laft, whilft Love is true. 


55 
Thus fpake the kinde and prudent Aftragon : 
And much their kinde impatience he appeas’d, 
For of his griefs (which heavier then their own. 
Were born by both) their dutious fears are eas‘d. 
66 


She begs, that he would pardon her diftrefs, 
Thought that even fin which did his forrow move 3 
And then with all her Mother's lowlinefs 
His pardon craves for gts leave to love. 


7 
The Duke who faw fair Truth fo undifguis’d, 
And love in all, but love fo unconcern’d, 
Pitty’d the ftudious world, andall defpis’d, 
Who did not here unlearn, what they had learn’d. 
68. 
I am reform’d ({aid he) not that before 
I wanted love,.or that my love was ill; 
But I have learnt to perfect Nature more 
By giving innocence a little skill. 
69. 
For ‘tis fome skill in innocence to bear - 
With temper the diftempers of our Starss 
Not doubling griefs already come by fear 
Of more, for fears but haften threatned Wars. 


70. 
But we will bravely fuffer to inure 

Our ftrength to weights againft the new are laid ; 
That when ’tis known how much we can endure, 

Our fufferings may make our Foes afraid, 

1 ete 

This Comet Glory fhines but in portent; 

Which from the Court does fend her threatning Beams; 
And looks as if it were by malice ment 

To haften Ofwald’s Faction to extreams. 


728 
Since Hurgonil, who juft fore-ran the Boy 

Could not inftruc& us, we as much may know 
Of the firft light, as of thefe fires of joy 5 

Which is, that both did out of darknefs grow, 


EP 
Yet this the King might hidesn Kingly skill, 
Wifely to make his bounty more his own: 
Kings ftoop for Councel, who impart their wills 
His Acts, like Heav’ns, make fot their Caufes knowu- 
Yet 
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3 74. 
Yet with as plain a heart as Love untaught 
In Birtha wears, I here to Birtha make 
A vow, that Rhodalind 1 never fought, 
Nor now would with her love her greatnefle take. 


75° 
Loves bonds are for her greatnefs made too ftraight; 
And me Ambition’s pleafures cannot pleafe 5 
Even Priefts who on the higher Altar wait; 
Think a continu’d rev’rence loflé of eafe. 


76. 
Let us with fecrecy our love protect 5 
: Hiding fuch précious wealth from publick view 5 
The proffer’d glory I will firft fufpe& i 
As falfe, and fhun it whet I finde it true. 


Vile 
They now retire becaufe they Goltho faw, 
Who hither came to watch with Uifizore 
If much the Duke’s woo'd Miftris did him awe 5 
Since love woo’d him, and inthe fhape of Pow’r. 


Bere. 
But when he mark’d that he did from them move 
With fodain fhynefs, he fuppos’d it fhame 
Of being feen in chafe of Birtha’s loves 
As if above it ¢rowt fince Orgo came. 


| 796 
Goltho by nature was of Mufick made, 
Cheerful as Vifors warm in their fuccefs 5 
He feem’d like Birds created to be glad, | 
And nought but love could make him tafte diftrefs. 
SO. ae 
Hope, which our cautious Age fcarce entertains, 
Or as a Flatt’ret gives her cold refpe@y 
He runs to meet, invités her, and complains 
Of one hours abfenicé as a years neglect. 
8 


Te 
Hope, the world’s weleom, and his ftanding Gueft,: 
Fed by the Rich; but Feafted by the Poors 
Hope, that did come in ttiumph to’ his Breatft ; 
He thus prefents in boaft' to Ulfzore, 
82, Ay: 
Well may I (Frierid) aufpicious Love odore, 
Seeing my mighty Rivals takes no pride. 
To be with Birtha {een ; and he before 
(Thou knowft) injoyn’d that I his love fhould hide, 
9 


3 Ts 
Nor do I break his truft when ‘tis reveal’d 
To thee, finee we are now fo much the fame, 
That when from thee, it 1s from me conceal’d; 
For we admit no‘diff'rence but in name. 


But be it ftill from evry other Ear 
Preferv’d, and ftridly by our mutual vow : 
His Laws are ftill to my obedience deay, | 
Who was my Geri'ral, though my Rival now: | 
aX And 


’ 
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85. 
And well thou knowft how much mine Bies did melt, 
When our great Leader they did firft per eive 
Love’s Captive led; whofe forrows then felt, 
Though now for ae of mine own I grieve, 
6. 


‘Ss 


Nor dol now by love in duty err 5 

For if I get what he would fain poffefle, 
Then he a Monarch is, and I preferr 

Him, who undoes the UE in being leffe. 


7 
When Heav’n (which hath preferr’d me to thy Breft 
Where Friendthip is inthron’d, ) fhall make it known 
That I am worth thy love, which 1s expreft 
By making Heav’nly oe all mine own. 


Then at this quiet Edew thou wilt call; cae 
And ftay a while, to mark if Love's prais'd Plant 
Have after Spring a ripenefs, and a Fall, 
Or never of the firft abundance want. 


89. 
And I fhall tell thee then if Poets are 
In ufing Beauty's Pencil falfe, or blindes 
For they have Birtha drawn but {weet and faire5 
Stiles of her Face, the Curtain of her Minde! 


90. 
And thou at parting fhalt her Picture weare, 
For Nature's honor, not to fhew my prides 
Try if her like the teeming World does beare, ; 
Then bring that Copy hither for thy Bride. 
I 


91. 
And they fhall love as quietly as we 5 
Their Beauty’s pow’r no civil War will raife 5 
But flourifh, and like neighb’ring Flowres agree 
Unlefs they kindly quarrel in our praife. 
2 


92. 
Then we for change will leave fuch Iufcious peace; 
Tn Camps their Favors fhall our Helms adorn; 
For we can no way elfe our joys increafe , 
But by beholding theirs at our return. 


3. 
Thus cloth’d in Feathers, he on Steeples walks 5 
Not guefling yet, that filent U/fore , 
Had ftudy’d her of whom he loofly talks, 
And what he likes did folidly adore, 


But Vifizore with cold aifcretion awd 

His paflion, and did grave with Love become; 
Though Youthfully he fent his Eies abroad, 

Yet kept with Manly care, his Tongue at home. 


Thefe Rival’s hopes, he did Se patience hear 5 
His count’nance not uneafy feem’d, nor ftrange 5 
Yet meant his cares fhould more like Love appear, 
If in the Duke Ambition bred a change. 
But 


> 
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| 96. 

But as the Duke fhun’d them for fecrecy, vol Lo asEg 
So now they from approaching Orgo ‘move, . ‘@) 

Made by Difcretion (Love's ‘ftri& Tutor) thy , 

Which is to Lovers painful as their Love. 


97. 
But orgo they did ill fufpet, whofe Youth maa bes espns of 
And nature yielded Lovers no offence ings stoM 
Us'd by his Lord for kindnefs and for truths linge 

Both native in him as -his innocence: w ol bin. etl 


. 98. 
And here pafs'd by in hafte, to Court imploy’d , 
That Birtha may no more have caufe to mourn: 
Full was his little Brealt! and overjoy’d 
That much depended on his quick return! 


99- 
Many like Orgo in their Manhoods Morn, 
As Pages did the noble Duke attend 5 
The Sons of Chiefs, whom beauty did adorn, 
And fairer Vertue did that beauty mend. 


100. 
Thefe in his Heroe’s Schools he bred (which were 

In Peace his Palace, and in War his Tent) 
Asif Time’s felf had read fage Le¢tures there 

How he would have his howres (life's Treafure) {pent 

Tos : 

No action, though to fhorten dreaded warre, 

Nor needful Counfels, though to lengthen Peace, 
Nor Love, of which wife Nature takes fuch care , » 

Could from this ufeful work his cares releafe. 

102. 

But with the early Sun he rofe, and taught 

Thefe Youths, by growing vertue to grow great 5 
Shew’d greatnefs is without it blindly fought, 

A defp’rate charge which ends in bafe retreat. 

103. 

He taught them fhame, the fodain fence of ills 

Shame, Nature’s hafty Confcience, which forbids 
Weak inclination ere it grows to will, 

Or ftays rath will, before it grows to deeds.’ 


104, 
He taught them Honor, Vertue’s bafhfulnefs 5 
A Fort fo yeildlefs, that it fears to treats 
Like Pow’r, it grows to nothing, growing lefs 5 
Honor, the moral Confcience of the Great ! 


105, 

He taught them kindnefs 5 Soul’s civilitie 5 
In which, nor Courts, nor Citys have a part; 

For theirs is fathion, this from falfhood free 5 . 
Where Love, and pleafure, know no Luft nor Art. 

106. 

And Love he taught; the Soul’s ftolne Vifit made 
Though froward Age watch hard; and Law forbid; 

Her walks no Spie has trac’d, nor Mountain ftaide 5 
Her friend{hip’s caufe, is as the Loadftone’s hid. 

X 2 
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107. 
He taught them love of Toyle ; Toyle which does keep 
Obftructions from the Minde, and quench the bloods 
Eafe but belongs to us like fleep , and fleep 
Like Opinm, is our Med’cine, not our Food. 
108. 
To Dangers us'd them; which Death’s Vifards are, | 
More uggly then himfelf, and often chace 
Fyom Batail Coward-life 5 but when we dare 
His Vifard fee, we never fear his Face. 


CANTO 


: 163 


: Gants the Third. 


The ARGUMENT. 


The Poet takes the Wife afide, to prove 

Even them concern'd in all he writes of Love. 
The dutious Orgo hie the Court returns 

With joys, at which again fair Birtha mourns, 
The Duke with open Armes does entertain 

Thofe Guefts whore. he receives with fecret pain, 


ae a Sei 
Hou, who fome Ages hence thefe Roles doft read 
(Kept as Records by Lovers of Love’s pow'r) 


Thou who doft live, when I have long been dead, 
And feed’(t from Earth, when Earth ‘does me devowr: 


2. ,; 
Who liv’ft, perhaps, amidft fome Cities‘joys, 
Where they would fall afleep with Lazy peace, 
But that their triumphs make fo great a noife, 
And their loud Bells cannot ‘for nuptials ceafe: 


3° | 
Thou, who perhaps, proudly thy bloomy Bride 
Lead’ft to fome Temple, where I wither'd lie; 
Proudly, as if fhe Age’s Frofts defy’d 5 


And that thy fpringing felf could never dies 


4 Wing 
Thou, to whom then the cheerful Quire will fing , 


Whilft hallow’d Lamps, and Tapers brave the Sun 
As a Lay-Light 5 and Bells in triumph ring , ; 


As when from fallies the Befiegers run, 


Se . 
That when the Prieft has ended, if thine Eies 
Can but a little {pace her Eies forbear , 
To fhew her where my Marble Coffin lies ; 
Her Virgin Garlands fhe will offer there: 
6 


Confefs, that reading me fhe learnt to love 5 
That all the good behaviour of her heart, 

Even tow’rds thy felf, my dottrine did improve; 
Where Love by Nature is.forwarn’d of Art, 


She will confefs, that to her Maiden ftate 


This Story fhew’d fuch Patterns of great Life, 
As though fhe then could thofe but imitate, 


They an Example make her. now a Wife. 
And 
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; 8. 
And thy life's fire could fhe awhile outlive 
(Which were, though lawful, neither kinde nor good) 
Then, even her forrows would examples gives 
And fhine to others through dark widowhood. 


9. 
And fhe will boaft, how fpite of Cynick, Age, 
OF bus’nefs, which does Pow’r uncivil make , 
OF ruder Cells, where they Love's Fire aflwage 
By ftudy’ng Death, and fear for Vertue take : 
IO. 
And {pite of Courts (where loving now is made 
An Art, as dying is in Cells) my Laws 
Did teach her how by Nature to perfwade, 
And hold by: vertue whom her beauty draws, 
JZ ir; ’ 2 
Thus when by knowing me; 'thou know’ft to whom 
Love owes his Eies, who has too long been ‘blinde 5: 
Then in the Temple leave my Bodies Tomb, Le ae 
To feek this Book, the Mon’ment of my Minde. 
12, 
Where thou mai’ft reads who with impatient Eies 
For Orgo onthe guilded,Tarras ftay 3. 
Which high, and golden thews,: and. open lies , 
As the Morne’s. Window. when fhe lets out Day. 


13. 
Whofe height Two rifing Forrefts over-looks 5 

And on Pine-tops the Eiefight downward calts 5. 
Where diftant Rivers feem beftrided Brooks, 

Churches but Anchor’d Ships, their Steeples, Matts. 


14. 
Hence, by his little Regiaz Courfer brought , 
Orgo they {pie, with diligence indu‘d , 
Asif he would o’ertake forerunning Thought ; 
And he by many {wiftly feem’d purfu’d. 


15. 
But his light {peed ieft thofe abil behinde 5 
Whilft with raisd Duft, their fwiftnefs hid theway 
Yet Birtha will, too foon, by Orge finde . 
What fhe by diftance loft in this furvay. 
16 


Orgo a precious Casket did prefent 

To his dear Lord, of Podianw Saphyr wroughts 
For which, unknown to Bartha, he was fent 5 

And a more precious Pledg was in it brought, 


17. 
Then thus proclaim’d his joy ( Long may I live! 
Sent {till with bleffings from the Hea’nly Powers. 
And may their bountys fhew what they can give 
And full as faft as long expected Showres! 
8 . 


18. 

Behold the King, with fuch a thining Traine 
As-daztes fight, yet can inform the Blind 5 

But there the Rich, and Beautious fhine in vaine, 
Unlefs they diftance keep from Rhodalind. 

Methinks 


an Heroick Poem, | 165 


1g. 
Methinks, they through the Middle Region come 5 
Their aoe hid in Clouds of Duft below , 
And o’re théir Heads, their Courfers fcatter’'d Fome 
Does feem to cover them like falling Snow. 
20. 
This Birtha heard, and fhe on Orgo caft 
A piteous look (for the no anger knew ) 
But griev'd he knows not, that he brings too faft 
Such joys, as fain fhe fafter would efchew. 


ate 
So Gondibert this Guft of glory took 
As Men whofe Sayls are full, more weather take 5 
And fhe fo gaz’d on him, as Sea-men look } 
On long fought fhore, when Tempetts drive themback. 
op 


But now thefe Glorys more apparent be; 
And juftly all their obfervation claim’d 5 
Great, as in greateft Courts lefs Princes fee, 
When entertain’d to be eclips’d, and fham’d, 


233 
Weft from Verona’s Road, through pleafant Meads 
Their Chariots crofs; and to the Palace fteer 3 
. And Aribert this winged triumph leads; 
Which like the Planets Progrefs did appear. 


ye 24. 

So fhin’d they, and fo noiflefs feem’d their {peed 5 
Like Spartans, touching but the filken Reynes, 

Was all the condu@ which their Courfers need 3 
And proudly to fit ftill, was all their pains. 


as: 
With 4Aribert fat royal Rhodalinds y 
Calm Orza by the Count; by Hermegild Aj 
(Silver’d with time) the Golden Gartha thin’d 3 ay 
And Tybalt’s Eies were full by Laura fill’d, 
26. 
The leffer Beauties, numberlefs as Stars, 
Shew’d fickly and far off, to this Noon-day 3 
And lage’d like Baggage Treafure in the Wars5 NOM QV 
Cr only feem’d, another milkie way. . 3 


7 
The Duke perceiv’d, the King defign’d to make 
This vifit more familiar by furprife 5 
And with Court art, he would no notice take 
Of that, which Kings are willing to difguife. 
8 


' 20, 
But as in heedlefs fleep, the Houfe fhall feem 
New wak’d with this Alarm; and Ulfz ftrait 
(Whofe fame was precious in the Courts efteem) 
Muft, as with cafual fight, their entrance wait. 


29, 
To Affragon he doubles all his Vows 5 
To Birtha, through his Eies, his Heart reveal’d 3 
And by fome civil jealoufies he {hows 
Her beauty from the Court muft be conceal’d. 
Prays 
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30. 
Prays her, from Envy’s danger to retire 5 

The Palace. war; which there can never ceafe 
Till Beauty's force in age or death expire: 

A War difguis’d in civil faapes of Peace , 


21. 
Still he the precious Pledg kept from her view 3 
Who guefs’d not by the Casket his intent 5 
And was fo willing not to fear him true, 
That fhe did fear to queftion what it ment, 


Bos 

Now hafts (he to be hid; and bemg gon, 
Her Lover thinks the Planet of the day 

So leaves the mourning World to give the Moon 
(Whofe Frain is mark’d but for their number) way, 


33. 
And entring in her Clofet Gwhick took light 
Full in the Ralace Front) fhe findes her Maids 
Gather’d to fee this gay unufual fight 5 
Which Commet-like, their wondring Eies invades. 


34- 
Where Thula would by climbing higheft be, 
Though ancient grown, and was in ftature fhort 5 
Yet did proteft, fhe ceme not there to fee, 
But to be hid from dangers of the Court. 


35. 

Their curious longing Birtha durft not blame 
(Boldnefs, which but to feeing did afpire) 
Since fhe her felf, provok’d with Courts great Fame, 

Would fain a little fee what all admire, 


36. ; 
Then through the Cafement ventur’d fo much Face 
As Kings depos’d, thew whenthrough gratesthey peep, 
To fee Depofers to their Crowning | pafle 5 
But ftrait fhrink back, and at the triumph weep. 


37. 
Soon fo her Eies did too aaa glory finde’ 
For ev'n the firft the faw was ally for fhe 
No more would view fince'that wae Rhodalinds 
And fo much beauty could: none others be, 


38. 
Which with her Vertue weigh’d: (no lefs: renown’d) 
Afflids her that fuch worth muft fatal prove 5 
And be in tears of the Poffeffor drown’d: , 
Or fhe depofe her Lover by her Love, 


But Thula (wildly eameitlh tie view 

Of fuch gay’ fights as-fhe did ne’r behold) 
Mark’d not when Birtha her? fad: Dies: withdrews 

But dreamé the World-was: turn’d again to Gold. 


O. 
Each Lady moft, till more appeamal ador’d ; 
Then with-+rude liking prais’d then all alowds | 
Yet thought them foul and courfe:'to ev'ry Lord; — 
_ And civilly to evry Page fhe bow'd 
iy . The 


- 
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‘The objects paft, out-figh’d even thofe that woo ; 
| And ftrait her Miftris at the Window mift; 
Then finding her in grief, out-figh’d her too 5 
And her fair Hands with parting paffion kift : 
2 


Aes 
Did with a Servants ufual art profefs 
That all fhe faw, was to her beauty black ; 
Confeff'd their Maids well bred, and knew to drefs, 
But faid thofe Courts are poor which painting lack, 


43. 
Thy praife (faid Birth2) poyfon’d is with fpites 
May blifters ceafe on thy uncivil Tongue, 
Which ftrives fo wickedly to do me right, 
By doing Rhodalind and Orna wrong. 


Sots : 
Falfe Fame, thy Miftris, tutor’d thee amifs; 
Who teaches School in ftreets, where Crowds refort 5 
Fame, falfe, as that their beauty painted is3 | 
The common Country flander on the Court, 


45. 
With this rebuke, Thw/a takes gravely leave 5 
Pretends fhe’ll better judge ere they be gon; 
At leaft fee more, though they her fight deceives 
Whilft Bzrtha findes, wilde Fear feeds beft alone: 


46. 
Ulfiz receives, and through Art’s Palace guides 
The Kings who owns him with familiar grace; 
Though Twice feven Years from firft obfervance hides 
Thofe Marks of valor which adorn’d his Face. 


47° 
Then Afragon with hafty homage bows: 
And fays, when thus his beams he does difpence 
In lowly vifits, like the Sun he fhows 
Kings made for univerfal influence, 


Him with renown the King for Science pays, 
And Vertue; which Gods likeft Pictures bee 3 
Drawn by the Soul, whofe onely hire is praife 5 
And from fuch Salary not Heav’n 1s free. 


AQ yA 
\ Then kindly he inquires for Beatie 

When, and how far his wounds in danger were? 
And does the cautious progrefs of his Art 

Alike with wonder and with pleafure heare. , 


50 
Now Gondibert advanc’d, but with delay; 
As fetter’d by his love for he would fain 
Diflembied weaknefs might procure his ftay , 
Here where his Soul does as in Heav’n remain. 


ST. 
Him, Creature like, the King did boldly ufe 
With publick love 5 to have it underftood 
That Kings, like God, may chufe whom they will chufe ; 
_ And what they make, judge with their own Eiesgood. ae 
Civ Y Lis 


168 GONDIBERT, 


ga, 
This grace the Duke at bathful diftance takes 5 
‘And Rhodalind fo much concern’d is grown 
That his furprifal the her troubles makes 5 
Blufhing, as if his blufhes were her own. 


53° 
Now the bright Train with Aftragon afcend 5 — 
Whilft Hermegild, with Gartha moves behinde 5 
Whom much this gracious vifit did offends _ 
But thus he practis’d to appeafe her minde. 


545 
Judge not you ftrangely in this vifit fhowe 5 
As well in Courts think wife difembling new 3 
Nor think the kindnefs ftrange, though to your Foe , 
Till all in Courts where they are kinde are true. 


55. 
Why fhould your clofer mourning more be worn ? 
Poor Priefts invented Blacks for leffer coft 5 
Kings for their Syres in Regal Purple mourns 
Which fhews what they have got, not what they loft. 


56. 
Though rough the way to Empire be, and fteep, 
You look that I fhould Jevel it fo plain, 
As Babes might walk it barefoot in their fleep ; 
But Pow’r is the reward of patient pain / 


57° 
This high Hill Pow’r, whofe Bowels are of Gold, 
Shews neer to greedy and unprattis’d fight 5 
But many grow in travail to it old, 


And have miftook the diftance by the height, 


If thofe old Travailers may ar ther be : 
Your trufted Guides, they will your hafte reform; 
And give you fears of Voyages by Sea 5 
Which are not often made without a ftorm. 


59. 

Yet fhort our Courfe fhall eves our paflage faire, » 
If in the Steerage you will quiet {tand, 

And not make ftorms of ev'ry breath of Aires 
Bit think the Helm, fafe in the Pilots hand. 


60. 
You like fome fatal King (who all Men hears 
Yet trufts intirely none) your truft miftake, 
As too much weight for one: One Pillar bears 
Weight that would make a Thoufand Shoulders ake.’ 
61. 
Your Brothers ftorm T to a calm have turn’d 5 
Who lets this guilded {acrifice proceed 
To Hymen’s Altar, by the King adorn’d, 
As Priefts give Victims Gerlonds ere they bleed, 
a 


Hubert to triumph would not move fo fafte 
Yet you (though but a kinde Spectator) mean 
To give his triumph Laws, and make more hafte 


To fee it pafs, then he does to be feen. 
With 
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63. 
With patience lay this Tempeft of your heart! 
| For you, ere long, this Angels form fhall turn 
To fatal Man’ss and for that fhape of Art, 
Some may, as I for yours of Nature, mourn. 
6 


4e 
Thus by her Love-fick Statefman fhe was taught 5 
And fmil’d, with joy of wearing Manly fhape; 
Then fmil’d, that fuch a fmile his Heart had caught 5 
Whofe Nets Camps break not through,nor Senates {cape« 


ed 22 mK, CANTO 


Canto the Fourth. — 


The ARGUMENT. 


The King to Gondibert és grown fo kinde, 

That he prevents the bounteous Rhodalind 

In giving of ber love; and Gondibert 

Laments his Breaft holds but a fingle heart 5 3 
Which Birtha grieves her beauty did fubdue , 
Since he undoes the world in being true, | 


I, 
Ul grows the Prefence now, as when all know 
Some ftranger Prince muft be receiv'd with ftate 5 
When Courts fhew thofe, who come to fee the Show3 
And all gay Subjects like Domefticks waite, 
2 


Nor Ufinere nor Goltho abfent were 5 

Whofe hopes expec what lift’ning Birtha (hid 
In the adjoyning Clofet) fears to heare 5 

And beggs kinde Heav’n in pitty would forbid. 


2 

The King (who never time nor Pow’r mis-fpent 
In Subjects bafhfulnefs, whiling great deeds 

Like Coward Councels, who too late confent) 
Thus to his fecret will aloud proceeds. 


4. 
tf to thy Fame (brave Youth) I couid add wings , 
Or make her Trumpet louder by my voice, 
I would (as an example drawn for Kings) 
Proclaim the caufe, why thou art now my choice. 


5° 
But this were to fupect the world afleep , 
Or all our Lombards with their envy blinde , 
Or that the Huwxs fomuch for bondage weep, 
As their drown’d Eies cannot thy Trophies finde, 


63 
When this is heard, none dare of what I give 
Prefume their equal merit might have fhar'’d 5 
And to fay more, might make thy Foes-believe, 
Thy dang’rous worth is grown above reward, 


Reward even of a Crown, oh fuch a Crown, 
As by Heav’n’s Model ancient Victors wore 5 
When they, as by their Coyn, by Laws were known3 
For Laws but made more currant Victors powTr. 
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A Crown foon taught, by whom Pow’r fitlt was given ; 
When Vittors (of Dominion cautious made 

By hearing of that old revolt in Heav’n) | 
Kept Pow’r too high for Subjects to invade. 


A Crown, which ends by re their debate , 
Who queftion height of Pow’r; who by the Law 
(Till ptain Boodientt they make intricate) 
Would not the People, but their Rulers aw. 


i 10s 
To Pow’r adoption makes thy Title good 5 
Preferring worth, as birth give Princes place 5 
And Vertue’s claim exceeds the right of Blood, 
As Souls extraction does the Bodies Race. 


tl, 
Yet for thy Bloods long walk through Princes veins, 
Thou maift with any Lombard meafure time ; 
Though he his hidden houfe in Winm feignss 
And not ftep fhort, when Hubert’s felf would climbe. 


es oe 
And Hubert is of higheft Victors breed 5 
Whofe worth I thall for diftant Empire chufes 
If he will learn, that you by Fate precede , . 
And what he never had, he cannot lofe. 


13. 
His valor fhall the Gothickconqueft keep 5 
And would to Heav'n that all your mighty mindes 
_ As foon were pleas’d, as Infants are with fleep, 
And you had Mufick common as the windes. 


| 14. 
‘That all the Year your Seafons were like Spring 5 
All joy’d as Birds, and all as Lovers kindes 
That ev'ry famous Fighter were a King , 
And each like you could have a Khodalind. 
: 15. 
For fhe is yours, as your adoption frees | 
And in that gift my remnant Life I gives 
But ’tis to you, brave Youth! Who now are fhe 5 
And fhe that Heav'n where fecondly 1 live. 


16. 
And richer then that Crown (which fhall be. thine, 
When Life’s long Progtefs J.am gone with Fame) . 
Take all her love; which fcarce forbears to thine 
And own thee, ‘through her Viixgin-Curtain, fhame., 


17. . 
Thus fpake the Kings and Rbadslindsppeard 
Through publifh’d Love, with fo-much bafhfulnels , 
As young Kings fhew, when by furprife o’re-beard 
Moaning to Fav’rite Bares a deep diftrefs, 


18. 
For Love is a diftrefs, and would be thid » 
Like Monarchs griefs, by which they bafbful grow 5 
And in that thame beholders jarani: 
Since thofe blufh moft, who mutt their -blufhes ‘thow. 
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19. : 
And Gordibert with dying Eies did grieve: 

At her vailtd Jove (a wound he cannot heal} 
As great Mindes mourn, who cannot then relieve 

The vertuous, when through fhame they want conceal. 


20. 
And now cold Birtha’s rofy looks decay 5 
Who in fear’s Froft had like her beauty dy’d, 
But that Attendant Hope perfwades her ftay 
A while, to hear her Duke 5 who thus reply’d. 


21. 
Victorious King! Abroad your Subjects are 

Like Legats fafes at home like Altars free ! 
Even by your fame they conquer as by warre ; 

And by your Laws fafe from each other be. 

22, 

A King you are o’re Subjects, fo as wife . 

And noble Husbands feem o’re Loyal Wives 5 
Who claim not, yet confefs their liberties, 

And brag to ftrangers of their happy lives: . 


23. 

To Foes a winter ftorm ; whilft your Friends bow 
Like Summer Trees, beneath your bountys load; 

To me (next him whom your great felf, with low 
And cheerful duty ferves) a giving God. 


24. 
Since this is you, and Rhodalind (the Light 
By which her Sex fled Vertue finde) is yours 5 
Your Diamond, which tefts of jealous fight, - 
The ftroke, and fire, and 0#/el’s juice endures 5 
25. 
Since fhe fo precious is, I fhall appear 
All counterfeit , of Art's difguifes made 5 
And never dare a pproach her Luftre neer 5 
Who fcarce can hold my vallew in the fhade- 
26. 
Forgive me that T am not what I feem5 
But falfly have diffembled an excefs 
OF all fuch vertues as you moft efteem 5 
But now grow good but as I ils confefs. 
; 27. 
Far in Ambition’s Feaver am I gone! 
Like raging Flame afpiring is my Loves 
Like Flame deftructive too, and like the Suh ; 
Does rourid the world tow’rds change of Objects move, 
28, 
Nor is this now through vertuous fhame confefs'd 5 
But Rhodalind does force my conjur’d feare , 
As Men whom evil fpirits have poffefs’d, 
Tell all when faintly Votaries appeare, 


29. 
When fhe will grace. the Bridal Dignitie, ; 
It will be foon to all young Monarchs known $ 
Who then by pofting through the World will trie 
Who firft ¢an at her Feet prefent his Crown, val 
en 
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30. 
Then will Verona feem the Inn of Kings 5 
And Rhodalind fhall at her Palace Gate 
‘Smile, when great Love thefe Royal Sutors brings 5 
Who for that {mile would as for Empire waite. 


Tey 
Amongft this ruling Race fhe choyce may take 
For warmth of Valor, coolnefs of the minde, 
Eies that in Empire’s drowfie Calms can wake , 
In ftorms look out, in darknefs dangers find. 


; Oe | 
A Prince who more inlarges pow’r then lands 5 
Whofe ¢greatnefs is not what his Map contains 5 
But thinks that his, where he at full commands; 
Not where his Coyn does pafs, but pow’r remains, 


33- 
Who knows that Pow’r can never be too high 
When by the Good pofleft; for ‘tis in them : 
The {welling Nyle; from which though People fly, 
They profper moft by rifing of the ftream, 


. 34. 
Thus (Princefs) you fhould chufe; and you will findes 
Even he, fince Men are Wolves muft civilize 
(As light does tame fome Beafts of favage kinde ) 

-Himfelf yet more, by dwelling in your Eies, 


35° 
Such was the Duke’s reply ; whih did produce 
Thoughts of a diverfe fhape through fev’ral Eares- 
His jealous Rivals mourn at his excufe 5 
But Affragon it cures of all his feares: 


; 36. 
Birtha his praife of Rhodalind bewayles 3 
And now her hope a weak Phyfitian feems, 
For Hope, the common Comforter, prevailes 
Like common Med’cines, flowly in extreams. 


37+ 
The King (fecure in offer'd Empire) takes 
This fore’d excufe, as troubled bafhfulnefs, 
And a difguife which fodain paffion makes, 
To hide more joy then prudence fhould exp refs. 
8 


38. | 
And Rbhodalind (who never lov'd before, 
Nor could fufpect his love was giv’n away) 
Thought not the treafure of his Breaft fo poore , 
“But that it might his debts of honor pay. 


39- 
To haften the rewards of hig cdf 

The King does to Veroa him command 5 
And kindnefs fo impos’d, not all his Art 

Can now inftru& his duty to withftand. 


40. 
Yet whilft the King does now his time difpofe 

‘In feeing wonders, in this Palace fhown, 
He would a parting kindnefs pay to thofe 

Who of their wounds are yet not perfect grown. 


e And 
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At 
And by this fair pretence, whilft on the King 
Lord 4ffragon through all the Houfe attends, 
Young Orgo does the Duke to Birtha bring 5 
Who thus her forrows to his bofome fends, 


. 42. 
Why fhould my Stormyour Life's calm voyage vex e 
Deftroying wholly vertue’s Race in one 5 
So by the firft of my unlucky Sex, 
Allin a fingle ruine were undone. 


43° 
Make Heav'nly Rhodalind your Bride! Whilft I 
Your once lov'd Maid, excufe you, fince I know 
That vertuous Men forfake fo willingly 
Long cherifh’d life, becaufe to Heav'n they go, 


44. 
Let me her fervant be! A Dignity, 
Which if your pity in my fall procures 5 
I ftill thall vallew the advancement high, 
Not as the Crown is hers, but fhe is yours. 
45. 
E’re this high forrow up to dying grew , 
The Duke the Casket op’ned, and from thence 
(Form’d like a Heart) a cheerful Evranld drew 5 
Cheerful, as if the lively ftone had fence. 


46. 
The Thirti’th Carrad it had doubled Twice 5 
Not tak’n from the Attick Silver Mine , 
Nor from the Brafs, though fuch (of nobler price ) 
Did onthe Necks of Parthian Ladies {hine ¢ 


47- 
Nor yet of thofe which make the Erhiop proud 5 
Nor taken from thofe Rocks where Baérians climbe 5 
But from the Scythian, and without a Cloud 5 
Not fick at fire, nor languifhing with time. 
8 


48. 

Then thus he fpake! This (Birtha) from my Male 
Progenitors, was to the loyal fhe 

On whofe kinde Heart they did in love prevail, 
The Nuptial Pledge, and this I give to thee! 


9. 
Seven Centuries have paffd, ane it from Bride 
To Bride did firft fucceeds and though tis knowa 
From ancient lore, that Gemms much vertue hide, 
And that the Ewrauld is the Bridal Stone. 


0. 
Though much renown’d bisteats it chaltnefs loves , 
wnd will when worn by the neglected wife, 
Shew when her abfent Lord difloyal proves, 
By faintnefs, and.a pale decay of life 
I 


Though Emraulds ferve as Soies to jealous Brides , 
Yet each compar’d to this does councel keep 5 

Like a falfe Stone, the Husbands falfh-hood hides , 

__. Or feems born blinde, or feigns a dying fleep, 


Pic tee fs ee 
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With this take Org?, as 4 better Spy 5 
Who may in all your kinder feares be fent 
To watch at Court, if I deferve to die 
By making this to fade, and you lament. 


Had now an artfull Pencil Birtha drawn 


(With grief al\ dark, then firait with joy all light) 


He muft have fancy’d firft, in early dawn, 
“A fudden break of beauty out of Night. 


54. 
Or firft he muft have mark’d what palenefs, Fear, 
Like nipping Froft, did to her vifage bring 5 
Then think he fees, in a cold backward year, 
A Rofy Morn begin a fudden Spring. 


55° 
Her joys (too ya{te to be contain’d in {peech) 
Thus fhe a little fpake ! Why ftoop you down, 
My plighted Lord, to lowly Birtha’s reach, 
Since Rhodalind would lift you toa Crown? 
6 


50. 
Or why do I, when { this plight imbrace, 
Boldly afpire to take what you have given ? 
But that your vertue has with Angels place, 
And. ’tis a vertue to afpire to Heav'n. 


MG 
And as tow’rds Heav’n all travail on their Kne s3 
So I tow'rds you, though Love afpire, will move: 
And were you crown’d, what could you better pleafe 
Then aw'd obedience a by bolder Love ? 


Fyo 53. 
If 1 forget the depth from whence I rife, 


Far from your bofome banifh’d be my heart 5 
Oy claim a right by beauty to your Eyes3 
Or proudly think, my chaftity defert. 


But thus afcending from your humble Maid 
To be your plighted Bride, and then your Wife, 
Will be a debt that fhall be hourly paid, 
Till Time my duty cancel with my life. 
60 


And fruitfully if Heav'n ere make me bring 
Your Image to the World, you then my. pride 
No more fhall blame, then you can tax the Spring 
For boafting of thofe Flowres fhe cannot hide. 
61. 
orgo, 1 fo receive as f am taught 
By duty to efteem what ere you love 5 
And hope the joy he in this Jewel brought, 
Will luckyer then his former triumphs prove. 


62. 
For though but Twice he has approach’d my fight, 


He Twice made hafte to drown me in my Tears: 


But now I am above his Planets fpite, 
- And as for fin beg pardon for my fears, 
Zz. 


Thus 
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63, 
Thus fpake fhe 5 and with fix’d continu’d fight, 
The Duke did all her bafhful beauties wiew ; 
Then they with kiffes feal'd their facred plight ; 
Like Flowres ftill. {weeter as they thicker grew. 
6 


4. 
Yet muft thefe pleafures feel, though innocent, 
The ficknefs of extremes, and cannot lafts 
For Pow’r (Love’s thun’d Impediment) has fent 
To tell the Duke, his Monarch is in haft : 
65. 
And calls him to that triumph which he fears 
So as a Saint forgiven (wkofe Breaft does all 
Heav'n’s jeys contain.) wifely lov’d Pomp forbears 5 
Left tempted Nature fhould from bleffings fall. 
66 


He often takes his leave, with Love's delay; 

And bids her hope, he with the King fhall finde, 
By now appearing forward to obay, 

A meanes to férve him lefs in Rhodalind. 


7. 
She weeping to her Clofet-window hies 5 
Where the with teares does Khodalind furvey ; 
As dying Men, who grieve that they have Eyes, 
When they through Curtains {py the rifing day. 
68 


The King has now his curious fight faffis’d 
With all loft Arts, in their revival view'd 3 
Which when reftor’d , cur pride thinks new devis’d: 
Fathions of Mindes, call’d new when but renew’d! 3 
69, 
The bufie Court prepares to hos on. whom 
Their fad offended Eyes the Country cafte; 
Who never fee enough where Menarchs come ; 
And nothing fo uncivil feems as, hafte, 


79. 
As Men move flow, who know they lofe their way, 
Even fo the Duke tow'rds Rhodalind does move 
Yet he does dutious fears, and. wonder pay, 


Which are the firft, and dangerous fignes of Love. ' 


yh 
Ail his addrefles much by Goltho were 
And Ulfnore obferv'ds who diftant ftand 
Not daring to approach his prefence neer; 
But fhun his Eyes to {cape from his command : 


72. 
Leaft to Verova he fhould both require; 
For by remaining here, both hope to light 
Their Hymen’s Torches at his parting fire 5 
And not difpaire to kindle them to night, 


The King his Golden Ghatecnes afcends ; 

Which neer fair Rhodalind the Duke containes 5 
Though to excufe that grace he lowly bends 5 

But honor fo refus’d, more honor gaines, ° 


And 
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74- | 
And now their Chariots (ready to take wing) 
Are even by weakeft breath, a whifper ftay’d; 
And but fuch whifper as a Page does bring 
~ To Laura's Woman from a Houfhold Maid. 


7% 
. But this low voice did raife in Laura’s Eare 
An Eccho, which from all redoubled foon ; 
Proclaiming fuch a Country beauty here, 
As makes them look, like Ev’ning to her Noon, 


76. 
And Laura (of her own high beauty proud,- 

Yet not to others cruel) foftly prays, 
She may appear! but Gartha, bold, and loud, 

With Eyes impatient as for conqueft, ftays. 

77° 

Though 4ffragon now owns her, and excus’d 

Her prefence. as a Maid but rudely taught, 
Infirm in health, and not to greatnefs us’d; 

Yet Gartha ftill calls out, to have her brought! 


78. 
But Rhodalind (in whofe relenting Breaft 
Compaffion’s felf might fit at School, and learn) 
Knew bafhful Maids with publick view diftreft 5 “4 
And in their Glafs, themfelves with fear difcern 3 


19: 
She ftopt this Challenge which Court-Beauty made 
To Country fhape 5 not knowing Nature’s hand 
Had Birtha drefs'd, nor that her felf obay’d 
In vain, whom conqu’ring Birtha did command. . 
8 


oO, 
The Duke (whom vertuous kindnefs foon fubdues) 
Though him his Bonds from Birtha highly pleafe, 
Yet feems to think, that lucky he, who fues 
To wear this royal Mayd’s, will walk at eafe. 


: Is 
OF thefe a brief furvey fad Birtha takes 5 
And Orgo’s help directs her Eye to alls 
Shews her for whom grave Tybalt nightly wakes; 
Then at whofe feet wife Hermegild does fall. 
82 
And when calm Orza with the Count fhe faw, 
Hope (who though weak, a willing Painter is, 
And bufily does ev’ry Pattern draw ) 
By that example could not work amifs. 


83. 
For foon fhe fhap’d her Lord ea her fo kinde, 
So all of love 5 till Fancy wrought no more 
When fhe perceiv’d him fit with Rhodalinds 
But froward-Painter-like the Copy tore. 
84. ' 
And now they move ; and the thus robb‘d, believes 
(Since with fuch hafte they bear her wealth avvay) 
That they at belt, are but judicious Thieves, 
.. And knovv the noble vallue of their Prey. 
io Z2 And 
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85. 
And then fhe thus complain’d! Why royal Maid! 
Injurious Greatnefs! Did you hither come 
Where Pow’r'’s {trong Nets of Wyre were never laid ? 
But childifh Love took Cradle as at home, 
86, 
Where can we fafe our harmlefs bleflings keep, 
Since glorious Courts our folitude invade ? 
Bells which ring out, when th’unconcern’d would fleep 5 
Falfe lights to {care poor Birds in Country fhade! 
8 


178 


7s 
Ox if our joys their own difcov’ry make, 
Envy (whofe Tongue firft kills whom fhe devours) 
Calls it our Pride ; Envy, The poys’nous {nake, 
Whofe breath blafts Maids, as innocent as Flowres ! 
88. 
Forgive me beautious Greatnefs, if I grow 
Diftemper’d with my fears, and rudely long 
To be fecures or praife your beauty fo 
As to believe, that it may do me wrong! 


89. 
And you my plighted Lord, forgive me too, 
If fince your worth and my defeds I find, 
"T fear what you in juftice ought to do; 
And praife your judgment when I doubt you kind. 
go. 
Now fudden fear o’er all her beauty wrought 
The pale appearance of a killing Froft, 
And careful Orgo, when fhe ftarted, thought 
® She had her Pledg, the precious Emrauld, loft. 
I ee 


But that kinde Heart, as conftant as her own, 

She did not mifs 3 ’twas from a fudden fence, 
Leaft in her Lover’s heart fome change was grown, 

And it grew pale with that intelligence. 

2. 

Soon from her bofome the i Emrauld took: 

If now (faid the) my Lord my Heart deceaves, 
This Stone will by dead palenefs make me look 

Pale as the Snowy skin of Lilly Leaves, 


93° 
But fuch a cheerful green the Gemm did fling 
Where fhe oppos'd the Rayes, as if fhe had 
Been dy’de in the complexion of the Spring, 
Or were by Nimphs of £rittaiv Valleys clad. 


94. 
Soon fhe vvith earneft paffion Kitt the Stones 
Which ne’r till then had fuffer’d an Eclipfe 5 
But then the Rayes retir’d, as if it fhone 
In vain, fo neer the Rubies of her Lips. 


Yet thence remov’d, wvith piblick glory fhines! 
Ske Orgo bleft, vvho had this Relique broughts 
And kept it like thofe Reliques lock’d in fhrines, 
By vvhich the lateft Miracles vvere vyrought. S 
‘ or 
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96. | 
For foon refpect was up to rev’rence grown 5 
Which fear to Superftition would f{ublime, 


But that her Father took Fear’s Ladder down; 
Lofe fteps, by which diftrefs to Heav’n would climbe. 


97: 
He knew, when Fear fhapes Heav’nly Pow’r fo jutt, 
And terrible (parts of that fhape drawn true) 
[It vailes Heav’n’s beauty, Love; which when we truft, 
Our courage honors him to whom we {ue ! 


CANTO 
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Canto the Fifth. — 


The ARGUMENT. 
The deep Defignes of Birtha in diftrefss 


Her Emrauld’s vertue fhews her Love's fuccefs, 

Wife Aftragon with reafon cures defpair 5 ; 
And the Affliiked chides for partial Pray’r, a 
With grief the fecret Rivals take their leave 5 

And but dark, hope for hidden love receive, 


I 


SO fhew the Morn her paffage to the Eaft, 
Now Birtha’s dawn, the Lover’s Day,appears ! 

So foon Love beats ReveU/ies in her Breatt 5 
And like the Dewy Morn fhe rofe in tears: 


a 
So much fhe did her jealous dreams diflike, 
Her Maids ftrait kindle by her light their Eyes 5 
Which when to hers compard, Poets would ftrike 
Such fparks to light their Lamps , ere Day does rife. 


3: / 
But O vain Jealoufie! Why doft thou hafte Y 
To find thofe evils which too foon are brought ? : 
Love's frantick Valor! which fo rafhly fafte 
Seeks dangers, as if none would come unfought. 


4. 
As often fairefts Morns foon cover’d be, 
So fhe with dark’ning thoughts is clouded now; 
Looks fo, as weaker Eyes {mall objects fee, 
Or ftudious Statefmen who contract the Brovv. 


nf 
Or like fome thinking sybill that vvould finde 
The fence of myftick vvords by Angels given! 
And this fair Politick bred in her minde 
(Reftlefs as Seas) a deep defigne on Heav'n. 
6 


To Pray’rs plain Temple the does haft unfeen 5 

Which though not grac’d-with curious coft for fhoyr, * 
Was nicely kept; and now muft be as clean 

As Tears make thofe who thence forgiven goe, 


7. 
For her own Hands (by which beft Painters drew 
The Hands of Innocence) will make it fhine 5 
Pennance which newly from her terrors grew 3 


And was (alafs!) part of her deep defigne, 
And_ 


181 


An Heroick ‘Poem, 


8. 
And when this holy hufwifry was patft, 
Her vows fhe fends to Heav'n, which thither fly 
Intire; not broken by unthinking haft ; ; 
Like Sinners Sparks that in afcending dy, 


Pistia 
Thence fhe departs 5 but at this Temple Gate 


A needy Crowd (call’d by her Summons there) 
With fuch affurance for her bounty waite, 
As if ne’r failing Heav’n their Debtor were. 
10. 


To thefe the ftore of Antick Treafure gave 


(For fhe no Money knew) Medals of Gold, 
Which curious Gathe’rers did in travail fave, 

And at high worth were to her Mother fold. 
II, 
Figures of fighting Chiefs, born to o’rcome 

Thofe who without their leave would all deftroy ; 


_ Chiefs, who had brought renown to Athexs, Rome, 


To Carthage, Tyre, and to lamented Troy. 
12. 


_ Such was her wealth, her Mothers Legacy; 


And well fhe knew it was of {pecial price; 
But fhe has begg’d what Heav'n muft not deny ; 
' So would not make a common Sacrifice. 


13. 
To the black Temple fhe her Sorrow bears 5 
Where fhe outbeg’d the tardy begging Thief , 
Made weeping Atagdaline but poor in Tears, 
Yet Silent as their Pidtures was her Grief, 


14. 
_ Her purpos’d penance fhe did here fulfils 


Thofe Pictures drefs'd, and the fpent Lamp reliev’d 
With fragrant Oyles, dropp’d from her Silver Still ; 
And now for thofe that there fat mourning, griev'd. 


15. 


Thofe Penitents, who knew her innocence, 


Wonder what Parents fin fhe did bemoan ; 


And venture (though they goe unpardon’d thence ) 


More fighs for her redrefs then for her own.» 
16. 
Now jealoufie no more benights her face, 
Her courage beautious grows, and grief decayess 


_ And with fuch joy as fhipwrack’d Men imbrace 


The Shore, fhe haftens to the Houfe of Praife, 
17 
And there the Gemm fhe from ‘her bofome took, 
(With which till now fhe trembled to advife) 


' So far from pale, that Gondibert would look 


Pale if he faw, how it out-fhin‘d her Eyes, 
Eon 


| Thefe Rayes the to a Miracle prefers 5 


And luftre that fuch beauty fo defies, 
Had Poets feen ( Love's partial Jewellers, 
Who count nought precious but their Miftrefs Eyes) . 
) Mt hey 
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ee 19. ane 
They would with grief a miracle confefs | 
She enters ftrait to pay her gratitude 5 
And could not think ber beauty in diftrefs, 
Whilft to her Love, her Lord is ftill fubdud, 
aO: 
he Altar fhe with Imagry atrayd; 
ns Where Needles boldly, as a Pencil wrought, 
The ftory of that humble syrzan Maid, 
Who Pitchers bore, yet Kings to Fuda brought. 
a1. 
And there fhe of that precious Linnen {preads, 
Which in the confecrated Month is {pun 
By Lombard Brides 5 for whom in empty Beds 
Their Bridegrooms figh till the {ucceeding Moon, 


22. 
*Tis in that Moon bleach d by her fuller Lights 
And wath’d in Sudds of Amber, till it grow 
Clean as this Spredders Hands5 ‘and thofe were white 
As rifing Lillies, or as falling Snow. 


23% 
The voluntary Quire of Birds the feeds, 
Which oft had here the Virgin-Confort fill'd 5 
She diets them with Aromatick feeds 5 pee Ss 
And quench’d their Thirft with Rainbow-Dew diftill'ds 
24. 
Lord Aftragon, whofe tender care did waite 
Her progrefs, fince her Morn fo cloudy broke, 
Arrefts her paflage at this Temple Gate, 
And thus, he with a Fathet’s licenfe fpoke. 


oie 
Why’art thou now, who haft fo joyful liv’d : 
F'te love thou knew’ft, become with Love fo fad ? 
1f thou haft loft fair Vertue, then be griev'd ; 
Efe thew, thou knowft her worth by being glad. 
26. 
Thy love’s high foaring cannot be a crime 5 
Nor can we if a Spinfter loves a King, 
Say that her love ambitioufly does climbe : 
Love {ecks no honor, but does honor briag, 


276 
Mounts others value, and her own lets fall! 
Kings honor is but little, till made much 
By Subjects Tongues! Elixer-Love turns all 
To pow’rful Gold, where it does only touch. 
28. ; 
Thou lov'{t a Prince above thine own degree : 
Degree is Monarch’s Art, Love, Nature’s Law 3 
In Lovers free State all Pow’rs fo Levell’d be, 
That there, affection governs more then aw, 


29. 

But thou doft love where nhchbol does loves 
And thence thy griefs of Jealoufie begin; 

A caufe which does thy forrow vainly moves 
Since ‘tis thy noble fate, and not thy Sin. 


Aa cS 
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Pa 30° 

‘This Vain and voluntary Loade of grief 

) For fate fent Love, thy will does forrow bear) 
_ Thou to the Temple carry ft for relief 5 

: — And fo to Heav'n art guided by thy fear. 


Dee 
Wilde Fear ! Which has a Common-wealth devisd 
| In Heav’n’s old Realm, and Saints in Senates fram’d; 
Such as by which, were Pealts well civiliz’d, 
: They would fufped their Tamer Man, untam’d. 
By, 
Wilde Fear! Which has the Ivdiaz worlhip made; 
Where each unletter’d Prieft the Godhead draws 
In fuch a form, as makes him(elf afraid 5 
Difguifing Mercy’s fhape in Teeth and Claws. 


33: | 
This falfe Guide Fear, which does thy Reafon {way, 
. And turns thy valiant vertue to defpair , 
Has brought thee here, to offer, and to pray 5 
But Temples were not built for Cowards pray't. 


a 34: 
For when by Fear thy noble Reafon’s led 
(Reafon, not Shape gives us fo great degree 
Above our Subjects, Beafts) then Beafts may plead 
A right in Temples helps as well as we, 


Shi 
And here, with abfent Reafon thou doft weep 
To beg fuccefs in love 5 that Rhodalind 
May lofe, what fhe as much does beg to keep 
And may at leaft an equal audience find. ; 
36. 
_ Mark Birth, this unrighteous war of prayer ! 
Like wrangling States, you ask a,Monarchs aide 
When you are weak, that you may better dare 
Lay claim, to what your paffion would invade. 


L oi 
Long has th’ ambitious World rudely preferrd 
Their quarrels, which they call their prays, to Heav'ns 
_ And thought that Heav'n would like themfelves have err’d, 
Depriving fome, of what’s to others given. 


38, 
‘Thence Modern Faith becomes fo weak and blinde, 
Thinks Heav’n in ruling other Worlds imploy d, 
And is not mindful of our abject Kinde, 
Becaufe all Sutes are not by al! enjoy’d. 


4 ou" 
How firm was Faith, when humbly Sutes for need, 
Not choice were mide? then (free from all defpair 
As mod’rate Birds, who fing for daily Seed ) 
Like Birds, our Songs of Praife included prayer. 
40. 
Thy Hopes are by thy Rival’s vertue aw'd 5 
Thy Rival Rhodalind 5 whofe Vertue fhines 
On Hills, when brighteft Planets are abroad 5 
Thine privately, like Miners Lamps, in Mines 
Aa 
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Al. 
The Court(where fingle Patterns are difgrac’ds 

Where glorious Vice, weak Eies admire 5 
And Vertu’s plainnefs is by Art out fac'd ) 

She makes a Temple by het Veftal Fire. 


AD, 

Though there, Vice fweetly drefl’d, does tempt like bli 

Even Cautious Saints; and fingle Vertue feem 
Fantaftick, where brave Vice in fafhion Is3 

Yet fhe has brought plain Vertue tn efteem, 

Lay 43. 

Yours is a vertue of infertor rate 5 

Here in the dark a Pattern, where ’tis barr’d 
From all your Sex that fhould her imitate, 

And of that pomp which fhould her Foes reward: 


44. , 
Retyr’d, as weak Monafticks fly from care 5 
Or devout Cowards fteal to Forts, their Cells , 
From pleafures, which the worlds chief dangers are: — 
Hers paffes yours , as Valor fear excels. 
45. 
This is your Rival in your fute to Heav’n: 
But Heav’n is partial if it give to you 
What to her bolder Vertue fhould be given 5 
Since yours. pomps, Vertu’s dangers, never knew: 
6 


46. 
Your fute would have your love with love repay ds 
To which Arts conquefts, when all {cience flowes, 
Compar’d, are Students dreams; and triumphs made 
By glorious Courts and Camps but painted fhowes, 


47> 
Even Arts Dictators, who give Laws to Schools , 
. Are but dead Heads 3 Statefmen, who Empire move , 
But profp’rous Spys, and Victors, fighting Fools, 
When they their Trophies rank with thofe of Love. 


And when againft your fears q thus declame , 

(Yet make your danger more, whilft I decry 
Your worth to hers) then wifely fear I blame; 

For fears ‘are hurtfull’{twhen attempts are high : 


49. 
And you fhould think your’ aie dangers lefs, 
When moft my praife does her renown prefer. 
For that takes off your hafty hope’s excefss 
And when we little hope, we nothing fear. 


50- 
Now you are taught your ficknefs, learn your cure; 
You fhall to Court, and there ferve Rhodalind 4 
Trie if her vertue’s force you can endure 
In.the fame Sphear, without eclipfe of mind. 
ie ; 
Your Lord may there your Souls compare ; for we, 
Though Souls,like Stars,make not their greatnefs knowns 
May find which greater then the other be; 
The Stars are meafur’d by Comparifon! 
Your 
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52. 
Your plighted Lord fhall you ere long preferr 
: To neer attendance on this royal Maid 5 
Quit then officious Fear! The Jealous fear 
| They are not fearful, when to death afraid. 


bi 53. 
Thefe words he clos’d with kindnefs, and retir'd ; 
: In which her quick-ey’d-Hope three bleflings fpy’d 5 
With joy of being neer her Lord, infpir’d, 
With feeing Courts, and having Vertue try’d! 


54. 
“She now with jealous queftions, utter'd fafte, 


Fills Orgo’s Ear, which there unmark’d are gone, 


As Throngs through guarded Gates, when all make hafte, 


Not giving Warders time t’ examine one. 


55° 
She ask’d if Fame had render’d Rhodalind 


With favour, or in Truth’s impartial fhape ? 


Tf Orna were to humble Vertue kinde, 


-_ And beauty could from Gartha’s envy {cape ? ig, 
6 


56. 
If Laura ( whofe faire Eyes thofe but invites, 


who to her wit afcribe the Vi@ory_). 


In conqueft of a fpeechlefs Maid delights? 


‘And ere to this prompt Orgo could reply, 


: 57- 
| She ask’d, in what confift the Charms of Court ¢ 


Whether thofe pleafures fo refiftlefs were 


As common Country Travailers report, 


And fuch as innocence had caufe to feare? 


: 58. 
What kinde of Angels fhape young Fav’rites take ? 
And being Angels, how they can be bad ? 


: Or why delight fo cruelly to make 


Fair Country Maids, return from Court fo fad ? 


59+ 
More had fhe ask’d ( for ftudy warm’d her brow, 
With thinking how her love might profp’rous be) 


’ But that young Ulfzore approach’d her now, 


And Goltho, warmer with defigne then fhe, 


60. 
- Though Goltho’s hope ( in Indian Feathers clad) 


Was light, and gay, as if he meant to flie 5 


| Yet he no farther then his Rival had 


Advane’d in promife, from her Tongue, or Eye, 


eg I. 
~ When diftant, talk’d, as if he plighted were; 


| 


For hope in Love, like Cowards in the Warr, 
Talks bravely till the enterprife be neer 5 
But then difcretion dares not venture farr, 


62, 
He never durft approack her watchfull Eye 
With ftudious gazing, nor with fighs her Eare; 
But ftill feem’d frolick, like a Statefman’s Spy 5 
As if his thoughtful bus‘nefs were not there. 
Aa 2 Seill 
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63. 
Still, Superftitious Lovers Beauty paint, is , 
(Thinking themfelves but Devils) fo divine, 
As if the thing belov’d, were all a Saints 
And ev'ry place fhe enter’d, were a Shrine. 
6 


And though laft Night were the aufpitious time 
- When they refolv’d to quit their bafhful fears; 
Yet foon (as to the Sun when Eaglets climbe ) . 
They ftoop’d, and quench’d their daring Eyes in tears, 
6 


And now (for Hope, that formal Cevtry, ftands 
All Winds and Showrs, though where but vainly plac’d ) 
They to Verona beg her dear commands 5 - 
And look to be with parting kindnefs grac’d, 
66. ’ 


Both daily journies meant , “twixt this and Court: 
For taking leave is twice Love’s {weet Repafts 
In being fweet, and then in being fhort 5 
Like Manna, ready ae but cannot laft. 


7. 
Her Favours not in lib’ral looks fhe gave, 
But in a kinde refpectful lowlinefs, 
Them honor gives, yet did her honor fave 5 | 
Which gently thus, fhe oe to both exprefs. 
68. ¢ 
High Heav’n that did dire your Eyes the way 
To chufe fo well; when you your friendfhip made, 
Still keep you joyn’d, that daring Envy may 
Fear fuch united Vertue to: invade! 


69 

In your fafe Brefts, the Noble Gozdibert 

Does truft the fecret Treafure of his love; 
And I (grown Confcious of my low defert) 

Would not, you fhould that wealth for me improve, 

| 70 

Tam a Flow’r that merit not the Spring ! 

And he (the World’s warm Sun !_) im pafling by 
Should think, when fuch as-I leave fourifhing, 

His Beams to Cedars hatte, which elfe would die. 


71. 
This from his humble Maid you may declare 
To him, on whom the good of humane kinde 
Depends; and as his greatning is your care, 
So may your early love fucceffes finde ! 


(ek 
So may that beautious She, whom eithers Heart 
For vertue and delight of life fhall chufe, 
Quit in your fiege the long defence of Art, Fro) 
And Nature’s freedom in a treaty lofe. a 


13. 
This gave cold Ulfizore ineblotels long Night 
_ Some hope of Day as Sea-men that are run 
Far Northward finde long Winters to be light, 
And in the Cynofure adore the Sun. 
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74. 
It fhew’d to Goltho, not alone like Day, 
But like a wedding Noon; who now grows {trong 
Enough to {peak 5 but that her beauties ftay 
His Eyes, whofe wonder foon arrefts his Tongue: 


: 15 

- Yet fomething he at parting feem’d to fay, 

4 In pretty Flow’rs of Love’s wild Rhetorick 5 

Whieh mov'd not her, though Orators thus {way 
Affemblies, which fince wilde, wilde Mufick like. 
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The ARGUMENT. 


Here Ulfin reads the art to Ulfinore 

of wifely getting, and increafing Power, 

The Rivals to Verona hafte, and there 
Young Golthos frailty does too foon appear, 
Black, Dalga’s fatal beanty is reveal’d 5 
But her defcent and Story w conceal 'd. 


I 
%, Ld Ulfiz parting now with Ulfxore, 
P) His ftudy’d thoughts, and of a grave import 
£) Thus utter’d, as well read in ancient Lore; 
” When prudence kept up greatnefs in the Court. 
2 


Heav'n guide thee, Son, through Honor's flipp’ry way; 
The Hill, which wary painfulnefs muft climbe; 
And often reft, to take a full furvey, 
Of every path, trod by Experienc'd Time © 


ey 
Rife glorious with thy Mafter’s hopeful Morn! 
His favour calls thee to his fecret Breaft; 
Great Gondibert! to fpacious Empire born 5 
Whofe careful Head will in thy bofome reft. 


4. 
Be good! and then in pitty foon be great! 
For vertuous men fhould toile to compafs pow’'r, 
Leaft when the Bad poflefs Dominion’s Seat, 
We vainly weep for thofe whom they devour. 


5. 
Our vertue without pow’r, but harmlefs is! 
The Good, who lazily are good at home, 
And fafely reft in doing not amifs, 
Fly from the Bad, for fear of Martyrdome! 
6 


Be in thy greatnefs eafie, and thy Brow 
Still cleer, and comforting as breaking Light; 
The Great, with bus’nefs troubled, weakly bow 5 
Pow’r fhould with publick Burdens walk upright! 


We chearfulnefs, as anoeatel commend! 
The Great, may with benigne and civil Eyes 
The People wrong, yet not the wrong’d offend 5 
Who feel moft wrong, from thofe who them defpife ! 
; Since 
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8. ; 
" Since wrongs muft be ,. Complaints muft fhew the Griev’d 5 
And Favorites fhould walk {till open Ear’d 5 


For of the {uing Croud half are reliev’d 
With the innate delight of being heard. 


9. 
Thy greatnefs be in Armes! who elfe are great, 
Move but like Pageants in the People’s view 5 
And in foul weather make a fcorn’d retreat 3 
The Greeks their painted Gods in Armor drew ! 


| IO. 
Yield not in ftorms of State to that diflike 
| Which from the People does to Rulers grow 3 
Pow'r (Fortune’s Sail) thould not for threataings {trikes 
In Boats beftorm’d all check at thofe that row, 
II. 
Courts little Arts contemn! dark Holes to fave 
| Retreated Powr, when fear does Friendthip feigne5 
Poor Theeves retire to Woods! Chiefs, great, and brave, 
Draw out their Forces to the open Plaine! 


| 12, 
Be by thy Vertue bold! when that Sun fhines, 
All Art’s falfe lights are with difgrace put out; 
Her ftraitnefs fhews it felf and crooked Lines 5 
And her plain Text the scepticks dare not doubt, 
13. 
Revenge (weak Womens Valor, and in Men, 
The Ruffians \Cowardife,) keep from thy Breaft ! 
The factious Palace is that Serpent’s Den; 
- Whom Cowards. there, with fecret flaughter Featt. 
; 14. 
Revenge is but a braver Name for Fear, 
°Tis Ivdians furious fear, when they are fed 
~ With valiant Foes; whofe Hearts their Teeth mutt tear 
Before they boldly dare believe them dead. 


e 15. 
-VVhen thou giv’ft death, thy Banners be difplay’d! 
And move not till an open Foe appears ! 
Courts lurking war fhews Juftice is afraid 5 
And no broad Sword, but a clofs Ponyard wears, 
16. 
To kill, (hews Fear dares not more fears endure! 
+ VVhen wrong’d, deftroy not with thy Foes thy fame 
' The Valiant by forgiving mifchief, cure 5 , 
; And it is Heav’n’s great conqueft to reclame! 
Lz, 
| Be by thy bounty known! for fince the needs 
| Of life, fo rudely prefs the bold and wife; 
The bountious heart, all but his God exceedss 
VVhom bounty beft makes known to Mortal Eies! 
18 


_ And to be bountiful, be rich! for thofe 
Fam’d Talkers, who in Schools did wealth defpife, 
Faught doGrine, which at home would Empire lofe, 


_ If not believ’d firft by their Enemies. 
‘s : And 
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19. 
And though ip ruling Minifters of State, 
The People wretched poverty adore, 
‘ (Which Fools call innocence, and wife Men hate 
As floth.) yet they rebell for being poore, 
20. 


And to be rich, be diligent ! Move on 
Like Heav’ns great Movers that inrich the Earth 5 
Whofe Moments floth would fhew the world undone, 
And make the Spring {trait bury all her birth. 
21. 
Rich are the diligent ! who can command 
Time, Nature’s ftock! and ceuld his Hour-glafs fall , 
Would, as for feed of Stars, ftoop for the fand; 
And by inceflant Labour gather all, 
22. 
Be kinde to Beauty ! that unlucky Shrine ! 
Where all Love’s Thteves come bowing to their Prey 
And honor fteal; which Beauty makes divine: 
Be thou ftill kinde, but never to betray? 
2g. 
Heav’n {tudy more in Nature, then in Schools! 
Let Nature’s Image never by thee pafs 
Like unmark’d Time 5; but thofe unthinking Fools 
Defpife, who {pie not Godhead threugh her Glafs / 
JA 
Thefe precepts Ulfiore, with dutious care, 
in’ his Hearts Clofet lock’d, his faithful Breft ! 
And now the Rival-Friends for'‘Court prepare 5 
And much their Youth is by their hafte expralt. 
25. 
They yet ner faw Verona nor the Court 5 
And expectation lengthens much their ways 
Since by that great Inviter urg’d, Report; 
And thither fly on Courfers of Relay, 
26 


E’re to his Weftern Mines the Sun retir’ds 
They his great Mint for all thofe Mines behold, 

Verona, which in Towres to Heawn afpir'd 5 
Guilt doubly, for the Sun now guilt their gold, 


27. 
They make their Entry through the Weftern Gate ! 

A Gothick Arch! Where, on an Elephant 
Bold Clephes as the fecond Founder {fate ; 

Made to mock life, and onely life did want. 

20.08 

Still {trange, and divers feem their Objeés now; 

And {till inereafe, where ere their Eyes they cafts 
OF lazy Pag’ant-Greatnefs, moving flow, . 

And angry ‘bus'nefs, rufhing on in hafte. 


29. 
All ftrange to them, as they o all appear 5 

Yet lefs like {trangers.gaz‘d then thofe they fee 5 
Who this glad day the Duke’s Spectators were 5 

To mark how with his fame his looks agree: < ; 
And . 
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: 20... 
_ And guefs that thefe are of his fighting Train, 


Renown’d in Youths who by their wonder ftay'd, 
And by their own, but flowly paflage gain ; 
But now much more their progrefs is delay’d: 


31. 
For a black Beauty did her pride difplay 


Through a large Window, and in Jewels fhon, 
As if to pleafe the World, weeping for day, 
Night had put all her Starry Jewels on. 


 s 32% 
_ This Beauty gaz’d on both, and U/fzore 


I 


Hung down his Head, but yet did lift his Eyes; 
As if he fain would fee a little more : 
For much, though bafhful, fhe did beauty prife. 


. 33° 
Goltho did like a bluthlefs Statue {tare 5 
Boldly her prattis’'d boldnefs did out-look 3 


1 And even for fear the would miftruft her fnare, 


Was ready to cry out, that he was took! 


J 34. ‘ i 
She, with a-wicked Woman’s profp’rous Art, 


A feeming modefty, the Window clos’d; x 
Wifely delay’d his Eyes, fince of his Heart 
' She thought, fhe had fufficiently difpos d. 


35. 
_. And he thus ftrait complaind! Ah Ulfxere, 


How vainly Glory has our Youth mifled>? 
The Winde which blowes us from the happy Shore, 
And drives us from the living to the Dead. 


36. 
_ To Blocdy flaughters, and perhaps of thofe 


Who might beget fuch beauties as this Maid 5 


The Sleepy here are never wak’d with Foes; 


Nor are of ought but Ladies frowns afraid, 


37: 
Ere he could more lament, a little Page, 
Clean, and perfum’d (one whom this Dame did breed 
To gucfs at ills, too manly for his age) 
Steps {wiftly to him, and arrefts his Steed. 


| 38. 
With civil whifper cries, My Lady sir! 
At this, Goltho alights as {wiftly poft 
As Pofters mount ; by lingring loath to err, 
As Wind-bound Men, whofe floth their firft Wind loft. 


And when his Friend Mecca ind to take care; 
He gravely, as a Man new potent grown, 
Protefts he fhall in all his Fortunes fhare ; 

And to the Houfe invites him as his own. 


40. ; 
And, witha Rival’s wifdom, U/fore 
Does hope, fince thus blinde Love leads him aftray, 


. Where a falfe Saint he can fo foon adore, 


That to Birthe ner will ance the way. 
| B : 
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Al; oa 
They enter, and afcend 5 and enter then . 
Where Dalga with black Eyes does Sinners draw 5 
And with her voice holds faft repenting Men 5 
To whofe warm Jett, light Goltho 1s but Straw: 


42, 
Nicely as Bridegrooms, was her Chamber dreft, 
Her Bed, as Brides; and richer then a Throne; 
And {weeter feem’d then the Circazia’s Neft, 
Though built in Eaftern Groves of Cinamon, 


43- 
The price of Princes pleafuress who her love 
(Though but falfe ware) at rates fo coftly bought 5 


“The wealth of many, but may hourly prove 


Spoils to fome one by whom her felf is caught. 


44. 
She, f{way’d by finful Beauty’s deftiny, 
Findes her Tyrannick pow’r muft now expire 5 
Who ment to kindle Goltho with her Eye, 
But to her Breaft has brought the raging fire. 


45. 
Yet even in fimple love fhe ufes Art 5 
Though weepings are from loofer Eyes but leaks, 
Yet oldeft Lovers fcarce would doubt her heart 5 
So well the weeps, and thus to Goltho {peaks, 


46. 
I might, if I fhould ask your pardon, Sir, 
Sufped that pitty which the noble feel 
When Women fail 5 but fince in thisT:err 
To all my Sex, Ewould to Women kneel. 


47. 
Yet happy were our Sex, ‘could they excufe 
All breach of modefty, as I can mine 3 
Since ‘tis from paflion which a Saint might ufe, 
And not appear lefs worthy of a Shrine. 
8 


48. 
For my brave Brother you refemble fo 


Throughout your fhape; who late in Combate fell5 


As you in that an inward vertue fhow, 
By which to me you all the World excell. 


Re 49. 
All was he, which the Good as greatnefs fee, 
Or Love can like! in judgment match’d by none 5 
Unlefs it fail’d in being kind to me ; 
A crime forbid to all fince he is gone. 


O. 
For though I fend my eyedabees in hope 
Amongft the ftreams of Men ftill flowing here, 
To finde (which is my paffions utmoft fcope) 
Some one that does his noble Image beare’ 


T, 
Yet ftill I live reclufe; ahen it feem 
_ A liberty too mde, that’ I in you 
His likenefs at fo high a rate‘efteem, 
As to believe your heatt is kimde and true. « : 
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52, 
She cafts on Vlfiore a fudden look 5 » | 
Stares like a A¢ouniebank,, who had forgot 
His Viol, and the curfed poifon took 
By dire’ miftake before his Antidote, 


° 53. 
Prays Goltho that his Friend may ftrait forbear 
Her prefence; who (the faid) refembled fo 
Her noble Brother's cruel Murderer, 
As fhe muft now expire, unlefs he go ! 


54. 
Goltho, {till gravely vain, with formal Face 
. Bids Ulfinore retires and does. pretend 
Almoft to know her Parents, and the place, | 
And even to {wear her Brother was his Friend, 


55° ; 
But wary Véfinore ( whofe beautious Truth 
Did never but.in plaineft drefs. behold) . 
Smiles, and remembers Tales, to forward Youth. 
In Winter Nights by Country Matrons told: 
6 


| 56. 

Of witches Townes, where feeming Beauties dwell, © 

All hair, and black within, Maides that can fly! 
Whofe Palaces at Night, are {moky Hell, 

And in their beds their flaughter’d Lovers lie. 


: 57. 
And though, the Sun now fetting, he no Lights 
| Saw burning blew, nor fteam of Sulphur {melt 5 
Nor took her Two black déercen Maids. for Sprites5 
Yet he a fecret touch of honor felt. | 


58, 
For not the craft of Rivalfhip (though more 
Then States, wife Rivals ftudy interelt) 
Can make him leave his Friend, till he reftore 
Some cold difcretion to his burning Breaft. 


59¢ 
Though to his fears this caufe now ferious fhows 5 
Yet {miles he at his folemn loving Eye 5 
For Luft in reading Beauty folemn grows 
As old Phyfitians 1n Anatomie. 
60. 
_ Goliho (faid he) ’tis eafie to difcern . 
That you are grave, and think you fhould be 05 
Since you have bus’nefs here of grave concern 5 
And think that you ay Houfe and Lady know, 


I, 
Yow! ftay, and have your fleep with. mufick fed 5 
But little think to wake with Adandrakes grones 5 
And by a Ghoft be to a Garden led 3 
At midnight, ftrew'd ei fimple Lovers Bones : 
op 
This Goltho is inchantment, and fo ftrange, 
So fubt'ly falfe, that whilft 1 tell it you, 
I fear the fpell will my opinion change, 
And make me think the pleafant Vifion true. . 
Bb 2 ; Het 
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63. 
r dire black Eyes are like the Oxes Eye, — 
os Which in the Indian Ocean Tempeft brings; 
Let’s go! Before our Horfes learn to fly, - 
Ere fhe fhew cloven Feet, and they get wings! 
6 


But high rebellious Love, when counfell’d, foon 
As fullen as rebuk’d Ambition grows 5 

And Goltho would purfue what he fhould fhun, 
But that his happy’r se did interpofe : 


5 
For at the Garden Gate, a Summons, loud 
Enough, to fhew authority, and hafte, 
Brought cares to Dalga’s Brow 3 which like a Cloud 
Did foon. her thining beauty over-caft. 
66 


Like Thieves furpris’d, whil’ft they divide their Prife, 
Her Maids run and return through ev'ry Room; 
Still feeming doubtful where their fafety lies; 
All fpeaking with their looks, and all are. dumb, 


: 67. 

She, who to dangers could more boldly wake, | 
With words, fwift as thofe errands which her heart 

Sends out in glances, thus:to Goltho {pake : 
My Mother, Sir! ia kh muft depart! 

She is fevere, as dying Confeflors, 
As jealous as unable Husbands are, 

She Youth in Men, like age in Maids abhots 3 
And has more Spieg then any civil Warre. 

6 


9. 
Yet would you but fubmit to be conceal’d, 
I have a Clofet fecret as my Breft, 
Which is to Men, nor Day, no more réveal’d, 
Then a cloffe Swallow in his Winters Neft. 


70. 
To this good Goltho did begin to yield; 
But Ulfixore ( who doubts that it may tend 
To bafe retreat, unlefs they quit the Field) 
Does by example govern and defend. 
71. 
And now his Eyes even ake with longingnefs, 
Ready to break their Strings, to get abroad 
To fee this Matron, by whofe fole Kiar 


Dalga in all her furious hopes is aw’d. ; 


72. 
And as he watch'd her civil asercury, 


The hopeful Page 5 he faw him entrance give, 
Not to a Matron, ftill prepar’d to dies 


But toa Youth wholly defign’d to live. 


He feem’d the Heir to protprrote Parents toiles 5 | 
Gay as young Kings, that woo in forraign Courtss 
Or youthful Victors in their Perfian {poiles 5 
He feem’d like Love and Mufick made for fports. 3 
ut 
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74. 
But wore his clothing loofe, and wildly caft, . 
As Princes high with Feafting, who to wine 
- Aye feldom us’d: fhew’d warm, and more unbrac’t 
Then Ravifhers, oppos’d in their defigne, 


75° 
This U/fizore obferv’d, and would not yet 
. In civil pitty, undeceive his Friend; 
But watch’d the fignes of his departing Fits 
| Which quickly did in bafhful filence end. 
da 


76. 

To the Dukes Palace they inquir’d their way ; 
And as they flowly rod, a grave excufe 

Griev'd Goltho frames; vowing he made this flay 
For a difcov’ry of important ufe. 


| p7 
If Sir, (faid he) we heedlefly pafs by Bee 
_. Great Towns, like Birds that from the Country come 
~ But to be skar’d, and on to Forrefts fly, 
Let’s be no travail’d Fools, but rooft at home. 


7°. 
I fee (reply’d his Friend) you nothing lack 
Of what is painful, curious, and difcreet 
In Travailers; elfe would you not look back 
So often to obferve this Houfe, and Street : 


: 79: 
Drawing your City Mapp with Coafters care 5 
Not onely marking where fafe Channels run, 
But where the Shelves, and Rocks, and Dangers are 5 
To teach weak Strangers what they ought to fhun. 
8 


O. 
But, Goltho, fly from Luft’s experiments ! 
_ _Whofe heat we quench much fooner then affwage; 
_ To quench the: Furnace-Luft, {top all’ the vents ; 
For, give it any Air, the flames will rage. 
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To the READER. — ‘| 


POA Am here arriv’d-at the middle of the Third ‘ 
GUO 4 BOOK; which makes an equal half of the — 
pha POEM ; and 1 was now by degrees to pre- 
ee) jean fent you (as I promis‘d in the Preface) the — 
EW? Ars feveral Keys of the main Building; which 
SOF E& thould convey you through fuch fhort Walks _ 
as give an eafie view of the whole Frame. 
But ‘tis high time to ftrike Sail, and caft Anchor (though T 
have run but halfe my Courfe} when at the Helme I am threat- — 
ned with Death; who, though he can vifit us but once, feems 
troublefome ; and even in the Innocent may beget fuch a gra- _ 
vity , as diverts the Mufick of Verfe. And I befeech thee — 
(if thou art fo civill as to be pleasd with what is written) — 
not to take ill, that Irun not on dill my laft gafp. For though — 
I intended in this POEM to ftrip Nature naked, and clothe her — 
again in the perfect fhape of Vertue; yet even in fo worthy a — 
Defigne I fhall ask leave to defilt, when I am interrupted by — 
fo great an experiment as Dying: and °tis an experiment to 
the moft experienc’d ; for no Man (though his Mortifications — 
may be much greater then mine) can fay, He has already Dyd. — 
It may be objected by fome (who look not on Verfe with — 
the Eyes of the Ancients, nor with the reverence which ic ftill 
preferves amongft other Nations ) that I beget a Poem in an 
unfeafonable time. But be not thou, Reader, (for thine own 
fake, as well as mine) a common Spectator, that can never — 
look on great Changes but with tears in his Eyes : for if all Men 
would obferve, That Conqueft is the Wheels of the Worlds 
on which it has ever run, the Vi€torious would not think they 
have done fo new, and fuch admirable ations , as muft draw — 
Men from the noble and beautifull Arts, to gaze wholly upon 
them; neither would the Conquer’d continue their wonder 
till ic involve them in forrow; which is then the Minde’s in: 
. curable 


curable Difeafe, when the Patient grows fo fullen, as not to 
liften toRemedy: And Poefie was that Harp of David, which 
remov'd from Saal the Melancholy Spirit; that put him in 
a continual remembrance of the revolution of Empire.” 

I thall not think I inftrua& Military Men, by faying, That 
with Poefie, in Heroick Songs , the Wiler Ancients prepar’d 
their Batails; nor would I offend the auftetity of fuch, as vex 
themfelves with the manage of Civill Affairs, by putting them 
in minde, that whilft the Plays of Children are punifh'd, the 
plays of Men, ate but excus'd under the title of bufinefs. 

But I will gravely tell thee ( Reader) he who writes an 
Heroick Poem, leaves an Eftate entayl'd ; and he gives a greater 
Gift to Pofterity, then to the prefent Age; fora publick be- 
mefit is beft meafured inthe number of Receivers; and our 
‘Contemporaries are but few, when reckon'd with thofe who 
fhall fucceed. 

Nor could 1 fit idle, and figh with fuch as mourn to hear 
the Drum ; for if this Age be not quiet enough.to be taughe 
Vertue a pleafant way, thenext may beat leifure: Norévuld 
I (like Men that have civilly flept, till they aré old in dark 
Cities) think War a novelty: for we have all heard, thac 
Alexander walk’d after the Drum, from Macedon into India ; 
and I tell thee (Reader ) he carry’d Homer in his Pocket ; and 
that after Augufius, by many Batails, had chang’d the Govern- 
ment of the World, he and Mecenas often feafted very peace- 
ably with Horace: And that the laft wife Cardinall ( whilft 
he was fending Armies abroad, and preparing againft civill In- 
vafion) took Virgill and Taffo afide- under the Lonwre Gallery 
and at a great expence of tmeand Treafure, fent them forth 
in new Ornaments. And perhaps, if my Poem were not fo fe- 
vere a reprefentation of Vertue (ndreffing Truth even cut of 
thofe difguifes which have been moft in fafhion throughout the 
World) it might arrive at fair entertamment, though it make 
now for a Harbor in aStorm. . 

If thou art_a malicious Reader, thou wilt remember, my 
Preface boldly confefs'd, That a main motive to this under-— 
taking, was a defire of Fame; and thou maift likewife fay , 
I may very poffibly not live to enjoy tt. Truly [have fome 
Years ago confider’d, that Fame, like Time, only gets a reve- 
tence by long running ; and that like a River, tis narroweft 
where tis bred, and broadeft afarr off: but this concludes it 
Not unprofitable ; for he whofe Writings divert Men from in- 
difcretion and vice, becomes famous as he is an example to 
others endeavours: and exemplary Writers are Wifer then to 

depend 


POSTSCRIPT. 


depend on the gratuities of this World ; fince the kind looks 
and praifes of the prefent Age, for reclaiming a few, are not 
mentionable with thofe folid rewards in Heaven, for a long 
and continual converfion of Pofterity. : 

If thou (Reader) art one of thofe, who has been warm d 
with Poetick Fire, I reverence thee as my Judg , and whilft 
others tax me with vanity, as if the Preface argu’d my good 
opinion of the Work; I appeal to thy Confctence, whether it | 
be more then fuch a neceflary aflurance, as thou haft made 
to thy felf in like Undertakings? For when I obferve that Wri- 
ters have many Enemies, fuch inward aflurance (methinks) re- 
{embles that forward confidence in’ men of Armes, ) which 
makes them to proceed. in great Enterprile 5 fince the right exa- 
mination of abilities, begins with inquiring whether we doubt. 
our felves. 
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To my worthy Friend Mr. William D’avenant ; upon 
his ‘Poem of Madagalcar, which he writ to the 
moft Illuftrious Prince Rupert, | ; 


Am compell’d by your commands to write 
P'th’ Frontis-piece of this, and fure I might 
With quaint conceits, here to the World fet forth 
_ The merit of the Poem, and your worth 3 
Had 1 well fancy’d reafons to begin; |’ 


And achoyce Mould, to caft good Verfes in : 


But wanting thefe, what power (alas) have I 
To write of any thing? will men rely 


~ On my opinion? which in Verfe, or Profe, 


Hath juft that credit, which we give to thofe 
That fagely whifper , fecrets of the Court. 
Having but Lees, for Effence, from Report. 


- And that’s the knowledge which belongs to me 3 
For by what's faid , I guefs at Poetry. _ 


As when I hear them read ftrong-lines I’cry : 
-Th’are rare, but cannot tell you rightly why: 


And now I finde this quality was it, 


- hat made fome Poet cite me for a wit: 


Now God forgive him for that huge miftake! > 3.1 


If he did know 3 but with what paines)I make 


_ A Verfe, hee’ld pittie then my wretched: cafes +: 


For at the birth ofeach, Iawift my Face ,: >)» | 


Asif I drew a Tooths 1 blot, and write’, 
Then look as pale, as fome that go to: fight: 


With the whole Kennel of ‘the Alphabet, 


1 hunt fometimes an hour, one Rime to get: 


- What.I approv’d of once, I ftreight deny , 


- Like an unconftant Prince, then give the lye 
To my owninvention, which 1s fo poor, 

As here 'de kifs your hands, and fay no more 5 
Had 1 not feen a childe with Sizors cut; 

A folded Paper unto which was put 

More chance then skill, yet when you open it, 
You'd think it had been done, by Art and Wit: 
Sol (perhaps) may light upon fome ftraine, 
Which may in this your good opinion gaines 
And howfoever, if it be a plot 

You may be certain that in this, yhave got 


_A foyle to fet your Jewel off, which comes 


From Madagafcar, {centing of rich gummes3 
Before the which, my lay conceits will {mell, 
Like ar abortive Chick, deftroy’d i’th’ fhell - 
Yet fomething I muft fay, may it prove fit; 


. Te do the beft I can and this is it. 


_ What lofty fancy was’t poffeft your braine, 


~ And caus’d you foare into fo high a ftraine! 
Cc 2 Did 
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Did all the Mufes joyne, to make this piece 
Excel what we have had , from Rome or Greece? 
Or did your ftrive, to leave it as a Friend 

To {peak your praifes, when there is an end 
Of your Mortality? if you did fo, 

Envy will then, {carce find you out a Foe: 
But let me tell you ( Friend) the heightning came , 
From the reflection of Prince Rupert's names 
Whofe glorious Genius caft into your Soul, 
Divine conceits, {uch as are fit tinrole 

In great Apollo's court , there to remain 

For future ages to tranfcribe again > 

For fuch a Poem, in fo fweet a ftile , 

As yet was never landed on this Ifle : 

And could I fpeak your praifes at each Pore , 
Twere little for the work; it merits more. 


Endimion Porter. 


To my Friend William D’avenant ; upon bis Poem 
of Madagatcar. | 


T Bit mighty Princes Poets are? thofe things 

The great ones ftick at, and our very Kings 

Lay down,they ventureon; and with great eafe  _ 
_ y Difcover, conquer, what, and where they pleafe. 

Some Flegmatick Sea-Captaine, would have ftaid 

For mony now, or Vittuals 5 not have waid 

Anchor without’em; Thou (W77//.) do’ft not ftay 

So much as for a Wind, but go’ft away , 

Land’ , View'ft the Country 5 fight’ft , putt’ft all to rout 

Before another coud be putting out! ph 

And now the news in Town is, Dav’nant’s come 

From Madagafcar, Fraught with Lawrel home, _ 

And welcome (Will) for the firft time, but prithee 

In thy next Voyage, bring the Gold too with thee. 


F. Suckling. 
J. Snekieng 


On 
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* On bis other Poems. 


Hou haft redeemed us (Wil/,) and future times 
Shall not account unto the Age’s crimes : 
Dearth of pure Wit: fince the great Lord of it 

| (Donne) parted hence, no man has ever writ 
So near him, in’s own way: I would commend 

Particulars, but then, how fhould I end 

Without a Volume? Ev'ry Line of thine 
Would aske (to praife it right) Twenty of mine 


J. Suckling. 


To Will. D’avenant my Friend. 


Hen I beheld, by warrant from thy Pen, 
A Prince rigging our Fleets, arming our Men, 
| Conducting to remoteft fhores our force 
| CWithout a Dido to retard his courfe) 
And thence repelling in fuccefsful fight 

Th’ ufurping Foe (whofe ftrength was all his right) — 
By two brave Heroes, (whom we juftly may 

By Homer's Ajax or Achilles lay, 

I doubt the Author of the Tale of Troy, 

With him, that makes his Fugitive enjoy 

The Carthage Queen, and think thy Poem may 

‘Impofe upon Pofterity, as they 

Have done on us: What though Romances lie 

Thus blended with. more faithful Hiftorie? 

We, of th’ adult’rate mixture not complaine, 

But thence more’ Characters of Vertue gaine: 

‘More pregnant Patterns of tranfcendent Worth, 

Then barren and infipid Truth brings forth: 

So oft the Baftard nobler fortune meets, 

Then the dull Iffue of the lawful fheets, 


Thomas Carew. 


Se \ 


a 


To my Friend, William D’avenant. 


Crowded ’mongft the firft, to fee the Stage 
(Infpir'd by thee) ftrike wonder in our Age, 

_By thy bright fancie dazled ; Where each Sceane 

: _ Wrought likea charme, and forc’t the Audience leane 
& h’ paflion of thy Pen: Thence Ladies went 


hofe abf L figh’d for) to repent . 
ofe abfence Lovers fig r) to rep "Their 
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There unkinde {corne; And Countries who by art 
Made love before, with a converted heart, 
To wed thofe Virgins, whom.they woo’d t’ abufe : 
Both rendred Hymen’s pros’lits by thy Mule, _ 
But others who were proofe ’gainft Love, did fit 
To learn the fubtile Dictates. of thy Wit 
And as each profited, took his degree, 
Matter, or Batchelor, in Comedie. 
Who on the Stage, though fince they venter'd not 
Yet on fome Lord, or Lady, had their plot 
OF gaine, or favor : Ev'ry nimble jeft 
They {peak of thine, b’ingth’ entrance to a Feaft, 
Or nearer whifper: Moft thought fit to be 
So far concluded Wits, as they knew thee. 
But here the Stage thy limit was. Kings may , 
Find proud ambition humbled at the Sea, 
Which bounds dominion : But the nobler flight 
OF Poefie, hath a fupreamer right 
‘To Empire, and. extends her large command 
Where ere th’ invading Sea affaults the land. 
Ev’n Madagafcar (which fo oft hath been 
Like a proud Virgin tempted, yet ftill feen 
Th’ Enemy Court the Wind for flight) doth le 
A trophie now of thy Wits Vidtorie: _ 
Nor yet difdains deftruction to her ftate, 
Encompaft with thy Laurel in her fate. 
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Madagafcar. 


A 


_ Written to os 
_ PRINCE RUPERT. 


Y Soul, this Winter, has been twice about 
To fhift her narrow Manfion, and look out; 
To aire her yet unpractis'd wings, and trie 
Where Soules are entertain’d when Bodies die : 
For this intended journey was to cleate 
Some fubtile humane doubts, that vex her hereé 
And for no other caufe; how ere the Court 

Believe (whofe cruel! wits turn all to {port ) 

Twas not to better my Phylofophie | 

That I would mount, and travell through the Skie, 
As if I went, on natures émbaffie; 
Whofe Legate there, Religion termes a Spie. 
But thefe fick offers to depart, they call 
A wearinefs of Life, each spring, and Fall: 
And this beliefe ( though well refolv’d before ) 
Made me fo fullen, that Ile die no more 
Than old Chaldean Prophets in their fleep; __ 
Who ftill fome reliques of their Soules, would keep, 
As gage for the returne of what they fent, 
For vifions to theftarry Firmament, 
Thus in a Dream, I did adventure out 
Juft fo much Soule, as Sinners giv’n to doubt 
Of after ufage, dare forgoe a while : 
And this fwift Pilot fteer'd unto an Ifle, 
Between the Southern Tropick and the Lines 
Which (noble Prince) my prophecie calls thine: 
: asc on a Chriftal Rock I fate, and faw 
| empire of the Winds, new kept in atve, 


S 
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By things fo large, and weighty, as did prefs 
Waves to Bubles, or what unfwell’d to lefs: 
The Sea for fhelter haftned to the {hore 5 
Sought harbor for it felf, not what it bore: 
So well thefe Ships could rules where ev'ry Saile, 
The fubdu’d Winds, court with fo milde a gale, 
As if the fpacious Navy lay adrift, 
Sailes fwell’d , to make them comely more than fwift ¢ 
And then I fpi'd (as caufe of this command) 
Thy mighty Uncles Trident in thy hand, 

- By which myfterious figure I did call 
Thee chiefé, and univerfal Admirall! 
For well our Northern Monarch knowes, how ere 
The Sea is dully held, the proper {pheare 
Wherein that Trydent {wayes, yet, in his hand 
It turnes {trait to a Scepter when on land: : 
And foon this wife affertion prov’d a truths 
For when thy felf, with thy advent'rous Youth 
Were difimbargu’d ; ftrait with one lib’rall minde, 
That long-loft, {catter’d-parcell of Mankinde, 
Who from the firft diforder’d throng did ftray 
And then fix here, now yield unto thy {way : 
On Olive-trees, their Quivers empty hung, 
Their arrowes were unplum’d, their bowes unftrung: 
But fome from farr, with jealous Opticks trace 
Lines of thy Mothers beauty in thy face : 
By which, fo much thou feem’ft the God of love, 
That with tumultuous hafte they {trait remove, 
And hide, their Magazin of Archerie; i 
Left what was their defence, might now fupply 
Thy Godhead, which is harmlefs yet, but know 
When thou fhalt head a Shaft, and draw a Bow, 
Each then thou conquerft, muft a Lover bes 
The worft eftate of their Captivity, 

What found is that! whofe concord makes a jarre? 
*Tis noife in Peace, though harmony in Warr: 
The Drum, whofe doubtfull Mufick doth delight 
The willing eare , and the unwilling fright, 

Had wet Orioz chofen to lament 

His griefs at Sea, on fuch an Inftrument 5 

Perhaps the martiall Mufick might incite 

The Sword-fith, Thrafher, and the Whale to fight, 
But not to dance; the Dolphin he fhould lack, 
Who to delight his eare, did load his back, 

And now as Thunder calls ere Stormes doe rife 
Yet not forewarnes, ‘till juft they may furprife 5 
Till the affembling clouds are met, to powre 
Their long provided fury in one fhowre 5 

Even fo this little thunder of the Drum, . 
Foretold a danger juft when it was come: 

When ftrait mine Eye, might ratifie mine Eare; 
And fee that true, which heard, was but my feare : 
For in a firme well-order’d body ftood, 

Erected Pikes, like a young leaflefs Wood; 
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K “And that thew’d dark, they were fo clofe combin’d ; 


era 


’ 


And evry narrow File was double liz’d 5 
‘But with fuch nimble Minifters of fire, 
That could fo quickly charge, fo foon retire, 
That thot fo faft ; to fay it lightried were 
No praife, unto a Gunners motion there 5 
Nor yet to fay, it lightned ev'ry where 5 
- Their number thence, not {wiftnefs would appeare 5 
Since fo inceflant {wift; that in mine eye, | 
Lightning feem’d flow, and might be taught to flie! 
- *Tis lawfull then to fay, thou :didft appear © 
_ To wonder much, although thou couldft not feare: 
Thy knowledge (Prince) were younger then thy time 
If not amaz’d ; to fee in fuch a clime, 9»: ; 
_ Where Science is fo new, Men fo exact, 
> In Taéfick, Arts, both to defigne, and ad. 
_ Thefe from unweildy Ships (the day before) 
The weary Seas disburdened on the Shore : 
In envy of thy hopes they hither came; - 
_ And Envy men in warr Ambition. name 5. 
Ambition, Valour ; but ’tis: valor’s: fhame 
When envy feeds it more then noble Fame: 
Strait I difcern’d by what their Enfigne weares , 
_ They are of thofe ambitious Wanderers 5 | 
Whole avaricious thoughts would teach them run, 
As long continu’d journeys as the Sun: , 
‘And make the title of their ftrength, not right, 
_ As known, and univerfal as his light: _ 95 r 
_ For they believe their Monarch thath fubdu’d 
Already fuch a fpacious latitude : 
‘That fure, the good old Planet's. busnefs is 
_ Of late, only to vifit what is his; fT ores 
- And thofe faire beams, which he did think his own 
' Are tribute now, and he, his fubjec& grown; ise 
~ Yet not impair’d in title, fince they call 
Him kindly, his swrveyour-Generall. 
Now give mie Wine! and let my fury rife, 
That what my travail’d Soul’s immortall eyes 
~ With joy, and wonder faw, I may reherfe 
To curious Eares, in high, immortal] verfe ! 
Two of this furious Squadron did advances 
Commanded to comprife the publick chance 
In their peculiar fates: Their {words they drew: 
And two, whofe large renown their Nation knew, 
Two of thy party ( Prince ) they call’'d to try 
” By equall duell fuch a Victory, : 
As gives the Victor's fide a full command 
Of what poffefs'd by both, is neithers Land, 
And this to fave the Peoples common blood; 
By whom, although no caufe is underftood 5 
- Yet Princes being vex’d they muft take care 
To doe not what they ought , but what they dare: 
| Na reafon on their courage muft rely, 
_ Though they alike the quarrel ee 
| dD 
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Ard ia their Princes kind indifPrent eye _ 
Are dutyous Fooles, that either kill, or die, 

This fafe agreement by the gen rall voice 
Was ratifi'd with vowes, then flraight thy choice 
For the encounter (Prince) with greedy eye 
I did intirely view, and both I {pie 
March to the Lift, whilft eithers cheerfull look 
Fore-told glad hopes, of what they undertook. 
Their lookes; where forc’d-{tate-clouds, nere ftrive to lowre, 
As if {weet feature, bus'nefs could make fowre: 
Where folemn fadnefs of a new court face, 

Nere meant to fignifie their pow’r, or place, 

You may efteem them Lovers by their haire ; 

The colour warnes no Lady to defpaire 5 

And nature feem’d to prove their {tature fuch, 

As took not {cantly from her, nor too much: 

So tall, we cant mif-name their ftature length, 
Nor think’t lefs made for comlinefs, then ftrength. 
Their hearts are more, than what we noble call, 
And {till make envy weary of her Gall. 

So gentle foft; their valours with more eafe, 
Might be betray’d to fuffer than difpleafe': 
Compar’d to Lovers, Lovers were undone 5 

Since {till the beft gain by comparifon. 

Of thefe, the Godlike-sidney was a Type, 

Whofe fame ftill grows, and yet is ever ripe 5 
Like Fruits of, Paradife, which nought could blaft 
But ignorance 5 for a defire to tafte, 
And know, produc’d no curfe; but neut’rall will, 
When knowledge made indiffrent, good, and ill, 
So whilft our judgment keeps unmix’d, and pure, 
Our siduey’s fall grown Fame will ftill indure - 
Sidney, \ike whom thefe Champions {trive to grace, 
The filenc’d remnant of poor Orphews race, | 
Firft thofe, whom mighty Numbers hall infpire 5 
Then thofe, whofe eafier art can touch his Lyre. 
And they protec, thofe who with wealthier fate, 
Old Zeuxis lucky Penfill imitate. 

And thofe, who teach Lyfippws Imag’ry 5, 

Formes, that if once alive, would never die! 
Which though no offices of life they tafte, - 

Yet, like th’ Elements (life's prefervers) laft ! 

An Art, that travailes much, deriv'd to us 

From pregnant Rome, to Rome from Ephefus ! 

But whether am I fled? A Poets fong, 

When love directs his praife, is ever long. 

The challenge was aloud, whil’ft ev’ry where 
Men ftrive to fhew their hopes, and hide their feare, 
They now ftood oppofite, and neer: a while . 
Their Eyes encounter’d , then in {corn they finile. 
Such did difguife the fury of his heart, 

A fafe, and temp’rate exercife of Art 
Seem’d to. invite thofe thrufts they moft decline, | 
Receive , and then return in one true line, 


“As 


Ks if, all Archyedes {clence were 

In duell both exprefs’d, and better’d there. 
Each ftrove the others judgment to fupprefs : 
Stood ftiffe, as if their poftures were in Brafs. 


But who can keep his cold wife temper long, 


‘ 


VVhen Honour warmes him, and his blood is young? 


 Thofe fubtill figures, they in judgment chofe 
As guards fecure, in rage they difcompofe: 
Now Hazard is the Play, Courage the Aaine, 
Which, if it hits at firft, affures the gain: 
But Honor throwes at all, and in this ftrife, 
VVhen Honor playes, how poor a ftake is life ? 


-YVhich foon (alafs!) the adverfe Second found : 


“Made wife, by the example of a wound : 
Rut Gamfters wifdome ever comes too late, 


So dear ‘tis bought, of that falfe Merchant Fate: 


For our bold Second by that wound had wone 


The treafure of his ftrength; whilft quite undone, 


He fbrunke from this unlucky fport: but now 
More angry wrinckles on his Rivals brow 
Appear'd , than hundred Lions weare3 and all 
~ His ftrength, he ventures on our Principall: 
Vvho entertain’d his ftreame of fury fo |. 
As Seas meet Rivers whom they force to flow : 
‘Tt is repulfe makes Rivers fwell, and he 
Fore’d back, got courage from our victory : 
Rivers, that Seas do teach to rage, are toft, 
And troubled for their pride, then quickly loft: 
~So he was taught that anger, which he {pent 
\ To make the others wrath more prevalent, 
For in the next affault he felt the be(t, 
_ Firft part of Man, ( the Monarch of. his breft) 
To ficken in its warme, and narrow Throne, 
His Rivals hafty Soule, to fhades unknowne 
VVas newly fled, but his made greater hafte, 
His feares had fo much fenfe of fufferings pafte : 
Such danger he difcern’d in’s Victors eye, 
“VVhom he believd, fo skill'd in victory 5 
As if his Soul fhould near his Body ftay, 
The cruel! Heavens, would teach him find a way 
To kill that too, by which, no pride Cwe fee) 
Cain make us fo prophane as mifery? 
Thi 


when their Campe beheld, they ftrait abjure 


That pitty in their vow; which to fecure 


The publick blood, ventur’d their hopes, and fame 
On Two, caufe they could die, were cenfur'd tame 5 


And to exhort, fuch vex’d, and various, Minds, 
VVere in. a ftorme, to reconcile the VVinds, 
VVith whifper’d precepts of Philofophy: 
Armes, and Religion, feldome can comply. 
Their Faith they break, and in a body draw 
Their loofer ftrength, to give the Victors law. 


Charge! charge ! the Battel is begun! and now 


I faw thy Uncles anger in thy brow: 
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Which like Heavens fire, doth feldome force affume, 
Or kindle till ’tis fit, it fhould confume: 
Heavens flow, unwilling fire 5 that would not fall, 
Till two injurious Cities feem’d to call ee 
With their loud fins, and when ‘twas time it muft 
Deftroys although it was feverely juft _ 
To thofe, fo much perverted in their will; - 
The righteous {aw the fire, yet fear’d no ill. 
So carelefs fafe, bere all the Natives were, 
Who {ftood, as if too innocent to feare, 
As if they knew, thy Uncle bred thy fate, 
And his juft anger thou didft imitate. fein 
But thy proud foes, who thought the Morne did rife, 
For no chief caufe, but to falute their eyes 5 
Are now enform'd by Death, it may grow Night 
With them, yet others ftill enjoy the light : 
For ftrait (me thought) their perifh’d Bodies lay 
To foyle the Ground, they conquer'd yefterday, 
©, Why is valour priz'd at fuch a rate > 
Or if a Vertue, Why fo fool’d by Fate > 
That Land, achiev’d with patient toyle, and might 
Of emulous encounter in the fight, 
They muft not onely yeld, when they muft die, 
But dead, it for the Vidor frudtifie. 
And now our Drums fo fill each adverfe Eare, 
Their fellowes groanes, want roome to enter there 5 
Like Ships near Rocks, when ftormes are grown fo high, 
They cannot warne each other with their cry : 
Evn fo, not hearing what would make them flie, 
All ftay’d, and funke, for fad focietie : 
Their wounds are fuch, the Neighb’ring Rivers need 
No Springs to make them flow, but what they bleed: 
Where Filhes wonder at their red-dy’d flood, 
And by long nourifhment on humane blood, 
May grow {fo neer a kin to men, that he 
Who feeds on them hereafter, needs muft be 
Efteem’d as true a Camiball, as thofe 
Whofe lufcious diet is their conquer’d Foes, 

Sure Adam, when himfelf he firft did {pie 
So fingular, and only in his eye; 
Yet knew, all to that fingle felf pertain’d, 
Which the Sun faw, or Elements fuftain’d ; 
He not believ'd, a race from him might come 
So num’rous, that to make new off-{pring roome, 
Is now the beft excufe of Nature, why 
Men long in growth, fo eafily muft die. 
Eden, which God did this firft Prince allow, 
But_as his Privy-Garden then, is now 
A {pacious Country found; elfe we fupplie 
With dreames, not truth, long loft Geographie: 
And each high Ifland then (though nere fo wide) 
Was but his Avount, by Nature fortifi'd ; 
And every Sea, wherein thofe MMlands float, 
Molt aptly then, he might have call’d his Azoat, 
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Parts, and divifions were computed {mall, 
When rated by his meafure that had all: 

_ And all was Adams when the world was new 3; 
Then ftrait that all, fucceeded to a few; 

- Whilft Men were in their fize, not number {trong ; 
But fince, each Couple is become a Throng: 
Which is the caufe we bufie ev'ry winde 
( That ftudious Pilots in their compafs finde ) 
For Lands unknown: where thofe who firft do come 
Are not held ftrangers, but arrive at home; 

- Yet he that next fhall make his vifit there, 

Is punifh’d for a Spie and wanderer : 
. Not that Man’s nature is averfe from peace 3 
But all are wifely jealous of increafe - 
For Eaters grow fo faft, that we muft drive 
Our Friends away to keep our felves alive: 
And Warr would be lefs needfull, if to die, 
Had been as pleafant as to multiplie. 

Forgive me Prince, that this afpiring Flame 
(Firft kindled as*a light, to fhew thy fame) 
Confumes fo faft, and is mif-{pent fo long, 

Ere my chief Vifion is become my Song, 
Thy {elf I faw, quite tir’'d with victory 5 
As weary grown to kill, as they to die: 
~ Whilft fome at laft, thy mercy did enjoy 

*Caufe ‘twas lefs paines, to pardon than. deftroy ; 
And thy compaffion did thy Army pleafe, | 

In meere beliefe, it gave thy valour eafe. 

_ Here in a calme began thy regall fway ; 

_ Which with fuch cheerfull hearts, all did obey, 

_As if no Law, were jufter.than thy word: 

Thy Scepter ftill were fafe, without a Sword. 

And here Chronologers pronounce thy ftile 5 

The firft true Monarch of the Golden Ifle 

"An Ife, fo feated for predominance, ; 

Where Navall ftrength, its power can fo advance, 
That it may tribute take, of what the Eaft 
Shall ever fend in traffique to the Weft. 

He that from curfed Adahomet derives 
His finfull blood: the sophy too, that ftrives 
To prove, he keepes that very Chaire in’s Throne, 

~The Aacedonian Youth lait fate upon: 

_And he, whofe wilder pride, makes him abhor 

All but the Sun, for his Progenitor 5 
Whofe Mother fure , was ravith’d in a dreame, 
By fome o’re hot, lafcivious Noon-day-beame 3 
From whence, he calls himfelf, The wealth of fight, 

“The Morz's Executor, the Heire of Light: 

And he, that thinks his rule extends fo farr, 
He hopes, the former Three his Vafials are : 
Compar’d to him, in Warr he rates them lefs, 

.. Than Corporalls 5 than Conftables in peace: 
And hopes the mighty Presbéter ftands bare 
In rev’rence of his name, and will not dare 
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Seine ee 
To weare (though fick) his purple Turband on 


Within a hundred Leagues, of his bright throne, 

Thefe Mortall Gods, for traffique ftill difperfe 
Their envy’d wealth, throughout the Univerfe ; 

In Caracks, built fo wide, that they want roome 
In narrow Seas; or ina Junck., whofe wombe 

So fwels, as could our wonder be fo mad, 

To think that Boats, or Ships their fexes had 5 
Who them beheld, would fimply fay, {ure thefe 
Are neare their time, and big with Pimnaces: 

Yet though fo large, and populous, they all 

Mutt tribute pay, unto thy Admiral), 

Now wealth (the caufe, and the reward of War) 
Is greedily explor’d: fome bufie are 
In Virgin Miness where fhining Gold they {pie, 
That darkens the Celeftiall Ghymicks eye: 

I with’d my Soul had brought my body here, 

Not 2s a Poet, but a Pioner. 

Some near the deepeft {hore are fent to dives 
VVhilft with their long retentive breath they ftrive 
To root up Corall-Trees, where Mermaids lie, 
Sighing beneath thofe Precious boughs, and: die 

For abfence of their {caly Lovers loft: . 

In midnight ftormes, about the Indian coatt. 

Some find old Oyfters, that lay gaping there / 

For ev'ry new, frefh floud, a hundred year5 
From thefe they rifle Pearles, whofe pordrous fize > 
Sinks weaker divers, when they {trive to rife: 

So big, on Carckonets were never feen, 

But where fome well-trus’d-Giantefs ‘1s Queens 

For though th’'are Orient, and defigne ‘to deck, 
iheir weight would yoke a tender Ladies Neck. » 
Some climbe, and fearch the Rocks, till each have found 
A Saphyr, Ruby, and a Diamond : . 
That which the Saltan’s gliftring Bride doth weare, 
To thefe would but a Glowormes eye appeare : 
The Tucan Dukes compar'd, fhewes fick, and dark 5 
Thefe living Stars, and his a dying fpark. 

And now I faw (what urg’d my wonder more) 
Black Sudds of Amber-Greece, float to the fhore : 
Whilft rude dull Mariners, who hardly can 
Diftingith Buffe, or Hides, from Cordovan, 

(Since Gloves they never weare) this Oyntment ufe 
Not to perfume, but fupple their parch’d Shooes. 
Now others haften to the Woods, and there 

Such Fruits for taft and odor, ev'ry where 

Are feen; that the Merabolan by fome 

Is lighted as a courfe fower winter plumme. 
Then new temptation make them all in love 
VVith wand ring, till invited to a Grove, 

They ftrait thofe filken little VVeavers {pie, 
That work fo faft on leaves of Mulbery: 

The Perfian VYorme (whole weary fummer toyles 
So long hath been the rufling Courtiers {poiles ) 


Compar’d 


Though all, for which on flipp'ry. Rocks they ftrive; 
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‘And for neat fpinning is a bungling Fiie ! 

~ Such hopes of wealth difcern’d, ‘tis hard to fay 
How gladly reafon did my faith obey 5 

As if that miracle would now appear, 


Which turnes a Poet to an Ufurer: 


But reafon foon will without faith confpire, 


To make that eafie which we much defire: 


Nor, Prince, will I defpaire, though all is thine, 
That Pioners now dig from ev’ry Mine; 


Or gather when in Seas they breathlefs dive ; 


“Though Poets fuch unlucky Prophets are, 


As ftill foretell more bleffings than they fhare ; 


Yet when thy noble choice appear’d, that by 
Their Combat firft prepar’d thy victory 5 


Endimion, and Arigo; who delight 
“In Numbers, and make ftrong my Mufes flight ! 


Thefe when I faw, my hopes could not abftaine, 
To think it likely 1 might twirle a Chaine 
On a judicial Bench: learn to demurre, 

And fleep out trials in a Gown of Furre: 

Then reconcile the rich, for Gold-fring’d-gloves, 


The poor for God-fake, or for Sugar-loaves ! 


When I perceiv’d, that Cares on Wealth rely, 


That I was deftind for authority, 
And early Gowts; my Soul in a ftrange fright 
From this rich Ifle began her hafty flight 5 
- And to my halfe dead Body did returne, 
Which new infpir’d, rofe cheerfull as the Morne. 


- Heroick Prince, may ftill thy aés , and name, 
Become the wonder and difcourfe of Fame 5 


“May evry Laurell, ev'ry Mirtle Bough, 


Be ftrip’d for Wreaths, t adorne, and load thy brow} 


Triumphant Wreaths, which caufe they never fade, 
Wife elder times, for Kings and Poets made: 

And I deferve a little fprig of Bay, 

To weare in Greece on Hewers Holy-day 5 

Since I aflame, when I thy Battels write, 


That very flame, which warm’d thee in the fight. 
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Compar'd to thefe, lives ever lazily, | 
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ELIZIUM.. 
To the Duche/s of Buckingham. 


MADAM, Be 7 
O fleeps the Anchoret on his cheap bed, 


(Whofe fleep wants. only length to prove him dead) 
As I laft night, whom the {wift wings of Thought, 
Convey’d to fee what our bold faith had taught; 
Eliziunt, where reftored formes nere fade 

Where growth can need no feeds, nor light a fhades 
The joyes which in our flefh, through fraile expence 
Of ftrength, through age, were loft tour injur‘d fenfe, 
We. there do meet agen ; and thofe we tafte 

Anew, which though devourrd, yet ever laft : 

The fcatter’d treafure of the Spring, blown by 

Autumn’s rude winds from our difcovery5 

Lillies, and Rofess all that’s faire and {weet, 

There reconcil’d to their firft roots we meet 5 

There, only thofe triumphant Lovers reign, 

Whofe paffions knew on earth fo little ftain, 

Like Angels they ne’re felt what fexes meants, 

Vertue was firft their nature, then intent: 

There, toyling Victors fafely are poffeft, 

With fervent youth, eternity, and reft 5 Sa 

But they were fuch, who when they got the: fields 

To teach the conquer’d, vittorie,.could yield. 
Themfelves again 5 as if true glory were 

To bring the foe to courage, not to feare, R; 

There are no talking. Greeks, who their blood loft, . 
Nor for the caufe, but for a Theame to boafts 

As if they {trove enough for Fame, that fought 

To have their Battels better told, than fought. 

There Ta Vestal’s Shadow firlt did {py, 3 
Who when alive with holy hufwifry, | ? 
Trick’d up in Lawne, and flow’ry Wreathes (each hand 
Cleane as her thoughts) did “fore the Altar ftand: ) 
So bufie ftill, ftrewing her Spice, and then 

Removing Coales, vexing the Fire agen, - 

As if fome queafie Goddefs had. profefs’d, . 

To tafte no {moak that day, but what fhe drefs’d: 

This holy coyle fhe living kept; but farre. 

More bufie now, with more delightful care 

Than when fhe watch’d the confecrated Flame, 
Sh’attends the Shade of gentle Buckingham 5 

Who their unenvy’d fins, with Chaplets crown/d : 

And with wife fcorn, {miles on the Prophets vvound 5 
He call’d it fo, for though it touch’d his heart, 

His Nation feels the rancour, and the {mart. 


} 


To the Lord D. IL. upon bys Marriage. 


E that are Orphens Sons , and can inherit 
By that great title, nought but’s num’rous fpirits 
Hisbroken Harpe, & when we ’re tir’d with moan 
: ‘ A few fmall Trees of Bay to hang it on. 
‘We that fucceffively can claime no more , 

From fuch a poor unlucky Anceftor 5 

Muft now (my Noble Lord) take thrifty care , 

To know , what modern wealth the Mufes fhare ? 

Or how it is difpos’d ? and ftrait we finde 

Great, pow'rful Love, hath bount'oufly refign’d 

Into your happy Armes, the Chief, and Beft, 

OF all that our ambitious hopes poffeft : 
Your noble Bride ; to whofe eternal Eyes , 
We daily offer’d wreathes in Sacrifice : 
~ Whofe warmth gave Laurel growth, whofe ev’ry beame, 
“Was firft our influence, and then our theame: 

Whofe breft (too narrow for her heart). was ftill 

Her reafons Throne, and prifon to her will : 
And fince, this is your willing faith, “tis fit 

‘What all the kinde, and wifer Starres commit 
“Unto your charge, be with fuch eager love, 

And foft endearments us’d , as well may prove, 
- They meant, when firft they taught yor how to wooe, 

She fhould be happy, and the Mufestoo, | 

Live ftill, the pleafure of each other fight 5 

To each, a new made wonder, and delight; 

‘Though two, yet bothfo much one conftant minde, 
That t’will be art, and miftery to finde. 

‘(Your thoughts and wifhes, being ftill the fame) 

From which of eithers loving heart they came. 


te 
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A fourney into Worcelterthire, 


Hefe who (if kinder Deftinies fhall pleafe) 
May all dye rich, though they love Wit and eafes 
And I, whom fome odd hum’rous Planets bid 
To regifter the doughty atts they did, 
Took horfe; leaving ith’Town, ill Plays, fowre Wines 
Fierce Serjeants and the plague 3 befides of mine 
An Ethnick Taylor too, that.was far worfe 
Than thefe, or what juft Heaven did ever curfe. 
Scarce was the bufie City left behind, . 
But from the South arofe a bufier Windes 
Which fent us fo much raine, each man did with, 
His Hands and Legs were Finnes, his Horfe a Fith, 
Dull as a thick-skull’d-Ju/éice, drunk with Sloth; reeties 
Or Alderman, (far gone in Capon broth) 
Ee 
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We all appear’d, no man gave breath to thought 5 

But like a filent Traytor ina Vault, 

Dige’d on our way 5 or as we Traytors were 

T’our felves, and jealous of each others Eare : 

And asi'th Worlds great Showre, fome that did fpie 
(Hors’d on the Plaines) Rivers, and Seas drew nighs 
Spurr’d on apace 5 in fear all loft their time, 

That couldnot reach a ground ‘where they: might climbe3 
So we did never think us fafe, until 

We had attain’d the Top o'th firft high Hill : 

And now it clear'd fo to my travail’d Ete, 

Looks a round yellow Dane, when he doth fpie 

Neer his puiflant Arme, a boule fo full, fe 
That it may fill his Bladder, and his skull, a 
As Phoebus at this moyfture falne 5 who laught , s 
To fee fuch plenty for his morning draught :_ 

But like Chamelions Colours that decay 

But feemingly to give new colours way 3 

So our falfe griefs , had not themfelves outworn, 
But f{tep’d afide, to vary in returne. 

Bear witnefs World! for now my tir’d Horfe ftood, 
AsI, a Vaulter were, and he, were Wood: 

As if fome Student fierce, the day before 

Had fpur’d his full half Crown from him, or more. 
Endimion cryes away! what make we here ? 

To draw a Map, or gather Juniper? 

More cruel then Shrove-Prentices, when they . 
(Drunk in a Brothel Houfe) are bid to pay 3 

Or than the Bawd at Seffions, to that vilde . 
Indiéed Rout, which firft her Houfe until’de, | 

Ts now the Captaine, who laughing fwore; thus, 
Each puny Poet rides his Pegafus. : 

But what’s the caufe my Lord fpurs on amaine, 

As if t’outride a Tartar, not the Raine; 

Somefuch {wift Tartar as might fafely fay, 

To an inviting friend, that tempts his ftay ; aa 
Farewell, thou feeft the Sun declin’d long fince, 

And I'm to fup a Hundred miles from hence, 

My Lord (methought) ashe had thought this fame, 
Rod poft, to eat that fupper ere he came. 

And now, my Mule moves too; but with fuch {peed, 
As Prts’ners to a Pfalme, that cannot read : 

Yet we reach’d Wickham, with the early night: 
Which to deferibe to Eares, or draw to fight 5 

For fcituation, or for forme, for height, 

For ftrength, or magnitude, (wouldin good faith) 
But {tale the price o’th Map, fmall credit be 

Tour Poem, lefs to our Geographie: Br 
Oras your riding Academicks ufe, 

To toyle, and vex, a long fed mutton-Mufe, 
With taking the circumference of mine Hot, 
Of his Wives fumitrie, were’ time worft loft ; 
Since nor Taurentins, nor Van-dike, have yet 
Command to draw them for the King in great, 


‘ 


He 


—— 


eee a ea a eee ey ates 


219 
He that to night rul’d each delight’d breatt, 
Gave to the pallat of each Ear a Featt; 
_ With joy of pledges made our fowre wind {weet, 
And nymble as the leaping juyce of Crete ; 
Was brave Exdimion , whofe triumphs clear , 
‘From cruel Tyranny, or too nice fear; 
Having wit ftill ready, and no huge finne 
To caufe a fadnefs that might keep it in, 
Let fly at all; the fhafts were keene; and when 
They mifs'd to pierce, he ftrongly drew agen, 
But fleep, whom Conftables obey, though they . 
Have twenty Bills to keep him off till day: 
Sleep, whom th’high tun’d Cloth-worker, Weaver call, 
Nor Cobler fhril , with Catches or his Aule, 
Knowes to refift, feal’d up our lips, and fight 5 
~ Making us blind, and filent as the Night. 
Our other Sallies, and th’adventures we 
Achiev’d, deferve new braine, new Hiftorie. 


peers e ne bn iy a as. 
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To Endimion Porter. 


Gave when laft I. was about to die; 
The Poets of this Ifle a Legacies; 
Each fo much wealth, as a long union brings 
T’ induftrious States, or Victorie to Kings: 
_So much as hope’s clos’d Eies, could with to fee, 
Or tall Ambition reach; I gave them thee. 
— But as rich Men, who in their ficknef$ mourne 
That they muft go, and never mote returne, 
To be glad Heirs unto themfelves, to take 
Again, what they unwillingly forfake ; 
As thofe bequeath, their treafure, when they dye, 
Not out of love, but fad neceffity ; 
So I (they thought) did cunningly refigne 
Rather then give, what could no more be mine: 
And they receiv'd thee not, from bounteous chance, 
Or me, but as their own inheritance. 
This, when I heard, I cancell’d my fond Will ; 
Tempted my faith to my Phyfitians skil ; 
To purchafe health fung praifes in his Ear 
More than the living of the Dead would hear, 
For though our gifts, buy care , nought jaftly payes 
Phyfitians love, but faith, their art, but praife : 
Which I obferv’d 3 now walk, as I thould fee 
A death of all things , fave thy memory, 
But if this yearly Vintage fhall create 
New wifhes in my blood, to celebrate 
Endimion thee thy Mufe, and thy large heaft, 
Thy wifdom that hath taught the world an att 
How (not enform’d by cunning) courtthip may 
Subdue the minde, and not the man betray, . 
Ee 2 


If me (thy prieft) our curled’ Youth affigne, 
To wath our Fleet-ftreet Altars with new Wine 3 
I will (fince ‘tis to thee a Sacrifice ) 

Take care, that plenty fwell not into vice, 

Left by a fiery furfeit Ibe led, 

Once more to grow devout ina ftrange bed, 
Left through kind weaknefs in decay of health, 
Or vanity to fhew my utmoft wealth 5 _ 

I fhould again bequeath thee when I die , 

To haughty Poets as a Legacie. 


To the Queen, entertain'd at night by the Countefs of 
Angleley. 


Aire as unfhaded Light; or as the Day 

In itsfirft birth, when all the Year was Atay 5 

Sweet , asthe Altars {moak, or as the new 
AS Unfolded Bud, {weld by the early dew ; 

Smooth, as the face of waters firft appear’d, 

Ere Tides began to ftrive, or Winds were heard - 

Kind as the willing Saints, and calmer farre, 

Than in their fleeps forgiven Hermits are : 

You that are more, then our difcreter feare 

Dares praife, with fuch full Art, what make you here? 

Here, where the Summer is fo little feen, 

That leaves (her cheapeft wealth) fearce reach at green 

You come, as if the filver Planet were 

Mifled a white from her much injur’d Sphere , 

And t’eafe the travailes of her beames to night, 

To this {mall Lanthorn would contrac her. light., 


In remembrance of Mafter William Shakefpire. 
. ODE 1. 


“y Eware (delighted Poets!) when you fing 
BR To welcome Nature in the early Spring : 
Pi Your num’rous Feet not tread 
The banks of von; for each Flowre 
(As it nere knew a Sun or Showre) 
Hangs there, the penfive head. 


: 
Each Tree, whofe thick and fpreading growth hath made 
Rather a Night beneath the Boughs, then fhade, 
(Unwilling now to grow.) 
Looks like the Plume a Captain weares, 
Whofe rifled Falls are fteept ith teares 
Which from his Jaft rage flow. 


The 


_ The pitious River wept it felt away. 
"Long fince (Alas!) to fuch a fwift decay 5 
a. That reach the Map, and look 
If youa River there can fpie: 

And for a River your mock’d Eye, 
Will finde a fhallow Brooke. 


To the Lady Bridget Kingfmuil fent with Mellons 
afier aveport of my Death, 


Adam, that Ghofts have walk’d; and kindly did 
? Convey Men heretofore to Money hid 5 


That they wear Chaines,which rattle “tillthey make 
: More noyfe, than injured Ale-wives at a Wake; 
All this is free to faith, but Sozomime , ; 
Nor th’ Abbot Tretenheim , nor Rhodigine, 
Nor the Jew Tripho, though they all defend 
“Such dreams, can urge one Ghoft that verfes pend : 
“Therefore, be pleas’d to think , when thefe are read 5 
“1am no Ghoft, nor have been three weeks dead. 
“Yet Poets that fo nobly vaine have been, - 
~ To want fo carelefly , till want prove fin ; 
Through avarice of late, to th’ Arches fent, 
To know the chief within my Teftament: 
And th’ Aldermen by Charter, title lay 
CCaufe writ “ith City’s Verge) to my new play: 
So if the Proclamations, kind, nice, care, 
Keep you not (Madam) from our black raw Aire , 
‘Next Term, you'l find it own’d thus on each Wall 
Writ by the Lord May'r, and aded at Guild-Hall. 
But then I muft be dead , which if you will 
In curteous pitty feare , and fufpect (till ; 
 Thefe Mellons (hall approach your penfive Eye, 
Not as a Token but a Legacy. 
Would they were fuch, as could have reach’d the fenfe 
“To know what ufe they had of excellence , ‘ 
Since deftin'd to be yours; fuch as would be 
(Now yours) jultly ambitious of a Tree 
To grow upon; {cornea dejected birth, 
Courfe German: Tiles, low Stalkes, that lzce the Earth, 
Such as fince gladly yours, got skill, and pow’r, 
To choofe the ftrongeft Sun, and weakeft Showre : 
Such as in Groves Cecilian Lovers eat , 
To cool thofe wifhes , that their Ladies heat. 
But if the Gard’ner make (like Adam) all 
Our humane hopes, bold, and apocryphal : 
And that my Mellons prove no better than 
Thofe lovely Pompeon’s, which in Berbican, 
‘Fencers, and Vaulters Widows pleafe to eat, 
Not as a Sallad, but cheap-filling Meat , 
Think then I'm dead indeed; and that they were 


Early bequeath’d, but pay’d too late ith Years 
So 
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So the juft fcornes , of your lov’d wit, no more 

Can hazard me, but my Executor. 


To the King on Newyeares day. 1630. 
ODE 1, 


He joyes of eager Youth, of Wine, and Wealth, 
Of Faith untroubled, and unphyfick’d Health 5 
Of Lovers, when their Nuptial’s nie, 
Of Saints forgiven when they die 
Let this Year bring 
-To Charles our King : 
To Charles, who is th’ example, and the Law, 
By whom the good are taught, not kept in awe, 


2, 

Long proffer'd Peace, and that not compaffd by 
Expenfive Treaties but a Victorie 5 

And Victories by Fame obtain’d, 

Or pray’r, and not by flaughter gain’d 5 

| Let this Year bring 
To Charles our King. 

To Charles; who is th’ example, and the Law, 
By whom the good are taught, not kept in aw. 


3 
A Seffion too, of fuch who can obey , 
As they were gather’d to confult, not fway: 
Who now rebel, in hope to git 
Some office to reclaim their wit 5 
Let this Year bring 
To Charles our King 5 
To Charles ; who is thy example and the Law, 
By whom the good are taught, not kept in qwe. 


4. 
Prétors, who will the publick caufe defend. 
With timely gifts, not Speeches finely pend; 
To make the Northern Victors Fame 
No more our envy, nor our fhame : 
Let this Year bring 
To Charles our King 5 
To Charles; who is th’ example, and the law, 
By whom the good are taught, not kept in aw. 


‘Lo 


_ For your attendants here; Tamiris the 
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To the Queen, prefented with a Suit, inthe behalf of | 
F.S. diretled from Orpheus Prin ce of. “Poets 


To the Queen of Light; In favor of a young liftner to bis Harps 


Sing thefe numbers in the fhady Land , 
Where Ayrie Princes dwell, which I command 

_ Some Spirit, or {ome Wind , gently convey 

__ To you, whofe breath isSpring, whofe Fie beames day 
*Gainft your arrival here, which mutt be late - 
(Such pow’r the pray’rs of Mortals have with F ate) 
Fields I have drefs’d, fo rich in {cent, and fhow 3 
As if your influence taught our Flow’rs to grow 
Where {till delighted you fhall nobly move, 


Not like a fad Shadow, as they above 


With learned falfhood moft unkindly dreame 

Of ev'ry Ghofts but like a beauiious Beame. 
The Lilly, and the Rofe; which Lovers feek, 
Not on their ftalkes, but on their Ladies Cheek 5 
Shall here not dare take root , nor yet the ftrange 
And various Tulip 3 which fo oft doth change 
Her amrous Colours to a different hew, 

That yeatly Men believe the Species new, 


- Tnftead of thefe; on evry Bank Ile fhow 


(Blith-on-his-{temme) the nice- Adonis grow 3~ ae 
Who though, in’s beauties warm'th belov'd of old ; 
‘Hs tranfmutation- only makes him cold’ ye 
For the amazed Goddefle now perceives, — 
Him {carce fo fair in’s Flefh, as is his Leaves. 
Then proud Nerciffus, whofe rare beauty had 
Far leffe excufe, and caufe , to make him mad, 
When in his own, eyes, flourifhing alive; 
Than fince he was. become a. Vegetive. : 
With thefe, the jealous Crocus, and the chafte 
Anemone, whofe bluthes. ever laft. 

Now for a cooling Shade, what ufe have we 
OF the delightful Lydian-Platan-Tree, 
Which Xerxes fo much lov’d? or of the Lime, 
Or the tall Pine, which fpreads, as it doth climbe? . 
Or Lovers Sicamore, or mine own Bay > 
On which, fince my Euridices {ad day, 
My Harpe hath filent hung? ‘No Trees your Bowre 
Shall need ; the flender ftalke of ev'ry flow’r , 
When you arrive among us, and difpence 
The lib’ral comfort of your influence, 
Shall reach at Body, Rinde, and Boughs , then grow 
Till’t yield a thade, as well.as Scent, and Show. 


That taught her fex, the ways to vittorie; 


_ The Queen of ithica, whofe precious name 


For chaft defires, is dear tous and Fame: 


And . 
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And A4rtemifta whom truths beft Record , 
Declar’d a living Tombe unto her Lord, 
Shall ever wait'upon your fway, and when 
The Deftinies are fo much vex’d with Men, 
That the juft God-like Monarch of your breft, 
Is ripe , and fit to take eternal refts 
To court his fpirit here , Pwill not call 
The tefty Pyrrhus, or malicious Hannibal 5 
Nor yet the fiery Youth of Macedon 
Shall have the dignity t’attend his Throne : 
But mighty Ju/ias whohad thoughts fo high 
They humble. feem’d , when th’ aim'd at Victorie 5 
And own’d a Soule fo'learn’d, Truth fear'd that the 
Too naked were, near his Philofophie: 
In anger valiant; gently calme in love; 
He foar'd an Eagle, but he ftoop’d a Dove! 
Know Queen of Light , he only doth appeare , 
Fit to imbrace your Royal Lover here; 
Nor think my promife is the ayrie boaft . 
Of a dead Greek, a thinne-light-talking-Ghoft : 
It hall be well perform’ds and all I dare 
For thofe juft toyles commend unto your care: 
Is but a Poets humble fuits; who now. .. 
With everlafting Wreaths may deck his Brow: 
- Since firft your Poet call’d, and. by, that: ftile 
He is my Deputy throughout your Iile. 


To the Lord B. in performance of avow, that ne f 


to write to him. 


¥ Lord ,. it hath been ask’d, why ’mon 
I fingled out for Fame , F thott not rani 
With early {peed the firft? but I, that ftrive 
_A. My manners ‘thould preferve my Verfe alive: 

That read Men , and my felf; would not permit 
The boldnefs of my love, ‘fhould tax my wit 
There are degrees, that to the Altar lead ; oy 
Where ev'ry rude, dull Sinner muft not tread: 
Tis not to bring, 2 fwift thankes-giving Tongue 
Or Prayers made as vehement as long, ; 
Can priviledge a zealous Votarie, 
To come, where the High Prieft fhould only be: 
Then why ffould I (where fome more skilful hand 
May offer Gummes, and Spice} ftrew Duft, and Sand > 
And this (my chief of Lords) made me defigne 
Thofe noble flames, fprung from your nobler Wine, 
To keep my fpirits warme, till I could prove 
My Numbers {mooth, and mighty as my love: 
Yet fuch my treach’rous fate, that I this night 
(Fierce with untutor’d heat) did vow to write: 


A / - But 


But happy thofe, who undertake no more 

Than what their ftock of rage hath rul’d before ! 
It is a Poet’s fm, that doth excel ' 
In love, or wine, not, to refolve how well, 

But ftrait how much to write, for then we think 
The vaft tumultuous Sea is but our Ink ; 

The World, our Forreft too, and that we may 


_ Believe each Tree, that in it grows, a Bay. 


‘My vow now kept, I’m loth (my Lord) to do 
Wrong to your juftice, and your mercy too; 
The laft if you vouchfafe, you will excufe 

A ftrong Religion here, though not a Mufe 


To Endimion Porter, 


Ea Ow fafe (Exdimion) had I liv’d> how bleft 
m In all the filent privacies of reft 2 : 
© How might I lengthen fleeps, had I been wife 
ka =_#4 Unto my felf, and never feen thine Ejes> 
My Verfe (unenvy’d then) had learn’d to move 

A flow, meek pace; like fober Hyzns of love 

By fome noch’d-Brownift fung, that would indear 

His holy itch, to fome chafte Midwives Ear: 

The pleafure of ambition then had bin, 

‘To me loft in the danger, and the finn : 


The Mirtle Sprig (that never can decay) 


Thad not known, nor Wreaths of living Bay : 


_ Inftead of thefe, and the wild Ivy Twine, 


(Which our wife Fathers juftly did affigne, 
“To him that in immortal Verfe exceeds 

My brow had worn, fome homely Wreath of Weeds: 
And fuch low pride 1s fafe: for though the Bay, 
Lightning, nor Winds can blaft, yer Envy may. 

If hidden ftill from thee , I fhould have jeffe 

‘To anfwer now, for glory, and excefle: 

My furfeits had not reach’d the cunning yet, 

To feek an expiation from their wit: 

For more then Village Ale, and drowfie Beer , 

(Cawdles, and Broth tothe dull Iflander) 
-In’ere had wifh’d 5; now, My Man, hot, and dry, 

With fierce tran{criptions of my Poefie: 

Cryes, Sir, I thirft! then ftrait I bid him chufe 

(As Poets Prentices did furely ufe 

Of Greece and Rome) {ome clear, cheap Brook, there ftay , 
And drink at Natures charge his thirft away: 
Though Fafts (More then are taught ith’ Kalender ) 
Had made him weak 5 this gave him {trength to {wear, 
And urge that after Horace the divine 

Maecenas knew, his flaves drunk ever Wine: 

So whilit Exdimion lives , he vows to pierce 

Old Gafcoine Cask, or not peel a verfe. s 
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If never known to thee, miffing the skill 
How to do good, I fhould have found my ill 
Excus'd ; th’ exceflive charge of Ink, an Oyle, 
Expence of quiet fleeps, and the vain toyle, 
In which the Prieft of Sirna took delight, | 
(When he for knowledge chang’d his precious fight) 
Had fcap’d me then, now whilft I ftrive to pleate 
With tedious Art, I loofe the luft of eafe. 
And when our Poets (envioufly mif-led) 
Shall find themfelves out-written, and out-read 5 
‘Twillurge their forrow too, that thou didft give 
To my weak numbers , ftrength, and joy to live, 

But O! uneafie thoughts! what will become ‘a 
Of me, when thou retir'{t into a Tombe ? 
The cruel, and the envious then will fay: 
Since now his Lord is deads he that did fway 
Our publick fmiles, opinion, and our praife, 
Till we this childe of Poefie did raife 
To Fame, and love; let's drown him in our Inke 3 
Where like aloft dull Plummet let him finke 
From humane fight 3 from knowledge he was borne 
Unlefs fucceffion find him in our fcorne, 
Remembrance, never to repentance fhowes , 
The wealth we gaine, But what we fear to lofe 5 
Thou art my wealth; and more than Light ere {py'd, 
Than Eaftern Hills bring forth, or Seas can hide ; 
But this when I rejoyce , my fears divine, 
I want the fate, ftill to preferve thee mine: 
And Kings depos’d, wifh they had never known 
Delight, nor {way 5 which ere they toyl'd to owne, 


Jeffereidos, on the Captivity of Jeffery. 


Canto the Firft. 


Sayle! a fayle! cry’d they, who didconfent. 
Once more to break the eighth Commandement | 
JE For a few Coles, of which by theft fo well 
, Th’are ftor’d 5; they have enow to furnifh Hell 
With penal heat, though each fad Devil there 
A frozen Mufcovite, or Ruffian were; 
The chace grew fwift, whilft an old weary Pinke, 
Not ts’d to fly, and foméwhat loth to finke, 
Did yield unto the Foe , who boards her, ftrait: 
And having rifled all her precious Freight 5 
A trembling Britaine kneels, and did befeech 
Each compofition there, of Tar and Pitch, 
That they would hear him {peak ‘tis not Cquoth he) 
Our kind refpect to wealth, or libertie, , 
Begets this fear, but leaft blind fortune may 
Unto fome fierce, unruly hand betray, 


The 


. 
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The trueft Servant to aftate, that covd 
Be giv’n a Nation out of flefh and blood: 

And he tall Feffery hight ! who not much us’d 

To fights at Sea, and loth to be abus’d, 

Refolv’d to hide him, where they fooner might 
-Difcover him, with {melling:than with fight. 

Each Eye was now imploy’d, no man could think 

“Of any uncouth Nooke, or narrow Chinke, 

But ftrait they fought him there; in holes not deep 
But {mall , where flender Magot’s us’d to creep: 
At laft, they found him clofe, beneath a {pick 
And almoft {pan-new-peuter-Candleftick.. 

‘A crafty Diego, that had now command 

Of Ships and Victorie, took him in hand: 

Peis'd him twice, tafted his difcourfe, at length 
Believ'd, that he diffembled wit, and ftrength: 
Quoth he, Victors, and Vanquifhed! I bid 

You all give ear, to wifdom of Atadrid! 

This that appears to you, a walking Thumbe , 
May prove, the gen’ra] Spie of Chriftendome : 
Then calls for Chaines, but :fuch as fitting feeme 
For Elephants, when manag’d in a Teeme. 

Whilft puiffant Fefferey gins to: with (in vaine) 
He had jong fince contriv’d a truce with Spaine. 
His Sinews faile him now: nor doth he yield 
~ Much truft unto his Buckler, or his Shield; 
‘Yet threatens like a fecond Tamberlaine, 
‘To bring them “fore the. Queens Lord-Chamberlaine ; 
 Becaufe without the leave; of him, or her, 
_ They keep her Houthold-Servant’ prifoner, 
Diego, that ftudy’d wrath, more than remorfe, 
Commands, that they to’ Duwkirke fteer their courfe : 
~Whilft Captive-Feffrey thews to wiler fight, 
Juft like a melancholy Tfralite; z 
In midft of’s journey ‘unto’ Babylon 5 
_ Melt marble hearts ; that chance tc think thereon! 
The winds are guilty too 5 for now behold! 
_ Already landed this our Brittaine bold !' 
The people view him round 3 fome take their oath 
‘He’s-humaine Hue, but not yet of growth: 
And others (that more fub’tly did confer) 
‘Think him afmall, contraé&ed Conjurer: 
‘Ther Diego, Bredro, names! Hemskerke! and cryes, 
_ Hanfoan Genlick.! Derick, too !..place your. Thighs 
On this judicial Bench, .that, we may fit. 
T undoe, this fhort Embafladour with wit, 
One faine would know’s defcent ; Thou,Pirat-Dogge 
(The wrathful Captive then reply’d) not Ogge 
(The Bafhan King) was my Progenitor 5 
Nor did I ftrive, to fetch my Anceftor 
From Aweck’s Sonnes, nor from the Genitals 
Of wraftling-Cacus, who gave many. falls. 
i BGia as No 
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No matter for his birth, faid Diego then 5 
Bring hither ftrait the Rack! for it is Ten 
To one, this will inforce from out his Pate, 
Some fecrets, that concern the Englifh State, 
But O! true, loyal Heart! he’d not one word 
Reveale, that he had heard at Councel-bord. 
Some ask’d him then, his bus’nefs late in France 3 
What Inftruments lay there conceal’d t’advance 
The Britifh caufe > when they perceiv'd his heart 5 
Was big. and whilft enforc’d , would nought impart 
Diego arofe, and faid, Sir, I befeech you, 
Acquaint us if the Cardinal de Richelien 
Intends a war in Italy, or no? 
(Mott noble Feffery ftill/ ) he feems to know 
Nought of that point 5 though divers think, when there, 
The Cardinal did whifper in his eare : 
The Scheame of all his plots; and fought to gaine 
His company along with him to Spaines ; 
For thither he'll march, if he can by th’ way 
Sweep a few durty Nations into th’ Sea, 

A folemn Monke, that filent ftood clofe by, 
Believ’d this little Captive , a Church-Spie! 


-Quoth he, that fhrivled face, hath Schyfme in its 


And lately ther’s a learned volumne writ, 

Wherein Ben-Fharky and Ben-Ezra too, 

And Rabin Kimky eke, a learned Jew, 

Are cited all, it labours to make good, 

That there were Proteftants before the Floods 

And thou its Author arts Jeffery fwore then, 

He never knew thofe Hebrew Gentlemen! 

When they perceiv’d, nor threats, nor kindnefs fought 
From love, could get him to difcover ought 5 

Diego leaves the Table , fweares by his Skarffe 5 

The thing they doubted thus, was a meer Dwarffe. 
The fleeteft Izeland-Shock, they then provide: 

On which they mount him ftrait, and bid him ride : 
He weeps a teare or two, for’s Jewells loft 5 

And does with heavy heart, to Bruxels poft. 


Canto the Second. 


O runs the nible Snaile, in “flimy track, 
Haft’ning with all his Tenement on’s back, — 
And fo, on goodly Cabidge leafe, the fleet, 
_# Swift-Caterpiller moves with eager feet, 
As this fad Courtier now 3 whofe mighty Steed 
May for an eafie amble, or for freed, 
Compare with gentle Bull in Yoke: But QO! 
Here now begins a Canticle of woe ! 
Chide cruel Fate, whofe bufinefs in the Spheares, 


“Wile Jeffery notes , is but to caufe our Teares: 


Their 


os 
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_ Their rule, and pow’r (quoth he) is underftood, 
More in the harm they do us, than the good: 

And this he faid, becauft he fcarce had driven 

Along that Coaft, the length of Inches feven , 

But down his izeland fell; fome Authors fay 

_A burley Oake, laythere difguis’d in’s way ; 
Others a Ruth; and from report, his fteed 
Did ftumble, at the fplinter of a Reed ; 

And fome (far more authentick) fay agin, 

’*Twas at a haire, that drop’d fome humane chin ? 
But though, the Sage Hiftorians are at ftrife, 
How to refolve this point, his Courfers life 
They hold loft in the fall, whilft the difcreet 

Feffery was forc’d, to wander on his Feet. 

~ Old wives, that faw the forrows of this Spy, 
Their wither’d Lips (thinner then lids of Eye) 
Strait opened wide3 and tickled with his wrongs, 
Did laugh, as if t’were lech’ry to their Lungs: 
And Diego too, whofe grave, and {olemn Brow, 

- Was ever knit, grew loud, and wanton now : 

O for a Guard (quoth he) of switzers here, 

To heave that Giantup! but come not near: | 

For now enrag’d, he may perchance fo toffe us , 

_ As you would think, you toucht alive Colofus! 

’ This Jeffery heard 5 and it did ftir his Gall, 

More than his Courfers death, or his own fall. 

Sorrowes that haften tous, are but flow, 

In their departure , as the learn’d may know 

By this fad ftory , fince new caufe was given 5 

For which our deep Platonick queftions Heaven. 

O cruel Starres! Cquoth he) will you ftill fo 

- Officious be , to trouble us below > 
*Tis faid your care doth govern us, d’ye call 

That care, to let Ambafladors thus fall ? 

Nay, and permit worfe dangers to enfue ? 

_ Though all your rule, and influence be true 5 
I had as leefe (fince mortals thus you handle) 
Be govern’d by the influence of a Candle. 

This he had caufe to fay; for now behold 

A Foule of {patious wings bloody , and bold 
In his afpet; haughty in gate, and ftiffe on 
His large fpread Claves he ftood, as any Griffon: 
Though by a kind, a Turkey ; whofe plot that way 
Was like a fubtile Scowt to watch for prey 5 
Such as is blown about by ev'ry wind: 

But here’s the dire miftake 5 this Foule (half blinde) 
At Jefferey pecks, and with intent to eat 

Him up, inftead of a large graine of Wheat: 

Jefferey in mighty rage ne’re thinks upon’t, 

As th’ Turkeys hunger , but as an affront. 

His {word he drew 5 a better none alive 

Ere got from Spanith Foe, for Shillings Five, And 
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And now the Battaile doth begin: found high 


Your Oaten Reeds, t’ encourage Vidorie ! 
Strike up the wrathful Tabor! and the Githern; 
The loud Jew’s-trump ! and Spirit-{tirring-Cittherne! 
Jeffery the bold, as if he had o’reheard- 
Thefe Inftruments of War, his. Arme uprear'd, 
Then cryes S*. George for England! and with that, word 
He mifchief’d (what I pray? ) nought but his {word : 
Though fome report, he noch’d the Foes left wing 
And Poets too who faithfully did fing 
This Battaile in Low-Dutch, till of a few 
Small Feathers there , which at the firft charge flew 
About the field; but do not ftridly know 
> That they were fhed by fury of that blow. 
This they affrme 5 the Turkey im his Jook 
Expre(s'd' how much, he it unkindly took / 
That wanting food; our feffery would not let him, 
Enjoy a while the priviledge,to cat him, : 
His Tayle he fpreads, jets back 5 then turns agen}, 
And fought, as if, for thhonour of his Hen: 

effery retorts each ftroke; and then cryes, Mauger ., 
Thy ftrength, I will diflea thee like an Augure ! 
But who of mortal race deferves to write 
The next encounter in'this bloody fight? , 
Witely didft thou (O Poct of Anchufins,) vis 
Stay here thy Pen, and jlepr thy, eager Mufe in3 
Envoking Jars, fome half an houre at leaft., 
+o help thy fury onward with the TSE A dak wads on 
For jefferey {trait was throwne whilft. fiat and..weak, 
The cruel Foe, aflaults him) withhis Beak, ae. 
A Lady-Midwife now, he there by chance 
E(py’d, that came along with him from France: 
A heart nours’d up in War 5. that n’re before ma 
This time (quoth he) could bow, now doth implore 
Thou that delivered’ft haft fo many, be 
So kinde of nature, to deliver me! 
But ftay: for though the learn’d Chronologer 
OF Dunkerk, doth confefs him freed by her 5 
The fubrler Poets yet, whom, we tranflate 
In all this Epick Ode, do,mot relate... 14. 
The manner how; and we are loth at all 
To vary from the Dutch Original , 


Deeds they report, of greater height than “thefe 5, re 


Wonders and truth; which.if the Court-wits, pleafe, 
A little help from Nature, lefle from Art, 
May happily produce in a, Third part. 
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_ For the Lady Olivia Porter; 4 Prefent upon a New- 


years day. 


Oe! hunt the whiter Ermine! and prefent 
His wealthy skin , as this dayes Tribute fent 
To my Endimion's Love; Though fhe be fare 
More gently fmooth, more foft than Ermines are! - 


~Goe! climbe that Rock! and when thou there haft found 


‘A Star, contracted in a Diamond, 

Give it Exdimion’s Love , whofe glorious Eyes, 
Darken the ftarry Jewels of the Skies! 

Goe! dive into the Southern Sea! and when 
Th’aft found (to trouble the nice fight of Men) 
A {welling Pearle ; and fuch whofe fingle worth, 


~ Boaft all the wonders which the Seas bring forth 5 


~ 


Give it Exdimion’s Love! whofe ev'ry Teare, 
Would more enrich the skilful Jeweller. 


~ How I command ? how flowly they obey ? 


The churlith Tartar, will not hunt to day : 
Nor will that lazy, fallow-Zndian ftrive 

To climbe the Rock, nor that dull Negro dive. 
Thus Poets like to Kings (by*truft deceiv’d) 
Give oftner what is heard of, than receiv’d. 


Tol. C. Robhd by bis Man Andrew: 


IR, whom I now love more, then did the good 

Saint Martin , that all-naked-Flefh-and bloud, 
Whofe Cloake(at Plimouth {pun )was Crab-tree wood. 
His own was Tammy fure3 which made it teare 

So foon into a gift ; and thon (I feare) 

Wilt beg half mine, not to beftow, but wear : 

For thy Saint-Andrew fought not out the way 

To keep thee warme, but make thee watch, and pray 3 

That is, for his returne; about Doomes-day , 

Worfe left, than bluthing Adam, who withdrew , 

The nakednefs he fear'd , more than he knew3 

Not to a Mercers, but where Fig-leaves grew : 

Which few’d with ftrings of flender weeds, cloath men 

Cheaper than Silks, that muft be paid for, when 


It pleafes the chief Scribe ’oth’ Chamberlen. 


Though my fick Joynts, cannot accompany 


“Thy Hue-on-cry; though Midnight parlies be 


Silenc’'d long fince, ‘tween Conttables, and me, 
Without their helps; or Suburb-Juftices , 
(Upon whofe juftice now an Impoft lies, 
For with the price of Beef, their Warrants rife) 
| ‘ lle 
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"Pye find this 4zdrew trait. See, where the pale 
Wretch ftands : thy guiltlefs Robes (ne’re hang’d for fale:) 
He executes, on fundry Broakers Nayle. 

In {tead of him (chas’d thence by his wife feare) 

Does the Mothers joy, a bold Youth appears 

Who {waggers up to Forty Markes a year! 

Sometimes he troubles Law , at th’ Inns of Court; 

Now comes to buy him Weeds of fhining fort ; 

And faine would have thy Cloak , but ’tis too fhort : 
Too fhort (neat Sir) was all thy rifled tore ; 

Which made thofe Brokers curfe thy Stature more, 

Than thou, Friend-Azdrew, the fad day before. 
But hark! who knocks 5 good truth my Mufe is ftaid, 

By an Apothecaries Bill unpaid; 
Whofe length, not ftrange-nam’d Drugs, makes her afraid. = 


To the Earl of Portland, Lord Treafurer « on Ea 
Marriage of his Son. | 


Y Lord, this night is yours! each wandring Star 
That was unbufi'd , and irregular 5 
Moft gravely now , his bright Companion leads, 
; To fix o’re your glad roofe, their {hining Heads 5 

And it is faid, th’ exemplar King’s your gueft; 
And that the rich Ey’d Darling of his Breaft , 
(To ripen all our joys) will there become 
The Mufick, Odor, Light of ev'ry Roome! 
A mixture of two Noble: bloods, in all 
Faith, and domeftick nature, union call, 
No travail’d Eyes have feen, with humbler ftate 
Of love perform’d, where Princes celebrate, 
This when I heard; I know not what bold Starre 
My Spirits urg’d, but it was eafier farre 
The torn, the injur’d Pavther, to reftraine 
In’s hot purfuit , or ftroke him coole againe ; 
To tell the caufe, why Winds do difagree , 
Divide them when in ftormes they mingled be; 
Strait fix them fingle, where they breath’d before ; 
Or fanne them with a plume , from Sea to Shore ; 
Than bind my raging Temples , or. refift 
The pow’r that {well’d me, as <Apollo’s Prieft. 
Therefore my Robe, that on his Altar lay , 
My Virge, my Wreath, I took; and thus did pray « 
That you (my Lord) with lafting memory, 
And ftrength of fervent youth, may live to fee, 
Your name in this bleft nuptial ftore the Earth, 
With fuch a mafculine, and knowing birth ; 
As fhall at factious Councels moderate, 
And force injurious Armies to their fate, 
Let time be fetter’d , that they never may 
Increafing others, feel themfelves decay. 


To 


To you (my Lord) who with wife tnduftrie, 

Seek Vertue out, then give it ftrength to be; 
Where ere you fhall'recide let plenty bring 
The pride, and expectations of the Spring 5 
The wealth that loads inticing Autumne grow 
Within your reach 5 let hafty Rivers flow 

Till on your fhores, they skaly Tribute pay , 
Then ebbe themfelves in empty waves away 5 
Let each pale Flow’r, that {pringeth there, have pow’r 
T’ invite aSun-beame , and command a Show’r ; 
The: dew that falls about you tafte of Wine, 
Each abje&t Weed change root and be a Vine! 
But I with this prophetick plenty grow 

Already rich, and. proud; caufe then I know 
The Poets of this Ifle, in Vineyards may 4 
“Rejoyce, whilft others thirft in groves of Bay ! 
Sir, let me not your weary patience move; 

And finne, with two much courage of my love! 
He that in ftrength of wifhes, next fhall trie, 

T’ increafe your bleflings with his Poetry 

May fhew a fiercer Wit, and cleaner Art 5 

But not a more fincere , and eager Heart. 


The Queen returning to London, after 4 long 
abfence. | 


~ Ow had you walk’d in Mifts of Sea-coale-fmoake 
f Such as your ever teeming Wives would choake, - 
(Falfe Sons of thrift!) did not her beauties light, 
2 sg. Difpel your Clouds, and quicken your dull fight? 
As when, th’illuftrious Officer of Day, 

(Firft worfhipp’d in the Eaft) ‘gins to difplay 

The glory of his beames5 then Buds unfold 

Their chary Leafes; each dew-drown’'d Marigold 
“Infenfibly doth ftirre it felf, and fpread; 

Each Violet lifts up the penfive Head ; 

So when the Rayes of her fair head appear, 

To warm, and guild your clouded Hemifpheare, 

‘Thofe Flow’rs which in your narrow Gardens grow, 

(Narrow as Turfs, which you a lark allow 

In’s wicker Cage) rejoyce upon their {talks 5 

Imbellifhing your fommer-inch-broad-walks: 

But fhe remov’d, whatall your weary‘d lives, 

You plant in German pots, to pleafe your Wives, 

Shall fade; fcarce in your Climate fhall be feen 

Enough of Spring to make your Tanfies green. 

Nor fhall your blew-Ey’d Daughters more appear | 

(Though inthe hopefullft feafon of the Year) 

In the dark ftreet, where Tantlin’s Temple ftands, 

With Time, and Marg’rom Pofies in their hands. 
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We know (diftruftful Bargainers ! ) you moft 
Love facrifice, that puts you leaft to cofts 
Give her your prayers then5 that her looks may 

After long Nights, reftore you unto Day. 

Though Ringing be fome charge , and Wood grow dear, 
In troth, it will become you once a year, 

To offer Bells and Bonfires too, although 

You couzen’t out in Silks, next publick Show, 


To }. W. spon the death of his Miflrefs. 


S the great Sons of War, that are rais'd high 
With long Succefs and frequent Victory, 
_ Grow to fuch lazy prides they take it ill 
y f Men ftill fhould put them to the paines to kill 5 
And would, at each fterne becken of the Eye, . 
Have the fad Foe, vaile Plumes take leave, and dye: 
So thou ; as if thy Sorrows had o’recome 
Halfe the wife world, and. ftruck all reafon dumbe 5 
Cry’ft, fhe is dead! and frown’ft; becaufe I now 
Take not my Wreath, (the Treafure of my Brow) 
Then hurle my felf, and it, a Sacrifice 
In hallow’d flames, to her departed Eyes. 
Caufe early Men, their Curtaines draw, and fay 
Behold the Sun is rifen, now ‘tis day 5 
Knowing thy Sunis fet, thou fwar’ft their fight, 
Is led by bus’nefs t'a miftake of Light, 
Lovers believe, if yet th’ Almighty cou’d 
Doubt part of his fo fwift creation good 5 
To eafe him of another Fzat, they + 
Can with their Miftrefs beames, make him a day: 
To rule the Night, each Glance (they think) will fie 
Planets to largeft Spheares, if we admit 
Their filly Priefts (the Poets) be but by, 
That love to footh fuch faith t’ idolatry. 
But how have I tranfgrefs’d, thus to declame 
*"Gainft forrow I fhould envy more then blame? 
For what is he, though reverendly old , 
And than a Mountaine Mafcovite more colds 
Though he wants Wit, or Nature to defire 5 
Though his hard heart be Ir'n, his heart ftrings Wire. 
Or what is he, though blind, and knows no good 
Of love , but by an itching faith in’s. blood, 
That when thy Tongue her beauty open layes 
To mental view, and her foft minde difplayes, 
Will think thy grief was over-pay’d, or yet 
Bate the world one Sigh, of fo juft a debt ? 
But fhe is gone! Repine now , if you dare 5 
Like Heavns unlicenc’d Fools , all punifh’d are 
For Nature as for crimes; yet cannot choofe 
But mourn for evry excellence we loofe 5 


Though 


Though ftill commanded to a tame content 5 

To think no good was given us, but lent: 

And a fond riddle in Philofophy , 

Perfwades us too; the virtuous never dye; . 

That all the ills, which we in abfence find 
Concern the Eye-fight onely, not the Mind: 

But Lovers (whofe wife Sences take delight 

In warm contattion, and in real fight) 

Are not with lean imagination fed, 

Or fatisfi'd, with thinking on the Dead. 

'Tis fit we feek her then; but he that finds 

Her out, mutt enter friendfhip with the Winds ; 
Enquire their dwelling, and uncertain walks 5 
Whither they blow , from their forfaken Stalks 
Flowers that are gone, ere they are‘{melt >? or how 
Difpofe o’th fweeter Bloffoms of the Bough: 

For the (the Treafurefs of thefe) is fled, 

Not having the dull leafure to be dead; 

But ¢ hoord this Wealth; return, and this wealth bring 
Still vary’d, and increas’d in ev'ry Spring. 
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To Endimion Porter. 


T is (Lord of my Mufe and Heart) fince laft 
Thy fight infpir'd me, many ages pat. 
In darknefs thick as ill-met Clouds can make, 
In fleeps wherein the laft Trump {carce could wake 
- The guilty dead, I lay and hidden more 
Than Truth, which tefty Difputants explore. 
More hid than paths of Snakes, to their deep beds, 
Or walkes of Mountaine-Springs from their firft Heads: 
“And when my long forgotten Eies, and Mind , 
Awak’d; I thought to fee the Sun declin’d 
Trough age, to’th’ influence of a Star, and Men 
So fmall, that they might live in, Wombes agen, 
But now, my ftrength’s fo'giantly, that were 
The great Hill-lifters once more toyling heres 
_ They!'d choofe me out, for active Back, for Bone, 
To heave at Pelion firft, and heave alone. 
Now by the foftnefs of thy noble care, 
Reafon and Light, my lov’d Companions are 5 
I may too, ere this Moon be loft, refine 
My bloud, and bathe my Temples with thy wine 
And then, know my Endimion (thou whofe name 
To'th World example 1s, Mafick to Fame) 
Fle trie if Art, and Nature, able be 
From the whole ftrength, and ftock of Poefie, 
To pay thee my large debts, fuch as the poor 
In open Bluthes, hidden Hearts reftore. 


Gg2 Epitaph 
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Epitaph on G Walker. 


Nvy’d and lov'd, here lies the Prince of ‘mirth! 
Who laugh’d at the grave bus’nefs of the Earth, 
Look’d on ambitious States-men with fuch eyes, 
4 & As might difcern them guilty, could not wife, 

That did the noyfe of War, and Battailes hear, 

As mov'd to fmiling pitty, not to fear: 

Thought fighting Princes at their dying fad5 
Believ'd, both Victors, and the Conquer’d mad: 

Might have been rich, as oft as he would pleafe, 

But ways to wealth, are not the ways to eafeé. 

The wit and courage of his talk, now refts, 

In their impatient keeping that fteale-Jeaftss 

His Jeafls, who e’re fhall Father, and repeat 

Small mem’ry needs, but let’s'eftate be great, 

Danger fo feafon’d them, each hath Salt left, 

Will yet undo the poor for one fmall theft 5 

The rich, that will own them, what e’re they pay, 

Shall find, ’tis twice a week Star-Chamberday. 


Zo Doétor Cademan, Phyfitian to the Queen, 


‘Or thy Vidorious cares, thy ready hearts 
Thy fo {mall tyranny to fo much Arts; 
For vifits made to my difeafe 
is And me, (alas) notto my Fees: . 
For words fo often comforting with {cope 
Of learned reafon not perf{wafive hope: 
For Med’cines fo benigne, as feeme 
Cordials for Eaftern Queens that teeme. 
For fetting now my condemn’d body free, 
From that no God, but Devil Afercurie: * 
For an aflurance I ne’r fhall 
‘A forfeit be to’ th’ Admiral 
Like thofe in Hofpitals, who dare prefume _ 
To make French Cordage now of Englifh’ Rhume ; 
Or flender Ropes , on which inftead © - 
Of Pearle, Revolted Teeth they thred ; 
For limiting my Cheekes , that elfe had been : 
Swoln like the figne ; o’th Head ’oth seracen 3 
For prefervation from a long 
Concealment of my Mother- Tongue 5 
Whilft fpeechlefs, fow’d in Hoods'f fhould appear, 
An Antarminian, filencd Minifter3 | 
Or fome Turks poyfon’d’ Mute fo fret 
So fome at mouth , make figns and {pet. 


Whilft 


Whilft all I eat, goes down with lookes.to fight 
More fore’d, than Quailes t’ each full-cramm’d Ufralite 
Whole angry {wollowing denotes 
They lay at Flux, and had fore throats. 
For thefe deliverances, and all the good 
My. new return of Sences , ftrength, and blood, 
bait Shall bring, for all IT mine can boaft, ~ 
Whilft my Exdimion is not loft, 
By'th’ feeble influence of my Starre; or turns 
From me, to one whofe Planet cleerer burnes, 
May (thou fafe Lord of Arts) each {pring 
Ripe plenty of Difeafes bring 
Unto the rich 5 they ftill t’our Surgeons be 
Experiments, Patients alone to thee : 
Health to the Poor; leaft pitty fhoud 
. (That gently ftirs , and rules thy blood): 
Tempt thee from wealth, to fuch as pay like me 
A Verfe; then think, they give Eternity. 


-ToEndimion Porter, when my Comedy (call'd the Wits) 
was prefented at Black -Fryers.. 


Ear, how for want of others grief, I mourn 
My fad decay , and weep, at mine own Urne! 
The Hour’s (that ne’re want Wings , when they fhould fly 
To haften Death , or lead on Deftinie, ) 
Have now fulfill’d the time, when I muft come __ 
_ Chain’d to the ‘Mufes Barre, to take my doom: 
When ev'ry Term, fome tim’rous Poet’ ftands , 
Condemn’d by whifpers, ere repriev’d by hands. 
Ithat am told confpiracies are laid, £ 
To have my Mufe, her Arts, and life betray’d, 
~ Hope for no eafie Judge; though thou wert there, 
T’appeafe, and make their judgments lefs feyere. 
In this black day, like men from Thunders rage, 
Or drowning fhowres, I haften from the ftage 5 
And with my felf, fome Spirit, had within 
Thofe diftant wandring Winds, that yet have bin’ ~ 
Unknown to th’ Compafs, or the Pilots skill; °° - 
Or fome loofe Plummit funk fo low , until ~ 
‘Itouch where roots of Rocks deep bury’d be; 
There mourn beneath the leafelefs Coral Tree, 
But Iam grown too tame! what need-I fear, 
Whilft not to paffion, but thy reafon clear? 
Should I perceive , thy knowledge were fubdu’d, 
T unkind confent with the harfh Multitude, 
Then I had caufe to weep 3 and at thy Gate 
 (Denyrd to enter) ftand difconfolate, 
Amaz’d and loft to mine own Eyes; there I 


(Scarce griev'd for by my felf) would winke and die, 
Olivia 
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olivia then, may on thy pitty call 
To bury me, and give me funeral. 


———— a REE 


In celebration of the yearly Preferver of the Games : 
Coftwald. : 


F Ear me you Men of ftrife! you that have bin, 
# Long time maintain’d by the dull Peoples fin. 
ft = At Lyon's, Furnifold’s, and Clement's Inne! _ . 
i ®)~=With huge, o’re-comming Mutton, Target-Cheefe; 
Beefe, that the queafie {tomack’d Guard would pleafe, 
And limber Groats, full half a Score for Fees. 

Hear you Grown’d Lackeys that on both fides plead 5 
Whofe hollow Teeth , are ftuff'd with others Bread; 
Whole Tongues will live (fure) when your felvesare dead. 
Hear you Alcaldos, whole fterne faces look, 

Worfe than your Pris’ner’s that’s deny’d his Book 5 

Than Pilat painted like Sir Edward Cook, 

Lift all that toyle for powr to do Men wrong, 

With penfive Eare, to my prophetick Song! 

Whofe Magick fayes, your Triumphs hold not long. 

The time is come, you on your felves hall fit 

Whilft Children finde (if they endeavour it) 

Your earning , Chronicle; Clinches your Wit. 

Ere you a Year are dead, your Sones fhall watch, 

And roare alj night with Ale in houfe of Thatch 5 

And fpend, till Swords are worn in Belts of Match. 
Whilft Dover (that his knowledge not imploy’s 

T’ increafe’his Neighbours Quarrels, but their Joyes) 
Shall in his age; get Money, Girles, and Boyes! 

Money at Cot/wald Games {hall early fly 5 

Whilft the Precife, and envious fhall ftand by, 

And fee his Min’ral Fountain never dry. 

His Girles, thall dowr’-lefs wed with Heirs of birth; 

His Boyes , plough Lozdon Widows up like earth 5 

Whilft Potfwald Bards Cartol their Nuptial Mirth! 

Dover (the Gentr’ys Darling) know this flame, 

Is but a willing tribute to thy Fame, 

Sung by a Poet, that conceals his name. 


On 
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On the Death of the Lady Marquefs of Wine 
chefter. 


N care, left fome advent’rous Lover may 
(T’ increafe his love) caft his own Stock away; 
I (that finde, th’ ufe of grief is to grow wife) 
Forbid all traffique now , ’twixt Hearts and Eyes: 
Our remnant-love, let us difcreetly fave, 
Since not augment; for Love lies in the Grave. 
‘Left Men; whofe patience is their fenfes floth, 
That onely live, v expect the tedious growth 
Of what the following Summer flowly yields; 
Whofe fair Elizium , is their furrow’d Fields , 
‘Left thefe , fhould fo much prize mortalitie ; 
They ne’re would reach the wit, or faith to die 5 
Know Summer comes no more; to the dark bed 
Our Sun is gone; the hopeful Spring is dead, 
And leaft kind Poets that delight to raife 
‘With their juft truths, not extafie of praife) 
Beauty to Fame; fhould rafhly overthrow 
The credit of their Songs; Ilet them know . .. 
Their Theame is loft, fo loft, that I have griev‘d, 
They never more car praife, and be believ’d. 


To Endimion Porter, upon his recovery from a long 


Sicknefs. 


Uft fo the Sun doth rife, as if laft Night 
He cal'd to’ accompt the Moon, for all the light 
She ever ow’d ; now looks fo full of fcome; 
And pride 3 as fhe had paid him all this Morne ! 
So clear a day , timely foretels; I now 
Shall fcape thofe Clouds, that hung upon my Brow, 
Whilft I thy ficknefs mourn’d 5 and Jefs did fleep, 
Than faithful Widowes, that fincerely weep. 
A true prefage! My hopes no fooner tell 
What they defir'd, but ftrait U find thee well, 


 Blefs’d be the Stars ; whofe pow’rful influence 
Our healths, by Minerals, and Herbs difpence! 
And that’s their chiefeft ufe: who thinks that Fate 


So many Stars did purpofely create. 
And them fo large, meerly for fhow, and light; 


Concludes, it took lefs care of day, then Night, 
Since thou art fafe, thofe Numbers will be loft, 


Which I laid up, to mourn thee as a Ghoft:: 
Unlefs I {pend them on fome Tragick Tale, 


- Which Lovers fhall believe , and then bewaile « 


Next 
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Next Term, prepare thee for the Theater! ’ 
And until then, referve thy skilful Bares 

For Twill fing imagind Tragedy, 

‘Till Fates repent their eflence is fo high 

From paffion ravs’d , ’caufe they can ne’re obtaine 

To talte the griefs, which gentle Poets feigne, 


Upon the Nuptials of Charles Lord Herbert, an dithe ) 
Lady M. Villers | ) 


Ofes ’till ripe, and ready to be blown, 

Their beauty hide, whilft it is yet their owne 5 
HS Tis ours but in expectance , whilit th’ are green} 
kA. “ex_ And bathfully they blufh when firft ‘tis feen, 
As if to {pread their beauty were acrime ; 

A fault in them , not in all-ripening-Time, 

So ftands (hidden with Vayles) in all her pride 

Of early flourifhing, the bafhful Bride / 

And ’till the Prieft, with words devoutly faid, 

Shall ripen her a Wife, that’s yet a Maid, 

Her Vaile will never off: fo modeft full, 

And fo exprefs'd by Nature, not by skill, 

That fure the drefs’d her looks when fhe did rife , 

Not in her Glafs , but in her Mother’s Eyes. 

The jolly Bridegroom ftands , as he had t’ane 

And led Love ftrongly fetter’d in a Chaine: 

Forgetting when her Vailes are laid afide, 

Himfelf is but a Captive to the Bride. 

The Prieft now joynes their hands , ‘and he doth find 

By mifterie divine , in both one mind, 

Mix'd, and difpersd.5 his {pirits ftrait begin 

(As they were rap’t) to vex, and talk within - 

His Temples fweat, whilft he ftood filent by, 

Not as prepar'd to blefs, but prophefie- 

What needed more? fince they muft needs poflefs, 

All he fore-told, though he fhould never blefs: 

And bleffing unto fuch as moft reftores, 

Or but repeats what was their Anceftors. 


Prologue 


i Prologue to , revivd Play of Mr. Fletchers, call'd 
* The Woman-hater. 


Adies take’t as a fecret in your Eare, 
L In ftead of homage, and kind welcome heté 

I heartily could wifh, you all were gone; y 

For if you ftay, good faith, we are undone. 
“Alafs ! you now expett, the ufuall wayes 
Of our addrefs, which is your Sexes praife: 

But we to night, unluckily muft {peake, | WFSTS 
“Such things will make your Lovers Heart-{trings breake, 
Bely your Virtues, and your beauties ftaine, 

With words, contriv'’d long fince, in your difdaine, || 
‘Tis ftrange you ftirr nut yet; not all this while 
Lift up your Fannes to hide a {cornfull fmile- 
Whifper, or jog your Lords to fteale away ; 

So leave us t'act, unto our felves, our Play : 

Then fure, there may be hope, you can fubdue, 
Your patience to endure, an Act, or two: 

_ Nay more, when you are told our Poets rage 
 Purfues but one example, which that age 
_VVherein he liv’d produc’d 5 and we rely 
Not on the truth, but the variety. 2a 
His Mufe believ’d not, what fhe then did write 3 

Her VVings, were wont to make ‘a nobler flight 5 

Soard high, and to the Stars, your Sex did raife 5 © 

For which, full Twenty years, he wore the Bayes, 
*Twas he reduc’d Evadze from her {corne, | 
“And taught the fad fpacia how to mourne; 

Gave Arethuja’s love, a glad reliefe 5 

And made Panthea elegant in griefe, 

If thefe great Trop vies of his noble Mufe, 

Cannot one humor ’gainft your Sex excufe 

VVhich we prefent to night; you'l finde a way ; 

How to make good the Libell in our Play: . 
‘So you are cruell to your felves 3; whilft he 

(Safe in the fame of his integritie) | 

VVill be a Prophet, not a Poet thoughts 
And this fine VVeb laft long, though loofely wrought, 


» 


To Endimion Porter, pafsing to Court to him by Wa- 
| ter. , . 
: ODE 1. | 


He truth and wifdome of your Compafs boaft 
(Dull Men of th’ Sea! ) when you the flow’rie Coaft] 
Have reach’d, to which you fteere; ; 
Think then, thofe Clouds are fhrunk again, 
That {vvell’d, as if they hoorded Kain 
For all the Yeare 


Hh | j . Think 


— 
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Think then, thofe ruder Winds are dumbe, 
That would endeavour Storm# to come 5 
And that the Rocks no more 
(As they were wont ) fhall hide themfelves, 


To prattife mifchief on the Shelves 
So near the Shore. 


», 

Into the Silver Flood I lanch’d , and fraught 

My bark with Hope the Parafite of thought : 
To Court my voyage tends; 

But hope, grew fick, and made me feare, 

The Bark would fplit, that harbour’d there 
To trade for Friends. 

Wife Love, that fought a noble choice 

To tune my Harp, and raife my Voice, 
Forbids my Pinnace reft, 

Till I had cur’d weak Hope again, 

By fafely Anchoring. within 
Endimion's Brett. 


ae 

Endimion ! who, with Numbers {weet can move 

Soules (though untun’d) to fuch degrees of love; 
That men fhould fooner fee, 

Th'inticed Needle difobey «hil 

The tempting Adamant, than they. ‘ott 
His Poefie: 

And I (exalted now) ne’re minde 

Their breath, who ftorm’d t’increafe the Winde 
By which th’are overthrowne 5 

Their Stock of rage, and Lyrick Skill, 

They boaft in vain 5 the Poets Hill 


Is all mine own, 


Elegie on B. Hafelrick, flain in’s youth, in a 
Duell. : ; 


“y Ow in the blind and quiet time of Night, . 
So dark as if the funerall of Light 
Were celebrated here; whither with flow, 
Unwilling feet, fad Virgins do you goe > 
Where have you left your reafon, and your fear > 
What meane thofe Violets that down-ward wear 
Their heads, as griev'd, fince thus imploy’d they grew > 
Lilies, fearch’d by your looks, to their pale hew ! 
Rofes, that loft their blufhes on the Bough, 
And Laurell ftoln from fome dead Poets Brow # 
Thefe, and your loofer Hair, thew that‘ you come 
To {catter both, on that relénting Tombe, 
But ftay! by this moift pavement it appears, 
Some Ladies have been earli’r here with Tears 
. , ‘ 


Than 


‘ Sas, 


Than 1, or you; and we can guefs no. more, 
Thofe that fucceed, by thefé that drop’d before 5 
Than by the Dew, faln ina Cowflips wombe, 
Heav’n’s Treafurie of Showrs that are to come. 
The Curtain’s drawne! look there and you fhall {pie 
The faded God of your Idolatrie! , 
Cold as the feet of Rocks, filent in fhade 

As Chaos lay, before the Winds were made. 

Yet this was once the Flow’r, on whom the Day 
So {mil'd, as if he never fhould decay: 

Soft, as the hands of Love, fmooth as her brow 5 
So young in thew, as if he ftill fhould grow $ 
‘Yet perfected with. all the pride of {trength, 
Equall in Limbs, and {quate unte his length : 

And though the jealous World hath underftood, 
Fates only Seal'd the firft Creation good 5 

This moderne worke ( fterne Fates!) rofe. up to prove 
Your ancient skill retain’d,-but not your love: 
Could you have Jov'd, you had with careful fight 
Preferv’d, what you did frame with fuch delight. 

O, let me fumme his crimes, let me relate 

Them ftrictly as his Judge, not Advocate 5 

And yet the greateft number you fhall find - 
Were errors of his youth, not of his mind : 
For had his jealous courage been fo wife, 
As tobelieve it felfe, not others Eyes; 
Had he not thought his little patience tame 
“In fufFring quiet Men, t’enjoy a Fame 5, 

He might have liv’d to fo great ufe, that E.: 

Had writ his Ads, and not his Elegie. 

Goe, gentleft of your Sex! fhould1 relate 

With bolder truth, th’unkindnefs of his Fate, 
(Too {triét, to flefh and blood) 1 might infufe 

A Schifme in your Religion, and my Mufe: 

‘Yet this would be excus’d, fince all we gain 
By griefe, is but the licence to complain. 


To the QUEEN upon a New-years day. 


Ou of the Guard make way | and you that keep 
{ The Prefence warme, and quiet whilft you fleep 
Permit me pafs! and then ¢ if any where 
Imploy'd) you Angels that are bufi’ft here, 
And are the ftrongeft Guard, although unfeene, 
Condué me neere the Chamber of the Queen! 
Where with fuch reverence as Hermits ufe 
At richeft Shrines, I may prefent my Mufe: 
Awake ! falute, and fatisfie thy fight, 
Not with the fainting Sun’s, bat thine own Light ! 


Ligy Hogeau fs: : Let 
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Let this day break from thine own Silken {pheare, | 
this Day, the birth, and Infant of the yeare ! 

Nor is there need of Purple, or of Lawne 

To veft thee in, were but thy Curtaines drawne, 
Men might fecurely fay, that 1t 1s morne, 

Thy Garments ferve to hide, not to adorne ! 

Now the appeares, whilft ev'ry look, and fmile, 
Difpences warmth, and beauty through our Ifle: 
whil(t from their wealthieft Caskets, Princes pay 
Her gifts, as the glad tribute of this Day! 

This Day; which Time (hall owe to her, not Fate 5 
Becaufe her early Eyes did it create, it 
But O! poore Poets / Where are you ? Why bring 
You not your Goddefs now an Offering ? 

Who makes your Numbers Swift, when they mov'd flow, 
And when they ebb’d, her influence made them flow, 
Alafs! 1 know your wealth: the Laurell bough, 
Wreath’d into Circles, to adorne the Brow, 

Is all you have. But goes thefe f{trew, and {pread, 
In Sacrifice, where ever fhe fhall tread, 

And ere this day grow old, know you fhall fee 
Each Leafe become a Sprig, each Sprig a Tree. 


Ev bsGicbrBs 


On Francis Earle of Rutland. 


For though the fighs, the teares they could repay 

Which injur’d Lovers, Mourners for the Dead, __ 

Captives, and Saints, have breath’d away, and fhed 5 
Yet we fhould want to make our forrow fit 
For fuch a caufe, as now doth filence it. 
Rutland\ the noble, and the juft ! whofe name 
Already is, all Hiftory, all Fame! 
Whom like brave Anceftors in Battaile loft, 
We mention not in pitty, but in boaft! 
How did ft thou {mile, to fee the folemne fport, 
Which vexes bufie greatnefs in the Court ? 
T’obferve their Lawes of faction, place and Time, 
Their precepts how, and where, and when to climbe? 
Their rules, to know if the fage meaning lies, 
In the deep Breatft, i’th’ fhallow Brow, or Eyes ? 
Though Titles, and thy blood, made thee appeare, 
(Oft *gainft thy eafe) where thefe ftate-Rabbins were, 
Yet their Philofophy thou knew’ft was fit, 
For thee to pitty, more then ftudy it, 
Safely thou valu’d{t Cunning, as ‘thad been, | 
Wifdome, long fince, diftemper’d into Sin: - 
And knew’ft, the actions of th’Ambitious are a 
But as the’ falfe Alarmes in running warre, 


CC": not the Winds! nor bid the Rivers ftay! 


Like 


aes raseodpame : i 


i ORS 


Like forlorne Scouts (that raifé'the coyle) they keep 
Themfelves awake, to hinder others fleep - 
And all they gaine, by vex’d expence of breath 5 
Unguietnefs, and guilt 5 is at their death, 
Wonder, and mighty noifé; whillt things that be 
Moft deare and pretious to Mortalitie 
(Time, and thy Self) impatient here of ftay, ~ 
With a grave filence, feeme to fteal away 5 
Depart from us unheard, and we ftill mourne 
In vaine (though pioufly) for their returne, 
Thy Bounties if I name; Ile not admit, 
Kings when they love, or wooe, to equall it : 
It thew’d like Natuir’s felf, when fhe doth bring 
_ All fhe can promife by an early Spring 3 
Or when fhe payes that ptomife where fhe beft 
~ Makes Summers for Mankind ; 1n the rich Eaft. 
_ And, as the wife Sun, filently imployes 
* His lib’rall Beameés, and ripens without Noife 5 
_ As precious Dewes, doe undifcover’d fall, 
_ And growth infenfibly doth fteale on all 5 
_ So what he gave, conceal’d in private came, 
(As in the dark) from one that had no name 35 
_ Like Fayries wealth, not given to reftore, 
Or if reveal’d, it vifited no more. 
If thefe live, and be read (as who fhall dare 
Sufpec, Truth, and thy Fame, immortall are? ) 
_ What need thy noble Brother, or faire She, 
_ That is thy felf, in pureft imagrie 5 . 
~ Whofe breath, and Eyes, the Fun’rall-Spie, and flame 
Continue ftill, of gentle Buckingham 5 : 
- What need they fend poore Pioners to grone, 
In lower Quarries for Corinthian {tone ? 
To dig in Parian Hills? fince ftatues mutt, 
“And Monuments, turne like our felves to duft: 
Verfe, to all ages can our deeds declare, 
Tombs, but a while fhew where our Bodies are. 


To Endimion Porter. 


Ould thou wert dead! fo ftriétly dead tome, 
V V That, nor my fight, nor my vex’d memorié 

Could reach thee more : fo dead, that but to name 
Thou wert, might give the fawcie lie to Fame 3 

That the bold Sonnes of Honour, and the milde 

Race of Lovers (both thy difciples ftil’d) 

Might ask; who could the firft example be 

Toall their good ¢ yetnone fhould mention thee : 

Knocking at my Breft, when this hour is come 5 

I hope, f once fhall find my heart at home. 


Say - 


Say thou art deads” yet whifper’t but to me5 
For fhould thy fo well-fpent mortalitie, 

End to the world, and that fad end be knownes 
T might ¢ perhaps) ftill live, but live alone : 
The better world ‘vould follow thee, and all 
That | {hould gaine, by that large Funegall. 
Would be, the wanton vanity to boatt, 

What they enjoy, was from my plenty loft, 


To the Counte/s of Carlile , on the death of 
the Earle ber Husband. 


Thee Tapers winking, and thefe Curtaines drawne5 
What may they meane ? unlefs to qualifie 
And check the luftre of your Eye, you'll trie 
To honour darknefs, and adorne the Night, — i 
So ftrive, thus with your Lord, to bury Light. , ” 
Call back, your abfent Beauties to your care; ‘_ 
Though clouded, and conceal’d, we know you are a 
The Morning’s early'ft Beame, life of the Day, a 
‘The Even’s laft comfort, and her parting Ray! * 
But why thefe Teares, that give him no reliefe, 
For whom you wafte the virtue of your griefe ? 
Such, as might be’ pre(crib’d the Earth, to drink 
For cure of her old Curfe; Teares you would think 
‘Toorich to water (if yeknew their price) 
Thechiefeft Plant deriv’d from Paradife. 
ButO | Where is a Poets faith? how farre 
Weare mi(s-led ¢- how falfe we Lords of Numbers are, 
Our Love. is paflion, our Religion, rage ! 
Since, to fecure that mighty heritage 
Entail’d upon the Bay, fee how I ftrive 
To keep theglory of your looks alive 5 
And to perfwade your gloomy Sorrows thence, 
As fubt’ly knowing, your kind influenge: 
Is all the pretious {tock, left us tinfpire, 
And feed the flame, of our eternall fire, 
But} recant: *Tis fic you mourne awhile, 
And winke, untill you darken all this Ile 5 
More fit, the Bay fhould wither too, and. be 
Quite loft, than he fhould lofe your obfequie - 
He that was once your Lord; who ftrove to get 
That Title, caufe nought elfe could make him great, 
A Title, by which his name he did preferre 
To have a day, i'th’ Poets Kalender. 
His youth was gentle, and difpos’d to win, 
Had fo much courthip in’t, *twas his.chiefe fin 5 
Yet fure, although his courtfhip knew the way 
Toconquer Beauty 5 it did ne’re betray. 


a6 His Cyprefs folded here in {tead of Lawne, 


When | 


When wife with years, thefe foft affairsdid ceafe, 
He whifper’d VVar abroad, then brought home Peace 4 
‘He was fupreme Ambaflador, and went 
To be that Prince, whom Leigers but prefent 5 
And foon with eafie ceremonies got, 
VVhat they did lofe with care, and a deep plot: 
Chearfull his age, not tedious or (evere; 
Like thofe, who being dull, would grave appeare; 
VVhofe guilt, made them the foule of Mirth defpife, 
And being fullen, hope men think them wife. 

Yet he that kept his Virtues from decay, 
‘Had that about him needs muft were away: 
The daily lefs’‘ning of our life, fhewes by 
A little dying, how out-right to dies 
Obferve the Morning, Noon, and Evening Sun, 
Then (Madam) you that faw his Hou'-glafs run, 
In wifer faith, will not be more oppreft 
To fee the laft Sand fall; than all the reft. 


Epilogue , to LOVE and HONOR, 
A Tragicomedy. 


. Roth Gentlemen, you muft vouchfafe a while 
| T’excufe my Mirth 5 I cannot chufe but fmile! 


And °tis to think, how like a fubtle Spie, 
Our Poet waits, to hear his deftinie : 
Juft ith’ pav’d-Entry as you pafies the place 
VVhere firft you mention your diflike, or grace. 
Pray whifper foftly , that he may not hear; 
Or elfe, fuch words, as fhall not blaft his Ear, — 


wm. 


Epilogue, to 4 Paine Play at the Globe. 


The Speaker enterd with a Sword drawn. 


Believe, my fury was fo much fuppreft 
[th’heat of the laft Scene, as now you may 
Boldly, and fafely too, cry down our Play ! 
For if you dare but Murmure one falfe Note, 
Here in the Houfe, or going to take Bote 5 
By Heav'n I'le mowe you off with my long Sword 5 
Yeoman , and Squire, Knight, Lady, and her Lord ! 
Vvith reafon too; for fince my whole part lies 
I'th’ Play to Kill the King’s chief Enemies 5 
How can you fcape? (be your own Judges) when 
You lay fad plots, to begger the Kings Men, 


oh V¥ 


FE? your own fakes ( poor Souls !) you had not beft 
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To the QUEEN , “pon a Neew-yeares day. oH 


1 His day, old Time, doth turne his Annuall Glafs, 

And fhakes it, that the Year may {wiftly pafs- 

_ This day; on which the formoft leading-fand 

Falls from that Glafs, fhook by his hafty Hand: 
‘That Sand’s th’exemplar Seed, by which we know 
How th’Hour’s of the enfuing Year will grow. 
Awake, great Queen ! for as you hide, or cleere 
Your Eyes, we fhall diftruft, or like the Yeare, 
Queenes fet their Dialls by your beauties light 5 
By your Eyes learne, to make their own move right; 
Yet know, our expectation when you rife 
Is not intirely furnith’d from your Eyes 
But wifely we provide, how to rejoyce; 
In the fruition of your Breath, and Voice : 
Your breath, which Nature the example meant, 
From whence our early Bloflomes take their {cent 
Teaching our Infant-Flow’rs how to excell 
(Ere ftrong upon their ftalks) in fragrant {mell: 

- Your voice, which can allure, and charme the beft * 
Moft gawdy-feather’d Chaunter of the Eaft, . 
To dwell about your Pallace all the Spring, . 
And ftill can make him filent whilft you fing. 

Rife then! for I have heard Apollo {weare, 

By that firft luftre, which did fill his Spheare; 
He will not mount, but make eternall Night, 
Unlefs reliev’d, and cherifh’d by. your Sight: 
Your fight; which is his warmth, now he is old, 
His Horfes weary, and his Chariot cold. 


To Edward Earl of Dorfet , after his Sicknefs, and 
happy Recovery.’ ow 8) 
Aly Lord; 7 a Ae 


Find the Gentry fo o’re-joy’d 1th’ Town, 
] As if all Prifons (fafely) were rac’d down; 

As if the Judges would no more refift 

Wrongs with the Law, but each turne Duelift ; 
And not with Statutes, but with Rapiers fence, 
At Mafon's ward to fuccour Innocence. ‘ 
As if fome trufty Poet now had bin 
Chofen with full voice City-Chamberlins 
Their Treafure-kept, and might difpofe of it >. 
And th’Orphans Goods, as his free Mufe thought fit 5 
As if grave Benchers had been feen to weare 
Loud German Spurres, tall Feathers, and Jong Haire. t 
Such wilde inverfions, both of Men, and Lawes, , 
Amaz’d my Faith , untill I knew, the caufe 


< nite 2147 

Was your return to health; which did deftroy 
All griefe in greater Minds, and {well their joy: 
Which made me gladly vow to dedicate 

Each Year, a folemn facrifice to Fate; + 

. Such as fhould pleafe old E/culapivs too, 
More than diffected Cocks were wont to doe, 

(if there be Prophecie in Wine ) and then 

You fhall be known to Altars, as to Men 


Witten, when Collonel Goring was beliew'd to be [lain 
| at the Siege of Breda, 


His Death lamented by Endimion , Arigo. 
The SCENE the Sea. 


ENDIMION. 


yO! Pilot! change your Courfe! for know, we are 
Not guided by the Sea-mans ufuall Starre: 
Storme-frighted-Foole ! dull, wat’ry Officer ? 
~~ Doft thou our Voyage by the Compafs fteere? 
Tnall the Circle of thy Card, no Winde 
_ Tame or unruly, thou wilt ever finde 
 €an bring us where the meaneft on the Coaft 
Immortal! is, and a renowned Ghotft. 

_ ARKIGCG O, 
> Let the affembled Winds in their next Warre, 
_ Blow out the light of thy old guiding Starre 5 
_ Whilft on uncertaine VVaves, thy Bark is toft, 
-, Untill thy Card is rent, thy Rudder loft. 
Nor Star, nor Card, though with choice VVinde you fill 
_ Four Sailes (fubdu'd by Navigators skill , ) 
_ Can teach the rule thy Helme, *till *twaft us ‘o’re 
Pacifique Seas, to the Eliffan Shore. 
; ENDIMION 
~ Who on that flow’ry Land, fhall fearch his way, 
No mortall Pilots Compafs mult obay 5 
bow truft Columbus art, although he can 
j 


Boaft longer toyles, than he, or Magilan- 
Though in Sea-perills, he could talke them dumbe, 
And prove them lazy Criples; bred at home, . 
_ By’s travailes, he could make the Sun appeare, 
A young, and unexperienc’d Travailer, 
: | ARIGO. 
If thou wilt fteere our courfe, thou muft rely 
— On fome majettick , Epik-Hittory 5 
(The Poet’s Compafs) fuch as the blind Prieft 
In fury writ, when like an Exorcitt, 
_ His Numbers charm’d the Grecian Hoaft 5 whofe Pen, ' 
The Scepter was, which rul’d the Soules of Men, 
_" li Survey 
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"a aan : 
Survey his myftick Cards learn to what Coatt, 
He ad ecxalport , each brave unbody’d Ghoft, 
New fhifted from his fleth; that valiant Crew, 
Which fierce Achilles, and: bold Heéor flew ? 
ENDIMION. , 
Enquire, where thefe are now? beneath what Shade, 
In dear-bought reft, their weary Limbs are laid, 
That trod on rugged wayes ¢ for Honor ftill 
Leaves the {mcoth Plaine, t’ afcend the rough, fteep Hill. 
There feck, the Macedonian Youth 3 who knew 
No work fo full of eafe, as to fubdue : 
Who {carce believ'd his Conquefts worthy fame, 
Since others thought, his fortune overcame. 
IG AY Gt 
Neer him, th’ Epir of Warriour doth lies 
Lookes, as he fcorn’d his immortalitie , 
Becaufe of too much reft; feems ftill at ftrife 
With Fate, for lofs of troubles, not of life : 
Griev’d that to dye, hemade fuch certain hatft, 
Since being dead, the noble Danger’s paft, 
ENDIMION. 
Neer thefe go feek (with Mirtle over-grown) 

_ The Carthaginian ViGor’s fhady Throne 3 
Who there with fullen thoughts, much troubled lies 5 
And chides the over-careful Deftinies ? 

That thefe Ambitious Neighbours thither fent 
So long before his birth; thus to prevent 
Difhonour at their deaths ; O fond furmife, 
Of one, who when but mortal was fo wife! 
. As if betimes, they haftned to a Tombe , 

Left he b’ing borne, they had been overcome. 

A RIGO. : 
Neer him the wondrous Roman doth appear, 
Majeftick, as if made Dictator there5 
Where now the Philofophick Lord, would heale 
The wound he gave him for the publick Weale: 
Which he more ftrives to hide; as fham’d his Eye 
Should find , that any wound could make him die. 

| ENDIMION. 
If thou by the wife Poets Card or ftarre, 
Canft bring us where thefe faded Heroes are 5 
Shift all thy Sayles , to husband ev'ry Winde 5 
‘Till by a fhort fwift paflage we may find, 
Where sielney’s ever-blooming-Throne is {pread 
For now, fince one renown’d as he is dead 3 
(Goring, the ftilllamented, and belov’d! ) 
He hath enlarg’d his Bow’r , and far remowd 
His lefs Heroick Neighbours, that gave place 
To him; the laft of that. foon number’d Race. 
ARRIGO. 

Whom he muft needs delight ta celebrate, 
Becaufe himfelf, in manners and in Fate, 
Was his undoubted Type, Gerivg , whofe name 
Though early up, will, flay the laft with Fame - 


ENDIF 


 ENDIMION. 

‘Though sidney was his T ype fulfill’d above 
What he foretaught, of Valor, Bounty, Love: 
Who dy’d like him, even there, where he miftook 
Betray'd by pitty then, to their defence, 

Whofe poverty was all their innocence: 

And fure, if to their he pa Third could come, 

_Beguild by Honour, to fuch Martyrdome 5 

Sufficient like thefe Two in braine, as blodd ; 

The world in time would think, their caufe is good. 

ARRIGO. 

Thus he forfook his glories being young: 

The Warriour is unlucky, who lives long 3 

And brings his courage in fufpe; for he 

That aimes at honour, ith’ fupreme degree, 
Permits his Valor tobe over bold, 

~ Which then ne’re keeps him fafe, ’till he be old, . 

ENDIMION. 

His Bounty like his Valor, unconfin’d; 

As if notborn to Treafure, but affign’d 
The rents of lucky War; each Day to be 
Allow’d, the profits of a Victory ! 

Not of poor Farmes , but of the World the Lord ! 
Heir , to inteftate Nations by his {word, 

ARIGO. 

In Valor thus,* and Bounty, rais’d above 
‘The vulgar height, fo in defignes of love 5 
For onely gentle love could him fubdue 5 
A noble crime , which fhew’d his Valor true: 

Mt is the Souldier’s teft; for juft fo far 
He yeilds to Love, he overcomes in War. 

' ENDIMION, 
But why 4rigo, do we ftrive to raife 

The Story of our lofs, with helplefs praife ? 

“Why to this Pilot mourne , whofe Eares can reach 
Nothing lefs loud , than Winds or Waters breach! 
Or think that he can guide us to a Coaft, 

Where we may find, what all the World hath loft? 

’ ARIGO, 

About then! Helme a Lee! Exdimion! fee 5 
Loofe Wreaths (not of the Bay, but Cyprefs tree ) 
Our Poet wears, and on the Shore doth mourn, 
Fearing, t° Elizinm bound, we can’t return, — 
Steer back ! his Verfe may make thofe Sorrows laft 
Which here, we ‘mongft unhallow’d Sea-men wate, 
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To the Lord Cary of Lepington , upon bus Tidiftle ; 
tion of Malvezzi. Ai 


To ruin’d Babel, and return’d to Night - 1 
So {trong, that Time,(whofe courfe no pow’r could flack)’ 
I have enfore’d fome Forty ages. back - 
Tome , that great diforder and decay, 
Was both begun, and confummate to Day : 
_ My felf, fome ftrong Chaldean Mafon_ thete, 
Still fore with maflie Stones they made me bear: 
Juft now (methinks) Ime ftruck for fome command 
Miftook, in words I could not underftand. 
So lafting are great griefs, we ftill retaine 
Remembrance of them, though we loofe the paine: 
And that Confufion did a grief comprife, 
Greateft, in that it moft concern’d the Wife : 
For thefe (who beft deferve the care of Fate) 
The firft great Curfe much lefs did penetrate , 
Which makes us labor for our food fo long, 
Than that which mix’d, or cancell’d ev'ry tongue: 
*‘Caufe now we toyle, and fweat for knowledge mores...) +7 | 
Than for the Body’s nourifhment before. ay, 
Knowledges ere it did practice to controle, 
No Weapon was, but Diet of the Soule; ie 
Which as her nourifhments fhe might enjoy , ot an 
Not like controverts, others to deftroy : ‘av oe 
And this her Food (like Milk) did nourifh beft; 
*‘Caufe it was fafe, and eafie to digeft : 3 ae 
Which Milk, that Curfe on Languages turn’d fowre, — > ae 
For men fearce tafte what they could once devoure?. ©. us 
Since now, we are preparing to be dead, ~ ae 
Ere we can half interprét what we read. eK: 
Yet he, that for our bodies took fuch care. 
That to each Wound, there feveral Med’cins are; — 
In nobler pitty, furely hath affign'd MOA ARs 
A cure, for ev'ry mifchief of the Mind : spe ay 
So this revenge (perhaps) was but to try ues one 
Our patience firft, and then our induftry , - ; 
Since he ordained, that beautious Truth fhould. ftill 
Be overcaft, and hid from humane skills, eT , 
Sure he affets that War, which Schoolmen wage 5 eis 
When to know truth, doth make their knowledge rage 5 
So Truth, is much more precious than our peace 5 
Though fome fond Politicks, efteem her lefs: 
Lazy obedience, is to them devout 5. 
And thofe rebellious that difpute or doubt : 
But you (my Lord) muft valiantly defpife 
‘Aheir threats, that would keep knowledg in difguife’ 


S° fwift is thoughts this Morn I took my flight, 


And 


And toy! with Languages to make her clear; 
Which 1s to abe-juft Interpreter. 
nd this felected peece, which you tranflate 
Foretels, your ftudies may communicate , ‘ 
From darker Dialects of a ftrange Land, 
Wifdom, that here th’ unlearn’d fhall. underftand ; 
What noble wonders may in time appear, 
VVhen alt that’s Forreign, grows domeftick here? 
“VVhen all the fcatter’d world you reconcile , 
“Unto the Speech, and Idiom of this Ifle- 
How like a pen ga Seepter rules that Pen, 
VWVhich Mankind makes, one kind of Country-men? 


ToHenry Jarmin. 

5 Ow wicked am I now? no Man can grow 
H More wicked , till he {wares I am not fo: 

Since VVealth, which doth authorife men to err 5 
Since Hope, (that is the lawfull’ft Flatterer) 

‘Vere never mine one hour. yet am I loth 

To have lefs pride , then men poflefsd of both: | .° 

Fuller of glory, than old Victors be x 3 
That thank themfelves , not Heav'n for Vidorie: 

 Prouder than Kings firft Miftreffes , who think 
Their Eies, gazing on Stars,- would make Stars winke, 
That hope, they rule not by Imperial place, 

But by fome beautious Charter in the Face. 

Yet this my pride and glory, I think loft 
Unlefs declar’d , and heightned with a boaft, 
Am I not bravely wicked then! and ftill 
Shall worfe appear , in Nature as in will 

“VVhen with my Malice (the grave VVit of Sin) 

T’ excufe my felf, I draw the whole VVerld in3 
Prove all in.pride, in trival glory fhare 5 - 
Though not fo harmelefs in’t 5 as Poets ‘are. 
_'VVhen Battails joyne alas! what is’t doth move 

‘C(Gainft all Celeftial harmony of Love) 

- ‘The Gallant VVarriour to affault this Foe? 0 
VVhofe Vices, and whofe Face, he ne’re did know : 
VVhy would he kill? or why, for Princes fight ? 
They quarrel. more for glory, than for right : 7 
The pride then he defends, held punifh too, 

As if more Juft in him, than'in the Foe. 

Th’ Ambitious States-man'‘not himfelf admires 
For what he hath, but what ‘his pride defires 5 
Doth inwardly tonfefs, he covets fway, 

Becaufe he is too haughty to obay: — ~ 

VVho yeild to him, do ‘not ‘their reafon pleafe, 
But hope, their patience may procure them eafe, 
How proudly glorious doth he then appear, 
VVhom ev'n the Proud, envy; the humble, ‘fear, 
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The Studious (that in Books fo long have fought) 
VVhat our wife Fathers did, or what they thought} ; 
Admit not reafon to be natural , i 
But fore’d, harfh, and uneafie unto all: 

VVell may be it fo, when from our Soul’s Eyes, 
VVith dark Schoole-Clouds , they keep it in difguife 
They feem to know, what they are loth t’ imparts 
Reafon Cour Nature once) is now their Art: 

They by Sophiftick , ufelefs-fcience, trie 

T ingage us ftill, to their falfe induftry 5 

T’unite that knot, which they themfelves have ty’d, 
And had been loofe to all, but for their pride 5 
Their pride; who rule as chief on earth, becaufe 
They only-can expound , their own hard laws, 

Since thus, all that dire&t what others do, 

Are proud; why fhould not Poets be fo too ? 
Although not good, tis profperous at leaft 

To imitate the greateft, not the beft, 

Know then I muft be proud! but when I tell 

The caufe that makes my nourifh’d glory {well , 

I fhall like (lucky Penfils) have the fate 

T’ exceed the Patterns which I imitate, 

This not implies, to be more proud than they, 

But bravely to be proud, a better way: 

And thus CArigo) I may fafely climbe , 
Rays'd with the beaft, not loaden with the erime: 
Thofe with their glorious vices taken be, | 
But I (moft right’oufly)am proud of thee. 


a 


To Tho. Carew. 


I. 


f, Pon my confcience whenfoe're thou dy ft , 
(Though inthe black,themourningtime ofLent) = 
There will be feen, in Kings-ftreet (where thou ly ft) — 
More triumphs, than in days of Parliament. . . 


Qeb] 
How glad, and -gaudy then will Lovers be ? 
For ev'ry Lover that can Verfes read , 
Hath been fo injur’d by thy Mufe and thee, 
Ten Thoufand, Thoufand times, he wifh’d.thee dead, 


3° 
Not but thy Verfes are as {mooth and high, 
As Glory, Love, or Wine, from wit can. raife 5 
But now the Devil take fuch Deftinie! |, 
What fhould commend them, turnes to their difpraife, 


4. 
Thy Wit’s chief Vertue, is become its vice 5 
For evry Beauty thou haft rais’d fo high, 
That now courfe-Faces carry fuch a price, 


As muft undoe a Lover that fhould buy, V¥ 
Scarce 
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Pearce any of the Sex, admits commerce ; 
It thames me much to urge this in a Friend 5 
But morethat they fhould fo miftake thy Veade, 


Which. meant to conguer, whom it did commend. 


To Dottor Duppa De anof Chrift-Church, and Tu- 


tor to thePrince. An acknowledgment (or: his Col- 
lection, in Honour of Ben. Johnion’s Memory. 


Ow fhall Ifleep to night, that am to pay, 
H By a bold vow, a mighty Debt ere Day? 


hich all the Poets of this Ifland owe: 
Like Paines neglected, it will greater grow. 


_ How vainly from my fingle ftock of Wit, 
CAs f{mall, as is my Art, to Husband it) * 


1 have-adveatur'd what they durft not do, 
With ftrong confed’rate Art, and Nature too. 
This Debt hereditary is ,; and more 

Than can be pay’d for fuch an Anceftor 5 
Who living, all the Mufes Treafure {pent, 


‘As if they him, their Heir, not Steward meant; 
Forrefts of Mirtle , he disforrefted, 


That near to Helicon their thades did {pread 5 


- Like Modern Lords, w’ are fo of Rent bereft; 


Poets, and they have nought but Titles left < 

He wafted all in wreaths, for's conqu’ring Wit; 
Which was fo ftrong , as nought could conquer it , 
But’s Judgement’s force, and that more rul’d_ the fenfe 
Of what hewrit, than’s Fancy’s vaft expence, 


OF that he ftill was lavifhly profufe 5 


For joyn the remnant-wealth of ev'ry J&/e, 
And twill not pay the Debt we owe to thee, 
For honors done unto his Memory: 


Thus then; he brought th’ Eftate into decay, 


With which, this Debt , we as his Heirs fhould pay. 
As fullen Heirs , when waftful Fathers die, 

Their old Debts leave for their pofterity 

To clear; and the remaining Akers ftrive 

T injoy, to keep them pleafant whilft alive 5 


$0 T (alas!) were to my felf unkind, 


If from that little wit, he left behind , 

I fimply thould fo great a debt defray 
le keep it to maintaine me, not to pay. 
Yet, for my foul’s laft quiet when I die, 
I will commend it to ‘pofterity: 


' Although ’tis fear'd (‘caufe they are left fo poor) 


They'll but acknowledge, what they fhould reftore : 
However, fince I now may erne my Bayes 5 


VVithout the taint of flattery in praife 5 fs 
ince 
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Since I’ve the luck, to make my praifes true, 
le let them know , to whom this Debt 3s due: 

. Due unto you, whofe learning can direct 

Why Faith mutt traft, what reafon would fufpect : 
Teach Faith to rule, but with fuch temp’rate law, 
As Reafon not deftro\s, yet Keeps’t in awe : 

Wife you; the living-Volume, which containes 
All that induftrious Art, from Nature gaines5 
The ufeful , open-Book, to all unty’d 5 

That knows more, than half-Knowers feem to hide 
And with an eafie cheerfulnefs reveal, 

What they, through want, not fullennefs conceal. 
That to great faithlefs-Wits, can truth difpence 
"Till’t turne, their witty fcorne, to reverence : 
Make them confefs their greateft error {prings, 
From curious gazing on the leaft of things 

With reading Smaller prints, they fpoil their fight 
Darken themfelves, then rave, for want of light: 
Shew them, how full they are of fabtil fin, 

When Faith’s great Cable, they would nicely {pin 
To Reafon’s flender Threads; (then falfly bold) 
When they have weakned it, cry, twitl not hold! 

To him, that fo vidtorious ftill doth grow , 

In knowledge, and tinforce others to know3. 
Humble in’s ftrengths not cunning to beguile, 
Nor ftrong, to overcome, but reconcile : 
To Arts milde Conqueror 5 that is, to you, 
Our fadly mention’d Debt , is juftly due - 
And now Pofterity is tanght to know, 
Why, and to whom, this Mighty Summe they owe, 
I fafely may go fleep; for they will pay 
It all at times, although I break my Day. 


_ To-bis Excellency the Lord General Monck. 


- « 
a Ur fiery Sects feorn’d your triumphant night , 
’#) When only Bonfires lent the City light. 
gS More proudly they like Nero did defigne, 

# The City’s flame fhould make the Country thine : 

And all thofe Bells which rung in your applaufe, : 
| They would have melted to maintain the Caufe. 
Alas! How little you in Action feem, 
| When by their great intent we meafure them? 


You the Fanatick party would correct; 

| They rifle all rich Chriftians as a Sect. 

To Bonfires, you their rouling Pulpits turn; 

But they , inftead of Tubs, would Churches burn. 

How weak are you, who to advance your caufe , 
fall in the firm fupport of Church and Lawes ? 

‘Their Independant f{trength boldly upbraides 
The old difcretion of fuch formal Aides, 

You court the City, and the Nation too, 

_ They bravely meant to ravifh whom you woo. 

| daring Chiefs, a War did undertake, 
Follow’d by thofe , who {till their Chiefs forfake, 

By fuch as only would confult and fway , 

But you chofe thofe who fight ‘and can obey. 

_ By their advantages you gain’d the field,’ 

‘And what they judg’d your weaknefs made them yield. 

As in deftructive War, fo you no lefs, 

 Tranfcend them in the growing Arts of Peace. 

You can converfe, and in a dialed, 

- Where no ftrange drefs. makes us the truth fafpec 
Where plainefs graceful is, and free from blame, 
As truths fair Nakednefs is free from fhame. 

They write the ftyle of Spirits, you of Mens 

Yet are their Swords lefs powerful then your Pen, 

_ Aufpicious Leader! None fhall equal thee, ° 
Who mak’ft our Nation and our Language free. 
The firft they fetter , not with publick Lawes, 

But with their Wills, peculiar as their Caufe. 

Our Language with fuch Scripture-phrafe reftrain , 
As makes the borrow’d holinefs prophane. 

And fuch ftrange crimes attempt that whilft they lack 

All precedents for Plea, they wreft and rack 

_ The good oid Prophets, till they falfly draw, 

From ill tranflated Hebrew Englifh Law. 

How foon, how boldly, and how fafely too, 
Have you difpatch’t what not an age could do> 
Yet greater work enfues, fuch as will try 
How far three Realms may on your ftrength rely. 

Nor can our Hope need Anchors where we find 

A fudden Courage and delib’rate ait 
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In doubtful Battails we may truft your Sword, : 


And in fufpected Faétions take your word. 


. 


| ° 4 
POEM upon His Sacred Maeffie's moft happy 


Return to His Dominions. 


Hen from your Towns all haftned to the fhore, 
What /hame could urge your peoples blufhes more, 
. Than to behold their Royal Martyr's Son 
: Appeas’d, even with their grief for what was done 2 
So great your Mercy is, that you will grieve, 
If your wife Senate cannot all forgive. 
Nor can the Spies of Malice e’re difcern, 
That you from Intereft did this Vertue learn, 
Great Julius in difguife, might a that part: 
But Nature hasin you out-done his Art. 

Your perfed Father to {uch height did come 
OF God-Jike pitty , near his: A¢artyrdow, 
That he his Subjeét-Fudges did forgive, 
And left it as their punifhment to live. 
Pitty not onely flowes from him to you, 
But doubly, from your “other's Mercy too: 
The limits of it none could ever know, 
Nor to the bounds of her compaffion go 5 
Whole Father in forgivenefs did tranfcend 
The infolence of all that durft offend ; 
When his Remorfe feem’d led by their Defpair, 
Beyond the fight of Hope , or voice of Prayer, 
No more fhall your bold subjeds ftrive to Reign 5. 
And fatal Honour on each other gain. 
Their courage, which miftook the way to Fame, 
(And may find pitty where it meets with /hame) 
Shall, by your valor guided, far out-fhine 
Our Glory got in France and Paleftine. 

No more fhall facred Priefts fall from their own | 
Supported Pow’r, by fhrinking from the Throne: 
Nor in divided fhapes that Garment tear, 
Which their Great Chief did whole and feemlefs wear, 
No more fhall any Avtzent of our Law, 
From old Records {uch Modern Meaning draw, 
As made even Lawyers lawlefs, and enquire, 
How jultly Kings to armed Pow'r afpire ? 
The Civil Robe did Swords Power fufpett, ; 
Though onely Armed Pow’r can Law protects 
And refcue Wealth trom Crowds, when Poverty 
Treads down thofe Laws on which the Rich rely, 

Yet Law, where Kings are arm’d, refcues the Crowd 
Even from themfelves, when Plenty makes: them proud. 
No more fhall any of the Noble Blood mn 
Too faintly jie the People’s rifizg Flood. d 
ut 


Put when the Wind, Opzwiow does grow loud, 
Moving like*waves , the Many-headed Crowd 5 
Then thofe great Ships Chall faft at Anchor ride, 
-And not be hurri'd backward with the Tyde. 
The Throne’s the Port to which their Courfe thall bear, 
As well at diftance too as failing near: . atk 
Or, Anch’ring, fhall for change of weather ftay, 
And never lofe when they can gain no: way. : 
No more fhall publick wealth on spzes be {pent, 
To hunt the Loyal and the Innocent: 
Nor Jaylors in contracted Prifons be 
The Keepers of the Peopl’s Libertie : 
Nor Chiefs in Civil Caufes toyl, and do 
The task of Judges , and of Jurors toos 
In whofe High-Courts their wiils for Laws were knowa: 
And all the Civil Pow'r was Martial grown. 
How ufeful mutt the Regal Office be, 
Where both thofe Pow’'rs for publick good agree ? 
Where Fujtice in a Ballance weighs the Caule, 
‘And wears a Sword but to’enforce the Laws. 
When (Mighty Monarch) your Three Nations count 
To what their gain, by gaining you, will mount 5 
"They juftly reckon, that therleaft ‘you bring 
Of Greatnefs is, that Blood which makes you King = 
And cafting up what Satisfaction : they} Livow 2 
In full return of all your Vertues, pays — 
“The Produ fhews ,, you bring in valuemore, 
‘Than thofe Three Realms, which they do but reftore, 
You bring fuch Clemency , as fhews you have 
More Pardons, than your'God-like-Father gave. 
Which fhews a Greatnefs that does moft incline 
To what is greateft in the Pow'r Divine. 
°Tis that to which all Human kind does bow, 
And tend‘reft fenfe of obligation owe. 
For wretched Man (by ev'ry paflion led, 
Born finful, and to many errors bred) 
Has ufe of Mercy ftill, and does efteem 
Creation a lefs work than to Redeem. 
You bring a Judgement deeper than the Sea ; 
“And as in deepeft Seas we’ fafelt be, 
So in your Fudgement’s depths we may endure 
All Empire's fuddain ftorms, and fleep fecure. 
And as in deaper Seas we never found, 
Or feek that Depth which never can be found, 
(Unlefs as Pilots, who for trial, near 
The Ocean’s Borders, caft a Plummer there 5 
But ceafe to found when they no bottom find.) 
So, whilft J try to meafure your deep Mind, 
- T ftop even at the Verges of your Court, 
Knowing my Plummet light , and Line too fhort, 
You bring, with depth of Judgment , all the height 
“And fire of Thought, that can give wings to Weight. 
A Mind fo {wift, that ina moment's {pace ) 


Not only flies o’re the Diurnal Race, | 
. Kk 2 But 
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But does colledé all objedts of the Sun, 


And marks, what through the Globe the Great have done. 
You no endowment can like this poffefs, 
Which will preferve what Valor can increafe, 
For Pow’r requires an univerfal Eye : 
It fhould like yours, fee all and fuddatuly, 
If thus it watch not ever for the State , 
It either fees too little, or too late, 
You bring fuch Valour as dares farther tread , 
Then Love dares follow; or Ambition lead. 
Valour , {o watchful as may fafely keep 
A Camp untrencht, and fuffer scouts to fleep: 
Fit to furprife Surprizers early Spys , 
It danger loves , as good for exercife, 
The honor you\near Severn’s Banks obtain’d , 
Did make the victors lofe by what they gain’d 5 
When you reclaim’d their malice, who with fhame 
Blufh’t that they: kept your Healms , yet gave you fame. 
You bring fuch charming vertues as move more 
Then all the fecret giftsof bounteous Pow’r: 
Your kind approaches to invite accefss 
Your patient Eare to troublefome Diftre(s. 
Your nat’ral greatnefs , never artful made 5 
Nor fo retir’'d as if you fought a fhade. ‘ 
And by referv’duefs would mifterions feem: 
As formal men retire to get efteem. 
But you would fo be vsftble and free, 
As Truth and Valor. {till would publick be. 
Thofe hate obfcurenefs and would {till be thown, 
They grow more lov‘d as they become more known. 
You bring Religion, which before like Fame, 
Was nothing but a Trumpet and a Name, 
Here moft feem’d holy but in Atafquerade 5 
Molt vizards wore, and in difguife were clad. 
Abroad, your firme Religion gain’d renown 
Through all the trials of Comparifon. 
It will, at home, unmask diffembling Art 5 
And what was wholy Face {hall grow all. Hearf, 
Thus fhewing what you are, how quickly we 
Infer what all your SubjeZ%s {oon will be! 
For from the Mozarchs vertue subjeds take , 
Th’ ingredient which does publick-vertue make, 
At his bright beam they all their Tapers light, 
And by his Dial fet their motion rights 
Your Clewency has taught us to believe 
It wife, as well as vertuous, to forgive. 
And now the moft offended fhall proceed 
In great forgiving till no Laws ‘we need - 
For Laws flow progreffes would quickly end, 
Could we forgive as faft as men offend. 
Revenge of paft offences is the caufe 
Why peaceful minds confented to have Laws, 
Yet Plaintiffs and Defendants much miftake 
Their cure, and their difeafes lafting make 5 
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For to be reconcil’d, and to comply, 

Would prove their cheap and fhorteft remedy. 
The length and charge of Laws vex all that fue 
Laws punifh many » reconcile but few. 

Intire forgivenefs, thus deriv’d from you, 

Does Clients reconcile and FaGions too. 

No Faéfion fhall hereafter own a name 3 

But their diftinGions vanith with their shame, 

Your careful judgment teaches us to prize 
Affliction, and to grow, by troubles, wife. 

To clear the fullen count’nance of Diftrefs; - 
And not with hafte precipitate redrefs, 

Your judgments patience has ev’n vertue taught 
That her reward fhould be with patience fought. 

_ Tis elfe requir’d too boldly and too foon; 

As if fhe boafted that her work was done. 

We fhall not boaft of conftant Loyalty, 

~Whofe Light goes out, when held by us too high, 
It is a vertue, but ‘tis duty too 5 

And our reward is had in having you, 

Your minds {wift motion (which hath often brought 
Actions, even farther paft, to inftant thought 5 
Which in a moment does all compafs run 5 
And then contra& all objects into one: 

And judge all Empires as the Sun might do, 

If he had life and reafon too like you. ) 

Has taught our feeble Thoughts to mend their pace; 
And follow though they lofe you in the Race. 

And now your Nations fhall with early Eyes, 
Watch the firft Clouds e’re ftorms of Rebels rife, 
Though Orators (the Peoples Witches) may 

Raife higher Tempetts then their skill can lay; 
Making a civil and ftaid senate rude, 

And ftoplefs as a running multitude : 

Yet can they not to full rebellion grow 5 

Not knowing how much now the People know 3 
Who from your influence have’ attain’d the wit 

Not to proceed from grudgings to a Fit. 
- Your Valour has our rafher courage taught 

To do, not what we dare, but what we oughts 
Not to pretend renown from high offence 5 
Nor braver bolduefs turn to impudence? 
Nor claim a right where we by force enjoy 3 
Nor boaft our férezgth from what we can deftroy. 

Your other Vertues bear inftrudive fray: 
Their fair examples we like Laws obey 5 

Which through your Realms fuch Harmony difperfe, 
_ As if Love rul’d, and Laws were writ in Ferfe. 
Whilft our Czvilities grow fo refin’d 

That now they more then former Statutes bind, 
The high in pow’r, make their approaches low , 
To meet and /ift the humble when they bow. 

Such Exglifh-ftifenefs freely they forfake , 
As made wife Strangers wonder and ge ba ck, Vout 
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Your firm Religion thall our firmnefs breed , 
And turn into a Rock our fhaken Reed, 

A Rock, which like a rowling wave before 
Flow’d with the Flood , and ebb’d with ebb's of Pow't, 
And that refpeéé which your indulgent Eye , . 
Pays as your blefied Fathers Legacy. 

To fucred Pricfts, with chearful bounty’s too, 

Doés teach what we with rev’rence ought to do, 

And well may Priefts (who are Heav’ns Liegers) be 
Nobly, defray’d in ev'ry Embafies ia 

They treat not for the profit of that King, 

From whofe bright Palace they Credentials bring. 

But for the Peoples benefit to whom 

They are in pitty fent and charg’d to come, 

To thefe we fhall with rev’rence Off'rings make 5 
Which they may juftly and. with honour take. 

Tis done with fome refpecé when Princes give 

Gifts to Ambafladours,, and they receive 

Thofe gifts with confidence, as if they knew, 
Though they are gifts, yet Cu/om makes them due. 

Too boldly, (awful Afonarch) am I gone, | 
Through all your Guards';:to gaze about your Throne, 
Yet ’tis the ufe of Greatnefs to excufe, 
The daring progrefs of the facred Mufe + 
She taught the Lover, love; and Warrzour, war , 

And isthe Guide, when Honour would go far, 
The Studions follow, till they lofe their fight , 
When to the upper Heav’x fhe makes her flight. 
She mounts above what they pretend to kyow, 
And leaves their foaring Thoughts in depths below. 

Why nam’d I Heav’n, where all meet all reliefs 5 
Where beft of joys fucceed the worft of Griefs5 
Yet naming it, mult Clouds of forrow wear, 

For that dire canfe which brought your Father there? 
Kings muft to Heav’n through {hades of forrow pafs, 
And taking leave of Nature, Death imbrace. 

But he, with more then-a devout intent, 

To people foon that Heav’n to which he went. 

Did, dying, leave three Nations (when they count 
To what his valle, and their o/s will mount. 

What he did jafer, and what they did do) 

Sorrow enough to bring them thither too. 

Much was he favour’d by the Pow’r Divine, 

Which to encourage Vertue with fome figne , 
Or likely tafte of future happinefs , 

Did Jet him many bleffings here poffefs. 

Your Royal Mother, in his life, fulfill d 

All griefs that Alourning Widowhood could yields 
And has continu’d, fince he reign’d above , 

Her care ore all the Pledges of their love. 

You, in your Manhoods bloome, expreft an aw, 
Not of his Regal but of Natures Law: 
Obeying him in all, by no defigne, 
Or force, but fo as Nature. did incline, 
wok And - 


. 
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And with your growth your kind obedience grew 3 
Which Jove, not precept thew’d you was his due, 
You rev’rene’d him in decp afflictions more, 
Then on thofe hezghts where he did thine before. 
This veriuous fofinefs made your people melt 5 
Who in your triumph all that kindnefs felt 
Which to their Sat your duty had expreft, 
And drew from ev'ry Eye, and ev'ry Breatt, 
Such tears and fighs, as ina happy time, . 
Pay’d back your forrows, and excus‘d their crime. 
And your heroick Brothers (early grown 
Fame’s Favorites, and Rivals in renown ) 
Did in their Dawne fuch beams of comfort give 
As they had almoft made him with to live. 
That he might fee the Glory of their Noon : 
But ah! Lifes glafs he fhook to make it run. 
The mighty Martyr gaz'd on Heav'ns reward : 
Then ftruggling Nature found him ftrait too hard 
For all her force, Religion watcht the ftrife; 
And Honour call’d him back from proffer’d Life. 
T’will not fuffice (beft King) that we have thown 
* Your Piure , with Two worthy’s next your Throne: 
‘But we would now of all the Copy’s. boatt 
“From fuch a great Orig’zal as is loft. 
“Two, of the gentler Sex, remain to grace 
The matchlefs number of his Royal Race. 
The Firft, with practis’d patience, even when young, 
~ Whilft various winds made ftorms of Empire long) 
Has liv’d the great example, and the good, 
Of graceful and of prudent Widow-hood. 
The other has fit vertue to difpence , 
Even to a Cloyfter’d Virgin, znmocence 5 
And fuch difcretion as might Factions guide 5 
And fo much beauty as She much might hide , 
Yet lend that Court, where Lilly’s wildly grow , 
More then their glorious Nuptials now can fhow,. 
Tell me, (O Fame!) what triumph thou would ft found? 
~ In all thy boafted Flights thou fcarce haft found 
One Theam like mine. Afcend! and ftrait difperfe 
_ (As far as ever Thou wert led by Verje , . 
Or Light ere flew) my Sov’raign’s full renown : 
Then reft thy wings, and lay thy Trampet down. 
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As figur'd Virtue and disfigur'd Sin 5 
Did in fo fair a thape Rel7gion draw, 


= 


Did rigid Rules in cheerful Songs difperfe 5 
Whilft all were Lai’ty but who dealt in Verfe : 
Yet now of Priefthood they retain no more 
Then frequent caufe Compaflion to implore: 
For if there any thadow’d ftrokes appear , 

Ry which to Priefts they can refemblance bear, 
It onely may be faid that both agree 

In willing or unwilling Povertie. 


Though Poets with the Poor now teckon’d are , 


(Whom all expofe to God’s peculiar care) — 
Yet as the Poor by want great Gainers be, 
When Want leads them to God for Remedie 5 © 
So Poets, when their Days are over-caft , 


And from their Noon, they to the Evening hafte yor | | 


When Age, which is their longeft Winter, {tays 

T’ increafe their fhame by fhewing their decays 

When that long Winter grows at laft fo keen 

That even their Bays cannot continue Green, 
Yet againft Frofty Age they may be arm‘d: 

Poets by double Inffence have bin warm'd , 

And therefore may expect a Second Spring - 

We had our Phebus, and have. now our King , 

Whofe Palace to th’ Affztted 1s as free 

As Temples where they God's Domefticks be. 

How happy is 4fflidiow which may come 

Where God allows not Merit any room? 

Kings fit their Gifts to thofe who them receive, 

And to Affiitfion fo much favor give,” 

As may not well to Merit be allow'd, 


Left thofe they -would’encourage fhould grow proud. | 


Kings, wifely jealous, watch how Merit! grows , 
That they may know it ere it felf it knows. 
Aufpicious Monarch! here I lofe my’ way : 
Yet as thofe Sea-men luckily did ftray, 
Who with Columbus were by Tempetts blown, 
Till they from Wand'rers were Difcov'rers grown , 
And found rich Nature’s laft Referve, a new 
Great World ; fo I by Sterms am brought to you: 
By Storms of Grief, which in my barren Breaft, 
Like Winds in Defarts , with themfelves ‘conteft. 
Yet ‘tis not abje& Grief, fuch as does mourn 
For want of Wealth the Body to adorns 
But‘rather, Sorrow of a noble kind, 
Which does complain for maint’nance of the Minds 


ae As might, like Beauty, both allure and awe: 


For | 


-_ Hough Peets (Mighty. King) fuch Priefts have bint 
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For want of that dexterity of Thought, 
Which in a moment has to Fancy brought 

_ All fcater’d Forms collected till fhe {pie 

A fingle Map of all Diver(ity 5 

As at an inftant to the rifing Sun 

All Objects are compris’d and made but one, 
That heat is fpent which did maintain my Bays 5 
Spent early in your God-like Father's praife 5 
Who left the World more than it ever knew 
Before fo great and good, his Fame and Tox. 

By many Wonders you were hither brought; 
Which ftrangely too, by their concurrence wrought 
Our whole Redemption in fo thort a fpace 
As did the floath of humane aids difgrace. 

Thofe who did hold Succefs the Caft of Chance, 
And Providence the Dream of Ignorance, 

Might in thefe Miracles Defign difcern, 

And from wild Fortune's looks Religion \earn. 

Yet when we (hall contemplate God, from whom 
Your Crown did through a Cloud of Terrors come - 
When all thofe cares to which it muft fubmit, 
And ceremonious forms which wait on it 
Are fully fumm’d (Cares which to Age belong, 

_ And forms which tire, with tedious length, the Young) 
Then like the Law which A@ojes had from Heaven, 
It feems to be impofed as well as given, 
__ You now are deftin’d to more watchful care 
_ Then Spies of Fa@ion or the Scouts of War 
To Care which higher and more {wiftly flows 
Than that which from defign of Conqueft grows 5 
Such as may feem to other Monarchs new 5 
Care to reform thofe whom you might fubdue, 

Conqueft of Realm’s compar’d to that of Minds, 
_ Shews but like mifchief of outragious Winds 5 
_ Making no ufe of force but to deface , 

_ Or tear the rooted from their native place, 
Who by diftrefs at laft are valiant made, 

And take their turn Invaders to invade. 

From Woods they march victorious back agen 
_ To Cities, the Wall’d-Parks of Hearded-men, 
Vidors by conquring Realms are not fecure 5 
Nor feem of any thing, but hatred _fure. 

A King who conquers Minds does fo improve 
The Conquer’d that they ftill the Victor love. 

How can you reft where Pow’r is {till alarm’d : 
Each Crowd a Faction , and each Faétion arm’d? 
Who fafhions of Opinion love to change , 

And think their own the beft for being {trange , 

Their own.if it were lafting they would hate 5 

Yet call it Confcience when ‘tis obftinate. 

When weary of a Scepter here, they flie 

To feek new fafhions of Authority 

In foreign States, then bring Rebellion home, 

And take juft Punifhment for ee hie 
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The Saints of old, not ftrugling for defence, 

Did fatisfie themfelves with innocence: 

In Deaths ftern Court did gracefully appear, 

And civil to their worft Tormentors were, 

But thefe fo fullen are, asif they thought 

Saints could not Death defie unlefs they fought : 
‘As if their Church fhould fpring not from the feed 
Of their own blood, but that which others bleed. 

Though Contcience is in ot ers fecret fhame 
Of doing ill, yet they in publick claim . 
Not onely freedom for the ills they do, 

But call for liberty to preach them too. 

They feek out God in cruel Camps, and boaft 
They God have found, when they have Nature loft 5 
Nature, the publick Light which 1s held out 

To all dim Minds who do of God-head doubt, 

She openly to all does God-head fhew 3 

Faith brings him, like a Secret but to few. 

Sects, who would God by private Opticks reach , 
Invent thofe Books by which themfelves ‘they teachs 
And whilft with Heaven they too familiar grow, 
They to the Gods on earth difdain to bow. 

You fafe amongft thefe diffrent Sects remain , 
Where all would rule, and each a while did reign: 
And having reign’d, are apt to reckon it 
Worfe than Idolatry when they fubmit. 

And though thefe Seéts in, Dorine diffrent be, 
Yet inthe ufes of it they agrec, 

Which firft they for the novelty approve, 

And after for the gainful mifchief love. 

What confidence but yours durft undertake 
To give them Laws, who dare Religion make ? 
Whofe private Confcience checks the publick Laws, 
Whilft many Moder sects have one old Caufe. 

That Feaver, Zeal (the Peoples defp'rate fit) 
You cool, and without bleeding , matter it: 
Diflembled Zeal (Ambition’s old difguife) » 

The Vizard in which Fools out-face the Wife. 

You keep with prudent arts of watchful care 
Divided Sects from a conjundtive War 5 
And when unfriendly Zeal from Zeal diflents , 
Look on it like the War of Elements 5 
And, God-like, an harmonious World create 
Out of the various difcords of your State. 

Kings fafeft are when Zealots furious grow 
Then when their malice will no paffion fhow: 

For Thrones fhould ever fear to be furpris’ds 
Not dreading Arms difplay’d but Foes difguis’d : 
Seas, which through zealous bravrie not {ubmit, 
Deal plainly but when tame they counterfeit. 

When {welling Subjects are victorious grown, 
They leave, like Nile, where it has overflown, . 
Monfters from fatnefs of corruption fprung, 

Which as they grow up foon {fo laft not long, 
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A monfters hafty birth makes that ill fhape 

From which, «as feon as feen, men ftrive to fcape, 

With fodain ftrangenefs it does Strangers fright 5 

And they as quickly chafe it from their fight, 

So Sects, with monftrous impudence , may {care 

A while, thofe who their boldnefs foon out-dare. 
Thefe, when by Juftice of the Laws fubdu'd , 

Call their unwilling Suffrings Fortitude, 

Or Confcience , though they nothing ufe to bear 

~ But from the bafett caxfe of Confcience, fear. 

_ Through hideous Monfters, by Religion bred , 

And by the choice of humane flaughters fed, 

You move fo boldly, that they rather feem 

To ftrive to {cape from Tox, than You from them. 

> The truth of Refurrecrion is by Tou | 
Confirm’d to all, and made apparent too 5 

Apparent in the Church, the world’s beft part 5 


For of the world’s whole Body ’tis the Heart, 
The Church You have reviv'd : for well we may 
 Confefs it more than refcu’d from decay , 


Since having loft, by Martyrdom, the Head, 
The Limbs had all the figns of being dead. 
But though, when it does flourifh , Sects deride 
- The Churches Ornaments as Papal pride 5 
Yet why with Sects (whofe Cougregatious are 
But Men well difciplin’d for Civil War, 
Not meek Affemblies but a fullen Crowd, 
~ Who out of haughty pride difdain the Proud) 
~ Should Calvin's froward Sect be rudely bent, 
Like Zealous Goths , again{t all Ornament ? 
Why do they verbal Ornaments efteem 
In Pulpits where they garnifh out their Theme 5 
And are in doctrine to their fpir’tual Guetts 
~ Long as in. Graces which but cool their Feafts? 
VVith Flow’rs of Rhet’rick they intice the Ear 
Asif they and their Audience Poets were. 
~ If they in curious Tropes and Figures Preach 
 (VVhich were the Ethvick Ornaments of Speech) 
And to our Ears provocatives allow , ‘ 
VVhy fhould our Eyes th’ allurements want of Show ? 
All thefe Tox have forgiv'n; fo much forgiv’n 
_ That fuch an 4& ne’r pals'd unlefs in Heav'n, 
Their crimes are fo much banifh’d from your Mind, 
Asif Yon had forgot what Ad Tox fign’d, 
‘Yet who dares fay Tou not remember it ? 
Since You as much of Courage , Faith, and VVit, 
Have fhewn in keeping ftill that 4é in force, 
As when it firft was fign'd You fhew’d remorfe. 
Thus thorowly to pardon does comprife 
The utmoft goodnefs that in Greatnefs lies, 
If we confider what in God does feem 
To be that Goodnefs which we moft efteem 5 
And which fhould Temples fill with his applaufes 
It is, that all his Meflages and Laws Lies 
Sy Li 2 And 
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And of his works, all that to us are known 
Are fathion’d for our int’reft not his own. . 
So by example of his goodnefs, You | 
An int’reft diffrent from your own purfue, 
For Such your mercy is that even your Foes 
Gain by their crimes what You by virtue Jofe. 
But though this does appear the utmolt height 
That Mercy ere did reach at her firft flight 5 
Yet yours at laft fo high a pitch may fly 
That even the Tempters of your conftancy 
(Who did the force of human reafon bring 
Againft your heav'nly ftrength of pardoning , 
And what was done did labour to undoe) 
You, as your hardeft task , will pardon too, 
To royal Faith (preferv’d inviolate 
By native honour, not defign of State) 
Confpicuous bleffings, as rewards, are due, 
Which we receive, and owe them all to Tox. 
For after Twenty years in rapines fpent 
(thillegal Aé&ts of Lawlefs Parliament) 
In Fields we Harvefts find , in Cities Wealth, 
And after War, the Sire of Sicknefs, Health. 
If Nations by the plenty they obtain, 
When youthful Monarchs have begun their reign , 
May prophefie degrees of future Store , 
No Prince e’re brought fo much , orpromis’d more. 
To You, who {till are eafie of accefs , 
Suitors can need no Guide but their diftrefs, 
And though Diftrefs long in complaint appears , 
That length no meafure with your patience bears. 
Tou can indure a tedious narrative, : 
And fuffer the Affliéted to believe 
His Cafe is not as others cafes are, 
But intricate , and very fingular 5 
And that it never yet at beft appear'd 
Becaufe he never has bin fully beards 
And it would find redrefs could it be known 
To, any ,comprehenfion’ but his own, 
Some Princes that they may the rumour gain 
Of minding bus’nefs, mighty bus’nefs feign 5 
And are lockt up, to have it then fupposd 
They are more thoughtfull when they are inclos’d5 
But they from Concourfe privately remove 
Only to fhun what they pretend to love. 
Pow’r whichit felf does fo referv’dly keep , 
As if the being feen would make it cheap , 
Should ufe the proper Seafons for retreat : 
For though decrepid Age may think it meet 
To hide ftale objects from the Peoples fight 5 
Yet in a Thrones new glory all delight - 
All love young Princes in their flourifhing , 
As all, with joy, walk out to fee the Spring. 
Your Countries Genius and your own agree 
To make you rule as Soveraignof the Sea, 4 
Nature. 


* Nature has nothing made more unconfin’d 


Than your fttong,Ifland , but your mighty Mind. 


You love the Sea , which the unprattis’d fear 5 


"Tis your own Element and proper Spheare. 

‘Their fear does from their thoughtlefs ign’rance grow 
Your love does from your Study’d knowledge flow, 

So knowing Minds to God affection bear , 


Whom th’ Ignorant are only apt to fear. 
“Since You are prone by Nature to difcern 


All that by Naval Art men ftrive to learn, 


Tou, with peculiar Glory, will obtain, 
That Neptune’s pow’r which Poets did but feign. 


The Neighb’ring Monarch (wealthy and at eafe) 


Will build a City all of Palaces: 


A work which does the Founders wealth exprefs., 


And that he weary is of that accefs: 


Why fhould he elfe his folid Treafure wafte 


To make the fhadow of his Mem’ry laft? 

“Since by that ftrength which he from Quarries brings, 
‘To make his Name out-wear all other things , 

‘He but provides his purpofe to prevents 

His name may perith e’re the Monument: 


_ For many a City built for future Fame 


o~ 


Do 
Yow Cities build which not deftructive be 3 
Ships grown to Fleets are Cities of the Sea. 


Has long out-liv’d the vanifht Founders name. 


By that tall Pyramid (which does appear 


The ftrongeft Pile that Art did ever rear ) 

Egyptians now themfelves like ftrangers pafs , 
And but in vaine, ask who the 4rtif? was ? 
Ev'n of the Learz’d but few fo curious feem 
As to defire to know the name of him 


For whom ’twas built: and both their aims have loft, 


“One in his rt , the other in his Coff. 


oa Monfters, Cities, over-grown with Pow’, 
Neighb’ring Towns by hungry Trade devour. 


And Ships by Trade each other ftill improve 
More fruitfully than Sexes do by love. - 


- Ships, which to fartheft diftances are fent, 
Are fo concern’d their number to augment, 

That they by nought but Number can difpence 
The vital heat of Trade, Intelligence. 


By pow’r of Number they themfelves difperfe 
For a Collection, through the Univerfe, _ 

Of all the Freights which evry Country yeilds 
From work of Cities or from growth of Fields. 


They grow to be a Squadron, then they meet 


In a free Road, and make a friendly Fleets 
Where patience , as her hardeft trial, finds 


How much they can indure who wait on Winds. 


From thence (fuppli’d at length with fev’ral Gales) 


. Each to her proper Courfe does fpread her Sails. 


Sea-men , in loudeft Storms, are not difmay’d 
When they are even oblig’d to be afraid: 
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For of what ufe can high confufion feem 
(When Winds and Waves ftrive which fhall be fupreme, 
And Nature does a frightful Vizard wear) 

Unlefs it be, to teach the World to fear ? 

Bold Pyrats, with a Frantick courage, dare 
Maintain againft the World continual War 3 
No Traveller is from thofe Robbers free 
On Natures own High-way, the common Sea: 

But though they dare all other Tempefts meet, 
Yet ftill they fear the Thunder of your Fleet. 

What Monarch would make Levies and provide 

To exercife his Valor, or his Pride, 

Againft fome little peremptory Town, 

Whofe Bullworks and Redoubts fo high are grown, 
That it does rather feem but bafely hid 

By Rebels fears than proudly Fortifi'd ? 

VVhen he a Town has fo by Sluces drown’d, 

That ’tis by nought but tops of Steeples found, 
He may march home, and poor with triumph, boaft 
That what he gain’d he cheaper might have loft: 
VVhilft other Kings, in taking Towns, difpleafe 
Their Subjects, You, for yours, take all the Seas. 

Tou to divert your cares (thofe ill-bred Guefts 
VVhich moft unruly grow in Princes Breafts - 
VVhere they are oft’neft lodg’d) can lend your Eye 
To Orzament , your Ear to Harmony: 

So Nature, when fhe Fruit defigns, thinks fit 
VVith Beautious Blofloms to proceed to it: 
And whilft fhe does accomplifh all the Spring, 
Birds to her fecret operations fing. 

Kings, to the ftretch of thought for ever bent , 
Have chang’d his Image whom they reprefent : 
VVho in Creation wrought not hard nor long - 

His work is ftill as eafie as ‘tis ftrong: 
As all was by his /odaim Fiat wrought , 
So ’tis preferv’d without his pains or thought, 

From cruel bondage You the Amufes free, 

And Yet reftrain the Poet’s liberty 5 

But fo reftrain him that he now does find 

Tis but the evil Spirit which you bind. 

The dtufe isnow, by herconverfion, taught 
Gladly to lofe that freedom which fhe fought : 
How wild her flights have been untill reftrain’d 5 
And, by your power, how greatly has the gain’d¢ 
By bad Ideas fhe did Heroe’s paint 5 

But now , You of a Mufe have form’d a Saint. 

Men knew not what they took or Monarchs gave 5 - 
VVhen they did liberty of subjeds crave: 

‘Even Poets would , like other Subjects, be 
Licentious Writers had they liberties 

And ftudy all the madnefs of freewill , 
VVhich is, old Englifh Freedomto do ill. | 

The Theatre (the Poets Magick-Glafs 
In which the Dead in vifion by us pafs 5 

VVhere 
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‘Where what the Great have done we do again, . 
But with lefs lofs of time and with lefs pain) 
Is in the scene fo various now become, 
‘That the Drawatick Plots of Greece, and Rome, 
Compar’d to ours, do from their height decline, 
And fhrink in all the compafs of defign. 
‘Where Poets did large Palaces intend, 
The fpacious purpofe narrowly did end 
In Houfes, where great Monarchs had no more 
Removes than Two low Rooms upon a Floor: 
“Whole thorow lights were fo tran{parent made, 
That Expectation (which fhould be delaid 
“And kept a while from being fatisfi'd ) 
Saw, on a fudden, all that 4rt thould hides 
— Whilft.at, the plain contrivance all did grieve 5 
Fer it was there no trefpafs to deceive. 
If we the antient Drama have refin’d, 
Yet no intrigues, like Lab’rinths, are defign’d, 
Jn Connterturns fo fubtle as but few, 
VVhen entred. can get forth without a Clue: 
YWVhere Expettation may éatangled be, 
But not fo long, as never to get free: 
YVhere Love throughout the Charader does latt; 
And fuch unblemifh’d love as all the chafte 
May {till endure with publick confidence, 
And not at wanquifh’d Beauty take offence 5 
Where Valour we fo probable exprefs, 
"That we fhould wrong the Great tomake it lefs, 
If to reform the publick Mirrour (where 
The Dead, to teach their living Race, appear) » 
May to the People ufeful prove, even this 
(VWVhich but the obje& of your leifure “is 
To refpite Care, and which fucceflivelie 
Three of our laft wife Monarchs with’d to fee, 
And in a Century could not be wrought) 
Tou, in Three years, have to perfection brought, 
If ‘tis to height of Art and Virtue grown, 
The form and matter is as much your own 
As is your Tribute with your Image coin’d i 
Yon made the Art, the Virtue You enjoyn’d. 
But now methinks, I hear my Pinnacc hal’d! 
Which boldly in a Mift too far has {ail’d 5 
And I difcover, through the Glafs of Fear, 
That the whole world’s High-Admirall is near. 
Too long my wither’d Lawrel I have worn 5 
The Poet's Flag, by Grief’s foul weather torn ¢ 
Grief which is taught by Reafon to complain, 
That I, when all are better’d by your Reign, 
Should feem unworthy, in my faded Bays, 
To carry Fame a Prefent of your Praife. 
Whoever is more happily defign’d 
To bear a Prefent of this noble kind 
(Which Emprefs Fame to all the World will fhow, 
And which examin’d will more valu’'d grow) ie 
ain? u 
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Mutt from the Mufes his Credentials take 5 
Who both the Embafly and Prefent make. 
And as he knows from whom he comes, fo he 
Should not to Sov’raign Fame a Stranger be; 
For Fame (whofe cuftom is to have a care 
Onely of thofe who her Familiars are) 
Does with a proud negleét o’re. Strangers flte , 
As if unworthy of her Voice or Eye, 
She feldom is acquainted with the Young, 
And weary is of thofe who live too long. 
When the wife world, by correfpondence, fhall 
~ To gen’ral Council ev'ry Poet call _ 
For prudent choice of this Ambaffadour , 
Then all-that Seffion it will foon abhor: 
Thofe who in concord there and glory came, 
Shall part from thence in difcord and in thame, 
The young will not agree who is too young , ye 
Nor th’old determine who has liv’d too long. 
And as in free Affemblies each may prize 
His fingle worth to gen’ral) prejudice 5 
And in the votes of chufing, every voice 
May ftop.fome progrefs in the. publick choices 
So now (where none their own defedts. will fee , 
And each would for the whole eleéted be) oldies 
Th’ Eleétion likely is to end in vain5 + yew orm! 
All loofing that which each prefum’d to gain, 
The Mufes proud Ambafladour may ftay 
His journey ere he does begin his way3 : 
And keep his great Poetick Prefent too: 
Which may prove well for Poets Fame and You. 
Poets are truly poor, but onely then 
When each a Hero lacks for his own Pen. 1 
They pine when mighty Arguments are {cant 5 
And not when they that trifle, Treafure, want. 
As at fuch dearth they languifh, fo they feem 
To fwell when they have got a plentions Theme, 
For rafhly then the Aées take their flight: 
Yet as a man, o’re-joyd at fodain fight ) ie 
Of Treafure found , grows jealous, and through care ail 
Left others in his Prize fhould claim a fhare-,; .-;4 57; 
Bears haftily from that which he did find. - ‘niet 
Much lefs away than what he leaves behindw = «5 ©: ay 
So, whilft thus rafhly I convey to Fame» , 199 1 bal 
Your Virtues , I fo few of them’proclaim | 
That many more are left behind unprais‘d, 
Than thofe which on this Poems Wings are xais'd. 
How glad will all difcreeter Poets be, 
Becaufe (whilftin their choice they difagree) 
They this imperfect Prefent fhall prevent» 
Which darkens You to whom it luftre meant5 
Or rather it does’ quite extinguifh me; 
Who looking up to You, do onely fee . 
I by a fainting Taper lofe my aim, 
_And, lifting it too high, put out the flame. 
Fame 
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Fame may rejoyce when any Image wrought 

Thus ill, is never to her Temple brought « 

She fhould examine what fhe does receive, 

And Poets watch the worth of what they give 
Kings rais’d to Heaven, by an unskilful Pen, 
Scarce look, when made ill Gods fo wellas Men. 

_ The Painter whofe Spectators were at ftrife 

“Which the refemblance was, and which the life , 
Deferv’d high praife when he a Face did draw; 
The Face, which all fuppofe he often faw 5 
But when we mention Homer's high renown , 
Apelles then may lay his Pencil down: 

For Heav’n ne’r made but one, who, being blind , 

Was fit to be a Painter of the Mind. 

As juftly Poets may with Fame rejoyce, 

That Songs of Worthies {et below her voice , 
(Where Numbers rife not to Heroick height) 
Are hindr’d from accompany’ng her flight 5 
So you, your felf, may be content to fee, 
That though all Poets in your piaife agree , 
Yet all, with joynt fubmiffion, think not one 
Can, .at the rate your virtue has begun, 

So follow you with offer’d Wreaths, as you 
Do other Hero’s for their Wreaths purfue. 

Behind your Chariot Poets lag with fhame , 
As if the Num’rous Feet of Verfe were lame. 

_ But then ’tis time to caft my Anchor here: 
Who dares bear Sail where none are fit to fteer ¢ 

~ Or how dare Poets venture at your praife > 
For though fo great a Trophie none can raife 
But Poets, yet the weight of it they fear, 

As wanting ftrength to move what they fhould rear, 
All Painters {trait would lay their Pencils by , 
Were they enjoyn’d to paint the Deity. 

Hereafter of what ufe will Numbers prove, 
If in that Theme we fail which moft we love? 
But though this kind of Trophy needs excufe, 
Yet even 2 Poem is of greater ule 

‘Than any other work, by which your name 
We would to all {ueceeding Times proclaime: 

_ And, fince your name fhould be perpetual made, 
You muft vouchfafe t’ accept a Poet's aid. . 
Poets {till made the mighty Hero's known, 

And drew in full proportzous their Renown 5 
Which Fame can onely , by the pow’r of Verfe, 
Ever preferve, and evry where diperfe. 
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TO THE 


Earl of Orrery. 


ag Y Lord, I will hoift faile; and all the wind 
) My Barke can bear fhall haften me to find 
A great new World: for fince Philofophie 
» Plainly difcovers any man tobe 

A little World, ’tis confequent that you 
Muft be a great, and may be reckon’d new, 
Seep If my difcovery draw the Curtain more, 
And make the Object wider then before : 
_ There profpetts are not feen in fhadow’d Lights ; 

No darknefs hides your depths , no Cloud your heights. 
So dear is all about your radiant Minde 

_ That Ignorance feems now through Envy blinde 5 

Whilft Envy grows reclaim’d, and turnes afide, 

Griev’d only that her fhame fhe cannot hide. 

And yet as he, whofe firft difcovery 

Did for this world the new Welt-World defcry, 

Attain’d fome glory, though he found not then 

More then in mifty Woods the tracks of mens 

So fome renown may be already due 
To me, for but beginning to find you. 
Unlefs I vaunt, and am audacious grown 
When in the Poets Mapp I write you down 

A new difcover'd World found out by me 5 

As if your Mindes great Flame could hidden be 

From any Eyes; a minde fo eminent 

As does the need of being fought prevent. 

You are the great difcov'ry made by alls 

And it would feeme as much fantafticall 

To fay that you were found by me alone, 

As if I boafted that I found the Sun 

Which to the publick fhines, and fends the light 

‘That fhews us him, and makes us find our fight. 


Befades. 
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Befides, as he who made difcovery 
OF the weft-world, could not direttly ply 
To make thofe Harbours which he after found; 
Who, though he weftward fteer'd, was no where bound 5 
So can I not to you, 9, not by guefs, 
Appoint my felf particular accefs, 
Till, coafting part of you, your depths be found 5 
Which no Line elfe but Jength of Time can found. 
And as he knew not, when he firft faw Land, 
The place of Silver Oare, or Golden Sand; 
Nor knew to dive near Rocks where Mermaids dwell 
And lock their Pearles in Cabinets of thells 
So are there feveral treafures of your minde, 
Which none but fuch wife Travellers can find 
As long within your Mindes vaft Country {tay 
And get advice to perfect their furvey, 
And as at firft, ere any dreames he toid 
Of his new world to any of our old, 
Though he flept well, not ftarting then with feare 
He fhould miftake his courfe, or want Mines there; 
Yet he did often grieve, and doubtfull grow 
That this unworthy World fcarce ought to know 
Even whence he would fet faile, or with what windes 
Much le(s poffefs the Mountaines he fhould finde, 
So I have tendernefs enough to doubt 
Whither this world fhould learne to find you out: 
Where many Goths give frighted Science chace, 
All Empires covet, and would all deface. 
But as he then his voyage did purfue 
Proudly, for fpecial Intere{t, and of few 5 
Or rather did that Ages ills pafs by, 
And would oblige fome good Pofterity - 
So I, with pride ; tomydifcovery move, 
But of a braver world then his could prove 3 
Putting full Trimme, gay Flaggs, and Streamers forth 5 
In hope to find you out for Mindes of worth: 
Which are fo few, that we mutt add, to raife 
The Count, fuch as fhall fhine in future dayes. 
And as when Nine unquiet Moones he fpent, 
Yet never faw the Golden Continent 5 
But coafting near the Ifles, found that a Tide 
Of fpacious Sea thofeTflands did divide 5 
Then fayl’d where Sala, and where Coco-Trees, 
Are at farr diftance feated in the Briez 5 
Then came where {warmes of Cochinella’s fly, 
Whofe Blood gives Monarchs Robes their purple dy: 
Things yet fo {trange made him incline to boaft 
That touching at thofe Iles, he trod the Coaft 
Of the vaft Land, where Natures walks are free, 
Her Heards unbounded as her Shoales at Sea 5 
Where her digeftions flacken not with cold, 
For he fits warme by furnaces of Gold. 
As thus a Voyage long he {pent , to gain 
Thofe Ifles, which are but fragments of the Maine 5 
Yet 
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“Yet blets’d his Carde, as if he had poffeft 


All Natures great Referve in the wide Weft; 


So I, by length of Progreffes, may find 


The outward parts, or borders of your Mind's 


Your gracefull temper, foft civility 5 
Formes without which Courts but in Chaos lie; 
And which the outward fignes have ever been: 


Of Greatnefs fafe, and fatisfy’d within ; 
Which covets toyling Pow’r for others eafe ; 


Not as tis able to offend, but pleafe. | 
The Windes are mine! and to thofe ftreams muft blow 
Where your full eloquence does gently flow ! 


Ihave a Gale (hall drive me farther yet 


To reach the rifing profpect of your wit. 


_ The eer. >» afcending to the Sky, 
Oo 


~ 


Lifts not fo fharp a {pire, nor mounts fo high 5 
Whofe Top, farr off, does in dark Clouds appeat ’s 
But, at approach, that and your wit grow clear. 
And yet all thefe, and more, and better farr 

Then thefe which firft we meet, but countlefs are 


To thofe, which, being excellently beft, 


Seeme lockt like precious Mines within your breaft: 


The firft, are like the Druggs, and like the Fly 


_ The Ifles afford for Med’cine, and to dy 


—Court-Colours, which muft fall to triviall worth, 


Compar’d to what the Continent brings forth 5 


_Whofe facred Gold cures Pow’rs unpitty'd griefe 5 
_ Giving to Sick and dying States reliefe, 


_ The vertues which thofe Ifland-Druggs comprife 
_ Are flow, and but for common maladies, 


‘How great is the diftinétion, when we find 


‘We 


_ Thofe heale the Body, this does cure the Mind ? ~ 
- Andas in thefe the difference large appears, 

So ‘tis in you, who all our Eyes and Eares 
Well entertain by your more obvious parts 3 

_ Your greater and referv'd oblige our hearts, 


Yet, as he thought he faw, when he faw fhore, 


_ All Natures fafhions chang’d from what fhe wore 


In his own Clime 5 and that fhe did appeare 


‘So rich, as if her hoord of Mines were there 5 
Then tackt about, and ftrait grew homeward bound, 


To fee in Seamens Mapps, his Image crown’d 5 


~ Sol, when firft your Ornaments I find, 


Prefume a comprehenfion of your minds 
And think that having gon thus farr, I may 


From further progrefs other Poets ftay: 


Fixing my Pillers fhort like Hercules, 
Who faintly ftopt at fight of raging Seas5 
Or knew not that he there could have a wind 


_ By which he might the happy Iflands find,- 


_ And then the weftern World His Pillers were 


But monuments of ignorance and feare. 
How vaine are thofe who hafty triumphs make 
‘When by approach they but the Out-workes take? 
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As if already they had got within, 
Levell’d the Fort, and fir’d the Magazin. 
But why does wonder thus afcend to teach 
Heights which this grov ling World can never reach? 
And offer vertues here , as rarities, 
Where moft, even Vice, for being common, prize ¢ 
In me, it equally uncivill were 
To boaft your Ornaments and Vertues here 
(Where few have any , Multitudes have none, 
And moft court thofe who are pretenders grown) 
As in a Lover it would be to bring 
A Beauty, frefh, and promifing as Spring, 
There, where her looks might an Afiembly vex 
Of the moft proud and wither’d of her Sex 5 
Where they had Lovers too, who with falfe flame 
Courted their Drefs for beauty, till fhe came. 
But ‘tis fome Juftice to afcribe to chance 
The wrongs you muft expec from Ignorance. 
None can the Moulds of their Creation chufe 5 
We therefore fhould Mens ignorance excufe, 
When borne too low to reach at things {ublime, 
Tis rather their misfortune then their Crime, 
As our renown’d Difcov'rer triumph made, 
When, at returne, he did his fraight unlade 
OF things fo ftrange, that yet they had no name, 
Which from the neareft Indian Iflands came, 
Though in the Continent he thought they grew, 
And Merchants warinefs he little knew: 
But quickly mourn’d when he perceiv’d that none 
Efteem’d rich Merchandife of Druggs unknown 5 
Then, not their want of knowledge did condemne, 
But found he fail’d, not knowing Trade nor them. 
Sol, if all my coafting-Cards prove true, 
May bring the neareft Rarities of yous 
Things of your outward and your hither part, 
As Limmes f{eeme Outworkes of the Fort your Heart. 
I may in hafte, like him, vaine Trophys raife 
For that which others have not skill to praife 5 
Then foon, like him, judicioufly may grieve, : ' 
Not that I bring what few will here receive, 
But thus their ignorance of you condemne, 
When I fhould blame my ignorance of them, 
You muft reverfe your Perfpective to fee 
Moft men at fuch a cyze as they fhould be 
In juft efteeme, little and fhort, for fo 
You fhall contra& what was but ftretcht for fhovv ; 
And when you thus their true proportion make, 
You fhall no more undoe them by miftake 5 
But then, by fhrinking your large minde, grow fit 
And ufefull to the Stature of their wit. 
For as our wife Difeov’rer (having found 
How hort a Line would all the Bofomes found 
Of his wilde Traffiquers)meant when he made, 
In his next Voyage, tenders of free Trade, 
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With free Mankind to ftow what fuch efteem; 
Things that might rather pleafe then profit them ; 
Not Silks or Cloth (where Feathers and where Shells 


‘Are Ornaments) but pretty Beads and Bells. 


For who for fuch wilde Merchants would prepare 


_ That which to fober men is folid ware ? 


So you with fome wilde men may traffick here; 


Men of a graver wildnefs then is there 5 


° folemnly and fo aufterely mad, 
s if all Bedlam were in Mourning clad. 


~ To thefe your precious Lading muft not come; 
But when you Trade , confider firft with whom : 


For when to fuch your temper you difpence, 
Civilitie, or Wit, or Eloquence, 
Your Piller-Judgment, which all weight can bear, 


__ And Courage, which to fhame turns others fear: 


It thews as if the Mufes, in diftrefs , 

Fled from their Parents , Lords of antient Greece 5 

To marry Goths and Vandals; or it looks 

Like Trading to Braziel with Grecian Books. 
How can your graceful temper vallew’d be 

By thofe, whofe Temper is Stupiditie 5 

Or fucha numnefs is as blowes will bear 5 

And never can be quickn’d but by Fear. 


_ Their patience ftops them not from doing ill 


No more then patience makes a Log lie ftill: 


For when they ceafe the excercife of rage, 
*Tis not as Reafon does our wrath aflwage, 
But as cold Frofts do Torrents quiet keep , 


_ Or Wrath is dull’d and pacifi'd by Sleep. 


True Temper when provokt, does comely grow; 
And ev’n, when ftudy’d, natural does fhow - 
Like that of Socrates, and fuch as yours , 


~ Which, in State-Tempefts, gracefully endures 
_ The threat‘ning Thunder of the great and Loud, 


The chol’rick , flafhes of the Hot and Proud ; 


Yet ftands like a Referve, in all parts clos‘d, 


So far from Rout that ’tis not difcompos'd: 

This is the Temper, and muft be the Glafs , 

Where Pow’r, to take the World, fhould drefs her Face. 
What is Civility to thofe who wear ~ 

Sterne looks, thinking ’tis grave to look fevere > 


Who even in youth, carry their Wealth and place 


And Courts lov’d Monfter, Bus’nefs, in the Face. 
VVho all the Signs of being civil “lack 

But that they walk in Cities and wear black. 

Yet think the courfe thick Flattery, which they 
Firft on themfelves , then on each other lay, 


‘Ts all that civil wife Humilitte , 


WVhich we in Palaces or Temples fee: 
Which ftills with patient Eares a reftlefs Tongue, 
Heats the afflicted out , though ever long , 
Not grieving Sutors when conftrain’d to ftop 
The pleafing progrefs of pa Hope : 
n 
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And with fuch {weet compaflion meets Diftrefs 


As it feems fatisfi’d without redrefs. 
This is Civility, by Nature yours - 
And without Art, each crowded Pafs fecures, 
Where Sutors long for flow difpatches ftay 
And to unquiet Thrones would force their way ; 
Bright Thrones, the hardeft Seats in Palaces 3 
Where weary Pow’r does never fit at eafe, 
Civility does thofe with foftnefs gain 
Whom Armies elfe by rigour mutt reftrain : 
Armies, whofe civil ftrength prevents the wrongs 
Attempted by unarm’d uncivil Throngs: 
And thus as Pow’r does fcatter’d ftrength collect 
And Arm, that it from Throngs may Pow’r protect 5 
So {hould the People that form’d Force efteem , 
Since from their own fierce rage it refcues them. 
What is judicious Eloquence to thofe 
Whole Speech not up to others reafon grows, 
But climbs aloft to their own paflions height 5 
And as our Seamen make no ufe of fight 
By any thing obferv’d in wide ftrange Seas, 
But only of the length of Voyages 5 os | 
Or elfe, as Men in Races make no ftay | 
To draw large Profpects of their breadth of way, ; 
So they, in heedlefs Races of the Tongue , Bs 
Care not how broad their Theame is but how long. 
whilft fome of their Jow level take wife notes, 
As Germans do of Tales in Paflage-Boats : 
Which to no ule, nor aime of pleafure tend 


But that their length may with the Journey end, 


And yet they think their Eloquence like that, 
By which you fodainly end long debate, 
Asif in ambuth Reafon watching lay 
To charge with a Referve and get the day, 
Yours can all Turnes and Counter-turnings find 
To catch Opinion. as a Ship the winde3 
Which blowing crofs, the Pilot backward fteers, 
And fhifting Sayles, makes way when he Laveers. 
As this is Eloquence fo is it yours5 
Which in the Tongues fierce war, fled Truth fecuress 
And when the Few would to the Many yeild 
Lifts Reafons Enfignes higher in the Field. 

How can your Wit pleafe Men fo formal grown 
As they believe it wifer to have none ? — 
Or (being born but to a narrow Store, 
And ftill in hafte, proudly to make it more , 
By drawing Arts of Empire to their care) 
Have fimply loft their Native little fhare 5 
Then praife their want of it, and pitty fuch 
As they conceive difturb’d by having much, 
Like Men who having but by fits their Sent 
(And mifapplying Art till all be fpent) 


Seem 
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Seem Natures purpofe fubt'ly to difdain , 
fn making Smell and of the Sence complain , 
As oftner ferv'd with noyfome Fumes then Sweet; 


“And fome, that fafting Ravens would not meet, 


Yet thofe who live contented without VVit, 


Sin lefs then when they ve the counterfeit 5 
| 


VVhen VVit in Crafts 


d Stamp they currant make § 


Craft, the moft wretched Shape weak Man can take ! 
Slender, and Low; for it through Crowds would pafs, 
By flight, not ftrength, and would not cumber Place. 
Tthath a little Head, and fill’d with Aire; 
gmail Eies, fo matc’d, that they are fcarce a pair; 
Looking with {trange and with familiar thow , 

At once on Two whom equally they know. 

‘Craft wears this fhape, whofe bofome Mifchief lines, 
‘WVith Stuffe as poor as VVitches low defignes, 

And yet they give their Craft the Name of VVit3 
And weakly think that Pow’r has ufe of it. 

Sure when fo bafe a Metal aims to pafs 

For Gold, the very Blind will cry out, Brafs ! 
"Dares fhadow’d Craft affume the fhape of VVit, 
“VWVhen nought but Light can well refemble it ? 


4 
By which our Sculptors grave, oF Painters draw , 


VVit flies beyond the limits of that Law, 


And Statuaries up to Nature grow 5 
_VWVho all their ftrokes of Life to Poets owe. 
Their Art can make no fhape for Wit to: wear 5 


 Ttis divine and can no Image bear. 


None by defcription can that Soul exprefs 5 


ag 
as 


Vet all muft the effects of it confefs: 


“States boat of thofe effects when they relate, 


ff 
¥ 


_ And Lovers, telling , why a Rival fail’d, 


How rigidly they are confin’d from care, 


oe 
or” 


How they in Treaties foyl’d a duller State. 


_ And VVarriours , fhewing how they gain’d the Day , 


How theydrewup, and where there ambufh lay : 


WVhilft they but whifp’red Beauty and prevail’d. 
‘And Cloyfter’d men, when they with {miles declare 


~ And how they let the world plough troubled Seas, 
~-'WVhilft they for pennance muft endure their eafe; 


Reafon grown bold, becaufe her ftrength fhe knows 5 


Which, when with growth enlarg’d, more active grows 4 


Which like a Ship of VVar, well ballafted , 
Does with her Ballafts weight augment her {peed 5 
Which does fuch quicknefs in her ftrength comprife , 


That fhe to attion does together rife 
_A ftanding Army and a running Force 3 
‘As apt to move with Canon as with Horfe; 


Then in {mall ftrengths divides and marches far, 


Where Northern Ignorance makes Winter-war 5 


Yet her Retreat bravely at laft fecures: 
Reafon, like this, is Wit 5 and fuch 1s yours: 
Whofe Game is Chefs, in which all chief degrees 


) Of Emp od b hand, with eafe. 
| ae mpire move, ard by ar : n ea elie 
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Who quickly thofe coherent Forces fpy , 

That march about, to fteal a Victory 5 
And whilft the Wit that guides the adverfe hand 
Proceeds but flowly, or does make a ftand, 
Yours in a moment ends the long debate 5 
And, with one check, prevents and gives the Mate, 

How can your Judgment, as profound as Seas, 
Be lik’d by thofe whom feares of depth difpleafe? 
That fo of deeper knowledge are affraid, 
As Women are with depths of Seas difmay’d 5 
Who rather truft thofe Rivers where they may, 
Still fee the dreaded bottom of their way - 
Whilft more experienc’d feamen Shallows fhun, 
And hoyft all Sailes, where deeper Channels run, | 

But as the Spaniards (whom meer wind and chance 
Did Weftward lead , and to wilde Thrones advance) 
Thought to walk on with Empire till they came, 
Where the declining Sun does quench his Flame, 
Till they did reach the utmoft bounds of Light , 
And faw him fteal into the Bed of Night : 
Then thought, they could that {pacious Empire {way, 
Whilft lazily, they ftrechtin Arbourslay. . 
Yet foon (unable grown to manage more 
Then what, with eafe, grew fubject to their Pow’r) 
They checkt each Pilot that would farther go, 
And feem’d fuffic'd with what they firft did know 5 
Leaft yielding to know more, their knowledge might 
To others walks become a happy Light. 

So when Opinion (that outragious winde , 
Which {wells and drives the Peoples failing Mindes 
And when fantaftick chance, which does it fteer) 
Had brought thefe in, to rule wilde Empire here, 
They thought to fit at everlafting eafe 
In Clouds; and there from Ayrie Palaces , 
Drop fruitful fhowres of Edits over all, 
Softly as {now that does in Feathers falls 1 ee 
But as cold Snow, when it awhile is felt, 5 
Does heat that hand that after does it melt 5 
So they, though cool at firft, did quickly draw 
Forth heat, that did their Pow’r as quickly thaw. 
Then finding they lackt knowledge to difcharge, : 
That fway which firft they purpos’d to inlarge, “ 
They poorly meant this Empire to contract, 
Lefs’ning their Stage where few were fit to a@: 
Treating all thofe , as Strangers and as Spies, 
That boldly durft adventure to be wife: 
Proudly confining others knowledge by 
Bounds of their own confin’d capacity. 

Sure they did think abundant knowledge, Vice 5 
And thought, it was fo held in Paradife. 7 
Man there was fin’d for that proud Ignorance 
Which would his thoughts to reachlefs heights advance, 
In this the diffrence does apparent grow 5 
Man cannot God, nor his high fecrets. know : 
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Of him, and his wak’d Reafon can but dream; 
But you afleep may find out theirs and them. 
Could they fo young and new of judgment be 
To think the glorious Robe, Authority , 
Which they patcht up by many hands in hatte, 
Then wore all day and night , could ever laft > 
Wore in all Weathers, and in evry Throngs 
Whilft it through hafte was often put on wrong 5 
Not us’d as onely for Solemnity , ; 
For order fhewn awhile, and then lay'd by « 
But fo, as fome would by a carelefs Drefs, 
Great {corn of little outward things exprefs : 
So oft they wore it, that it could not more 
Be feen, if at the publick Senate Dore a 
It had hung out, and there a Sign had bin, 
Of fome ftrange innate Pow’r that lodg’d within 
And in this Robe of Pow’r they did defpife , 
“Gay colours which allure the Peoples Eies , 
As if through fallennefs, or by miftake 
Of Empires fathions, they had dy’d it black. 
Well might we think Pow’r was in Mourning clad, 
When all took care to keep the People fad; 
- Gilenc’d their pleafant Schole, the Theatre, 
“(Which taught them men) not that they could not there 
The forrows of the Tragick Scene permit, 
But that thofe forrows were but counterfeit. 
~ They banifht Mufick too , becaufe the fad 
And thoughtful it preferv’d from being Mad: 
‘For Madnefs then was in a high efteem, 
‘Allow’d in all, and reverenc’d in them. 
Nature (which is, though dimm, the only Glafs, 
Where all a little fee the Godheads face 
That walk with open Eies) was hardly free , 
From being chid for too much levitie, 
 Becaufe her feather’d Quire but vainly fing, 
When fhe does ufher in the gaudy Spring. 
They thought their painted Plumes ill patterns here, 
By which our Lovers vary what they weare. 
~ Whilft all her Flowers that do our Meades adorne 
Seem but her Ribbands and for fartcy worne, 
_ If Judgment could in folemn dulnefs lie , 
“(Which weaker Rulers wear for gravity) 
Then thofe muft needs tranfcendent judgments have, 


That would inftruct wife Nature to be grave. 


A well eftablifht Judgment, fuch as yours 
By perfect ftrength as certainly fecures 
The aimes of Pow’r as what fhe does poffels 5 
And Empire ever mutt intend increafe: 
Empire, the Tyde of reftlefs Greatnefles , 
Shov'd on at Land as Rivers are from Seas3 
Which at no mark can any moment ftay, 
But when it cannot rife muft ebb away- is 
And as your judgment can fo greatly do, 
Preferve pofleffion and inlarge it too, 
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So can it boldly to great works proceed, - 

Without thofe thifts which weaker judgments need : 
In its known forces fafe , as Armies are, 

Whofe Fame, before the Battail, ends the War. 
Not fpreading Files to cover fpacious Ground, 
Whilft many Drums beat loud, and Trumpets found 5 
whilft many feigned Enfignesall the day 

Their glorious Colours to the Foe difplay 5 

Yet bafely cautious, all at night lie clofe, 

Arm’d and entrencht in a contracted Grofe. 

Hafte cannot make your judgment run aftray, 

Nor follow Pow’r, through fhades , the neareft way, 
You walk, though far about , through open Plaines , 
Till Pow’r the high o’relooking Station gaines: 
Whofe lofty Top muft often cloudy fhow 

For Hills, by ftaying Clouds, clear all below, 

Your Judgment with thofe Arts of Thrones is movd 
Which whilft they heighten Pow’r, can make it lov’d: 
When publick glories, and gay Triumphs eafe 
Straind Thought , and the diverted People pleafe: 
Who when they fee Courts thoughtful, think they fear: 
And {uch fufpition Empire cannot bear. 

Tis ill when Subjects are by Pow’r difmay’ds 
Worfe, when they fear that Rulers are affraid. 

Should profp’rous Courts, to make them {till appear 

Solemn and ferious , alwife Mourning wear? 

As if by blacks they could the credit have, 

To be believ’d mifterious, ftayd and grave ? 

Or fecret and difcreet by being fad ? 

VVhen Martial Courts are like the Papal clad, 
Then let the conqu’ring Troops turn Clergy too , 
Unarme, and preach fubjection tothe Foe: 

Let ev'ry Subject the lov’d Drama fhun , 

(To which our pleafant Anceftors did run) 

And erowing ferious, ferve feven Years the State, 
Be firft their Prentice, then a Magiftrate. 

VVhat object can your Courage be, when fhown, 
To thofe who have a prowder of their own ? 

VVbo the civility of Honour hate , 

Becaufe they fear it is effeminate ? 

They think, that fullen rudenefs is a grace 5 

And Congueft is lefs brave then to deface : 

And that deform’d Deftructions are the fair 

And well proportion’d Images of VVar - 

They civil Government enough deteft 

Becaufe ’tis by that Epithet expreft: 

But with exceeding reafon much abhor, 

Thofe that command the ftrengths of civil Pow’r 5 

As Cannibals have caufe totake it ill, 

From Men who refcue thofe whom they would kills 

Men civil held when they forbid that Meat, 

VVhich better Stomacks then themfelves would eat. 
All that by eourage daring Rome or Greece 

Have done, thefe have outdone by boyft’ roufnefs: 

: VVhofe 
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Whofe Rage durft break (breaking the Mufes hearts) 
The ancient League between all Arms and Arts, 
The Mufes Regents were in Greece and Rome: 
In all the civil world they were at home. 
No Chief could think his battail highly fought 
_ Till won again by being higher wrought. 
And here they us’d in Palaces to dwell 
Till thefe rofe up , and they and Empire fell. 
Thefe, who obfcure confufion love, blinde’ chance, 
And their great Guide, though blinder, Ignorance. 
But fince the moft important Things (which are 
Empire and Arts) require Heav’ns {pecial care; 
Becaufe they ftill with difficulty grow, 
' And are, in progrefs to perfection flow: 
- Or elfe becaufe both ufe to Spring and rife, 
Where {till their growth is watcht by Enemies: 
_ Heav’n therefore hath the League and Union made, 
Which {trikes at all that either would invade. 
The Mufes muft (where fate in Empires lies) 
With Empire fall, as they with Empire rife. 
That Courage which the vain for Valor take 
(Who proudly danger feek for Glory’s fake) 
Is impudence; and what they rafhly do, 
_ Has no excufe, but that ’tis madnefs too. 
Yet when confin’d , it reaches Valors name} 
Which feeks fair Vertue and is met by Fame. 
It weighs the caufe ere it attempts the Fact 5 
And bravely dares forbear as well as act. 
It would reclaim much rather then fubdue 5 
And would the Chacers not the Chac'd purfue : 
Would rather hide fuccefs then feck applaufe: 
_ And though of ftrength fecurd, yet trufts the caufe. 
And all the aid of {trength it meafures too, 
_ Not by the atts it did, or {till can do3 
_ But paffively, by what it well endures : 
+ This noble Valor is, and this is yours. 
And this the Foe, with praifes, did efteem 5 
- Raifing your deeds when ruinous to them: 
When AMakroom chang’d the colour of her Flood, 
' And deeply blutht with ftaines of Rebels Blood: 
When Corks prowd River did her flowing ftay 
‘And, frighted, gave the ebb of d¢akroow way: 
_VVhich from her Stream did pale, as Chriftal, flow, 
But in her ebb, as red as Corral fhow. 
And though defignes, the feed of Action, may 
In colder grounds of Courts for fpringing ftay, 
_ And lie conceal’d awhile, and often waite 
_ The Seafons and fair weathers of the State, 
Yet in the Fields of War, Chiefs fow in hafte, 
They quicken growth, and reap their Harveft faft: 
80 to your ready valour Fate did add, 
More Wings then Fame after the Batail had. 
When o’re the Rivers Banks you feem’d to pafs 
At once to charge, to vanquifh and to chace. . 
' Our 
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For though in former Fields the fwiftly-fled 

As Love advancing , or departing Light, 

Yet now fhe ftood, and they did ftay to fight - 
As if, by your ador’d Example taught, 

They feem’d to feel that valor which you brought. 
But great examples keep fome excellence 
VVhich others cannot take nor they difpence: 
As fecretly, Originals exprefs , 

Some touches, comings out, and boldneffes 
VVhich Copies {teal but by a weaker hand , 
And credit Jofe, when long they near them ftand, 
And though a while, to be compar’d they ftay 3 
Yet (oon they are difgrac’d andta’ne away, 

So all the Adverfe Chiefs (whofe hafty fate 
Advanc’d their Troops, your deeds to imitate) 
No longer held comparing but to yield : 


_ They found your valor, and they loft the Field. 


VVhen Fame to watchful Rome your conqueft brought 


(For Fame ftill-hovr’d o’re you when you fought) 
The Conclave calmly did their VVrath difguife , 
VVhofe Pow'r by patience not by. threats did rife: 
But when they heard their Miter’d.Chief did dy , 
Punifh’d- with fhame for thameful cruelty , 


They blufht more at themfelves then at his doome 3) 


VVho reap’d in Ireland what they fow’d in Rowe. 
Now as our great Columbys honor fought 

From what he left behind not what he brought : 

From Gold and radiant Stones; which he did prize 

Above his Drugs, or purple Die of Flies : 

From Hoords which lay referv’d that they, might be 

Rewards to crown his fecond induftrie; 

So I fhall patiently expe& my beft 

Renown from rich Referves within your Breaft: 

VVhen next I fhall Imbark with a full Gale, 

Be evener ballafted and bear more Sayls 

VVhen all the Mufes (pittying much to find, 

At Helme my weakne(s in my late crofs VVind) 

Shall on my Decks like Mariners appear 5 

And ftrive to trim my Yards and help to. fteer, 
Yet-as at laft he wifely jealous grew 

That fome, (who well in his late Voyage knew 

The Courfe he bore) might fhortly ply the fame , 

And then like Rivals fhare his Hopes and Fame, 

So I with jufter avarice, may fear 

Leaft others (watchful of the Courfe I fteer) 

May through ambition fecond my addrefs, 

Correct my Scheme , and Sayl, with more fuccefs. 

And this may be a pardon’d jealoutic , 

Becaufe it then looks out with Reafons Eye 

VVhen juft defpaires by known defeéts are mov’d, 

And merit cannot match the thing belov’d. 

But there is right to firft plaataton due, 

And by that Title I lay claime to, you. 


To - 


Never before ‘Printed, | 287 


To him who Propbecy’d a Succefles end of the Parliament , in 
the Tear 1630. 


‘Rantick and foolifh too! can any curfe, 
Which dying Men ftill give thee make thee worfe > 
ES Madmen fometimes on fuddain flathes hit 
OB Of Sence , which feem remote , and found like Wit. 
But thou, moft piteoufly, art Madd and Dull: 
Thy Braines did ly in parcels in thy Skull, 
_ Then with a fright together clung, and lay 
Like Curds, but now are melted into Whay. 
 Froward with Age, thou feem’ft-more hum’rous than 
A begger’d Chymift, or rich Curtizan : 
_ Thou ftrikft at publick peace, whilft thy chief care, 
Has ever been to hide thy felf in, War. 
And through defect of Courage doft prefent , 
_ Thy falfe fear to the fearlefs Parliament , 
Like him whofe Queries did fome few diftract; 
Who were too wife to fuffer, and too tame to ad. 
Keep in a Cage thy ever flying Fear 5 
- Which Nefts would build in’ ev’ry open Eare 5 
Or find out Men whofe needlefs care contrives , 
New {lender paths through narrow Perfpectives 5 
_ Where jealous fight draws fmalleft things from far , 
* To make them feem much greater than they are. 
hefe Men would from the Bofome of the State 
~ Chafe Truth, or there diftrac&t her with debate. 
~ Canft thou believe, who doft a Storm foretell , 
That it will come becaufe thy paflions fwell ¢ 
The caufes of a Storm thou doft miftake, 
_ And only blow’ft to make thine own cheecks ake, 
He who efteems thy Northern Prophefie , 
~ Does but encourage Fools to learn to lie. 
 Swet out thy Blood! in a hot Feaver vext, 
_ By ftriving to interpret this dark Text. 
Thou great Informer, canft thou hope I wou'd, 
_ By dang’rous thee , be plainly underftood 5 
~ Whom all, through all thy State difguifes know 3 
Towards thee, Satyrick numbers muft not flow, 
‘Like Lovers Sonnets, in a foft {mooth pace, 
_ They muft be rugged as thy Miftrefs face. 
~ Whom with falfe prayfes thou haft long bely’d. 
I mount like Perfews when he did beftride 
The Poets prancing Horfe; who ambled not, 
- But roughly mov’'d in this Majeftick Trot. 
Why fhould this Wifard make with Prophecies , 
_ The People fearful and their Rulers Wife ? 
_Muft all, like Ethnicks to this Divel bow ? 
Great Senate know, I am your Prophet now. 
Since you may warm you at my Delphick flame , 
Difmifs this common Meflenger of Fame, 
- My Miftick art, with joy already findes, 
The noble purpofe of your mighty mindes, 
r, Oo You 
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You have of Monarchs wants a tender fence, 

Meaning to fhorten your Lov’d Eloquence 5 

And not the fulnefS of your Loves exprefs , 

%y mourning for your Purfes emptinefs. 

When Thrones are rich, the People richer grows 

As Rivers gain by Seas to which they flow. 

And this the People quickly would believe, 

But that their Oratours muft them deceive; a 

Who Pyramids of Wit by talking raife 5 ps 

Which laft as feldom as the Peoples praife, t 

For though by help of ev'ry vulgar hand, 

Thefe Piles rile faft, yet they are made of Sand. 
Look up! You Sons'of mighty Anceftors ! a 

Who never bownded were by their own fhores- wg 

Your fighting Fathers were abroad renown’d 5 

Their Kings in France , and diftant_ Jewry crown'd. 

See o’re your Heads the Weftern Eagle fly 5 

Firft towring up, then compafling the Sky. 

Unlefs our Royal Falcon ftrait prepare , 

To ftruggle with him in his Native Ayre, 

He will inlarge his growth, new imp his VVings 5 

And make the Hague an Hofpital for Kings. 


The Countefs of ANGLESEY lead Captive by the Rebels a | 
at the Disforrefting of Pewfam. a 


SONG,. 


7 1 
VVhither will you lead the Fair 
‘And fpicy Daughter of the Morne ? 


Thofe Manacles of her foft Haire, 4 
Princes, though free, would faine have worne 
2. 
VVhat is her crime ? what has fhe done? 
Did the, by breaking Beauty flay, 
Or from his Courfe miflead the Sun; 
So robb'd your Harveft of a Day ? 


Or did her voyce , divinely, clear ! : 
(Since lately in your Forreft bred) 
Make all the Trees dance after. her, 
And fo your VVoods disforrefted ? 


Run, Run! Purfue this Cothick Rout , 
VvVho rudely Love in, bondage keep 5 

Sure all old Lovers have the Goute , ia 
The young are overwatcht and fleep, 
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% ae ia London , th Verfe Burlefqne, or Mock- 
Verfe. , 


. Ow Town-Wit fayes to witty Friend ; 
N Tranfctibe apace all thou haft pend $ 
For I, in Journey hold it fit , 

To cry thee up to Countrey-Wit. 
Our Mules are come! diffolve the Club ! 
The word, till Term, is rub, O rub! 
Now Gamfter poor, in Cloak of Stammel R 
Mounted on Steed, as flow as Cammel , 
Battoone of Crab in lucklefg hand , 
_ (Which ferves for Bilboe and for Wand) ‘ 
_ Early In Morne does fneak from Town, 
 Leaft Landlords wife fhould feife on Crown § 
_ On Crown which he in Pouch does keep ; 
‘When day is done to pay for fleep 
For he in Journey nought does eat, 
 Hoft {pies him come, cryes, Sir, what Meat 2 
_ He calls for Room, and down he lies 
Quoth Hoft, no Supper Sir? he cryes , 
_ I eate no Supper , fling on Rug ! 
Tm fick, d'you hear, yet bring a Jug! 
_ Now Damfel young that dwels in Cheap: 
_ For very joy begins to leap, 3 
Her Elbow fmall the oft does rub; 
Tickled with hope of Sillabub! 
For Mother (who does Gold maintain 
‘On Thumbe, and Keys in Silver Chaine) 
_ In Snow White Clout, wtapt nook of Pye, 
Fat Capons Wing, and Rabbets Thigh, 
And faid to Hackney Coachman, go, 
Take Shillings fix, fay I, or no, 
Whither fays hee Quoth the, thy Teame, 
Shall drive to place where groweth Creame. 
_ But Husband gray now comes fo Stall, 
For Prentice notch’d he ftrait does call: 
Where’s Dame quoth he, quoth Son of Shop; 
_ She’s gone her Cake in Milk to Sop: 
Ho, ho! to Iffington enough! 
Fetch Job my fon, and our Dog. Rafe ! : 
For there in Pond, through Mire and Muck, 
Wel cry, hay Duck, there Rafe, hay Duck! 
_ Now Turnbal-Dame by ftarving Paunch, 
Bates Two Stone Weight in either Haunchs 
On Branne and Liver fhe muft Dine 5 
And fits at Dore inftead of Signe. 
She foftly fays to roaring-Swajh ; 
Who wears long Whiskers, go, fetch Cafh! — 
There’s Gown quoth fhe, fpeak Broaker fair ; 
Till Term brings up weak Countrey Heir: 
Whom Kzrile red will much amazes 
Whilft Clown his Man on Signes does gaze ; 2, 
Oo 2 In 
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In Liv'ry fhort, Galloome on Cape, 
With Cloak-Bag Mounting high as Nape. 

Now Man that trufts, with weary Thighs, 
Seeks Garret where {mall Poet lies : 
He comes to Lane, finds Garret {hut 5 
Then not with Knuckle , but with foot 
He rudely thrufts, would enter Dores 5 
Though Poet fleeps not, yet he fnores - 
Cit chafes like beaft of Lzbia then 5 
Sweares, he'l not come or fend agen. 
From little Lump triangular 
Poor Poets fighes, are heard afar. 
Quoth he, do noble Numbers chufe 
To walk on feet 5 that have no {hoofe? 
Then he does with with fervent breath, 
And as his la(t requeft ere Death, 
Fach Odea Bond, each Madrigal, 
A Ceafe from Haberdafhers Hall , 
Orthat he had protected bin ity 
At Court, in Lift of Chamberlain 5 | i 
For Wights near Thrones care not an Ace, iY 
For Woodftreet Friend that wieldeth Mace. 
Courts pay no Scores but when they Lift, 4 
And Treafurer {till has Cramp in Fitts : - 
Then forth he fteales 3 to Globe does run5 ; ie 
And {miles , and vowes Four Ads are done = 
Finis to bring he does proteft, 
Tells ev'ry. Play’r, his part is beft. 
And all to get , (as Poets ule), i 
Some Coyne in Pouche to folace Mufe. 

Now Wight that aéts on Stage of Bull, 
In Skullers bark does lie at Hulls | 
Which he for pennies two does Rig, 
All day on Thames to bob for Grig: 
Whilft Fencer poor does by him {tand , 
In old Dung-Lighter , Hook in hands 
Between knees rod, with Canvas Crib, 
To girdle Tide, clofe under Rib5 
Where Worms are put which muft {mall Fith 
Betray at Night to Earthern Dith, 

Now London's Chief, on Sadle new , 
Rides into Fare of Bartholemem : 
He twirles his Chain, and looketh big, 
As if to fright the Head of Pig, 
That gaping lies on greafy Stall, 
Till Female with great Belly call. 

Now Alderman in field does ftand , 
With foot on Trig, a Quoit in hands, 
1m feaven quoth he, the Game is up ! 
Nothing I pay, and yet I fup. 
To Alderman, quoth Neighbour then , 
T loft but Mutton, play for Hen- 
But wealthy Blade cryes outs at Rate 
OF Kings, fhould’t play lets go, tis late. 

; Now 
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Now lean Atturney, that his. Cheefe 
‘Ne’r pat’d, nor Verfes took for Fees3 
‘And aged Prottor , that controules, 
“The feats of Punck in Court of Pauls 5 

~ Do each with folemn Oath agree , 

To meet in Fields of Finsbury: 

With Loynes in Canvas Bow cafe tyde 3 
Where Arrows ftick with mickle pride; 
With Hats pinn’d up, and Bow in hand, 
All day moft fiercely there they ftand3 ~ 
Like Ghofts of Adam, Bell, and Clymume: 
sol fets for fear they] fhoot at him. 

Now Spyxie, Ralph, and Gregorie {mall , 

And fhort hayr’d stephen, Whay-fac’d Paul, 
(Whofe times are out, Indentures torn) 

- Who feaven long years did never skorne , 

~To fetch up,Coales for Maid to ufe, : 

Wipe Miftrefles, and Childrens Shooes ) 

Do jump for joy they are made free 5 

Hire meagre Steeds, to ride and fee, 

Their Parents old who dwell as near , 

As Place call’d Peake in Derby-fhire. 

There they-alight, old Croanes are milde 3 

Each weeps on Cragg of pretty Childe : 

They portions give, Trades up to fet, 

_ That babes may live, ferve God and cheat. ~ 

_ Near Houfe of Law by Temple-Bar , 

Now man of Mace cares not how far, 

In Stockings Blew he marcheth on, | 

With Velvet Cape his Cloack: upon 3 

Jn Girdle, Scrowles, where names of fome, 

_ Are written down, whom touch of Thumbe, 

On Shoulder left muft fafe convoy , — 

Anoying Wights with name of Roy. 

Poor Pris‘ners friend that fees the touch, 

Cries out, aloud, I thought as much. 

Now Vaulter good , and dancing Lafs , 

On Rope, and Man that cryes hey pa(s, “s 
And Tumbler young that needs but ftoop , 

‘Lay head to heel to creep through Hoope 3 

_ And Man in Chimney hid to drefs , 

-Puppit that acts our old Queen Befs , 

And Man that whilft the Puppits play , 

Through Nofe expoundeth what they fay ; 

_ And Man that does in Cheft include , 

Old sodom and Gomorrah lewd : | 

And white Oate-eater that does dwell 3 

~~ In Stable {mall at Sign of Bell: 

That lift up hoofe to fhow the prancks , 
Taught by Magitian, ftiled Baxks 

And Ape, Jed Captive ftill in Chaine, 

Till he renounce the Pope and spaine. 

All thefe on hoof now trudge from Town, 
To cheat poor Turnep-eating Clown. 


Now 
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Now Man of War with Vifage red, 
Growes Chollerick and fweares for Bread. 
He fendeth Note to Man of Kin, 

But man leaves word, I’m not within. 

He meets in Street with friend call’d Wills 
And cryes old Rogue! what living ftill 2 

But er’ that Street they quite are patt , 

He foftly asks , what Money haft ? 

Quoth friend, a Crown; he cryes, dear heart! 
O bafe, no more, Sweet, lend me part! 

But {tay my frighted Pen is fled 5 
My felf through fear creep under Bed 5 
For juft as Mufe would {cribble more ; 
Fierce City Dunne did rap at Door. 


EPIT 4 PH. 


VA you perceive thefe Stones are wet , 
Think not you fee the Marble Swet5 
It weeps for grief the day of Doom, 

(Invok'd by Saints) will fhortly come; 

Then the unwilling Marble mutt , 

Surrender all this Saints {weet Dutt. 


Song. 
The Winter Stornts: 


i, i), 
Low ! blow! The Windsare {0 hoarfe they cannot blow, 
Cold,cold!our Teares freeze to Hail,our Spitle to Snow! 
The Waves are all up, they {wel as they run! 
Let them rife and rife, 
As high as the skies, 
And higher to wath the face of the Sun. 


2. 
Port, Port! the Bot is blinde! Port at the Helm! - 

Yare, yare! For'one foot of fhore take a whole Realm, 

Alee , or we fink! Does no man know to wind her , 

Lefs noyfe and more room! 

We fayl in a Drumme ! ‘ 

Our Sayles are but Wraggs, which Light’ning turns to Tinderé 


| Sek vad 
Aloof, aloof! Hey, ho w thofe Carracks and Ships, 
Fall foul and are tumbled and driven like Chips? 
Our Boatfen, alafs, a filly weak Grifle , 
For fear to catch cold, 
, Lies down in the Hould , 
We all hear his Sighs, but few hear his Whilftle. 
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Upon the Marriage of the Lady Jane Cavendifh with Myr. 
Cheney. 


i, 

| Hy from my thoughts fweet reft; {weeter to me 5 
Then young Ambition’s' profp’rous Travails be, 
‘ Or Love's delicious progrefles; 
y And is next Death the greateft eafe> 
j VVhy from fo calme a Heav'n , 
Doft call me to this VVorld, all windy grown; 

i VVhere the light Crowd , like lighteft Sand is driven, 


7 And weighty greatnefs, even by them, to Air is blown? 
:. 
4 To the Duke of Richmond, ix the Year 16 39. 


My Lord, 


‘He Court does feem a Ship, where allare ftill, 

Bufie by office, or imploy’d for skill 5 

And attive grow through ftirring hope or fear : 

ae _For Courts breed ftormes , and {tormes are lafting there. 
VVhere he that feeds a wild ambitious fpirit , — 

~ And nourifhes defires above his merit, 

Is loft when he imagines to prevail 5 

Becaufe his little fhip bears too much fay] : 

VWVhilft cunning Statefmen (fafe from envious checks) 

_ Move carelefly , as Seamen walk on Decks 5 

_ VVearing their faces often to the VVett, 

__ WVhen bownd and fayling to the rifing Eaft. 

__ And in the Court, as in a Ship we find, 

That in fome factious fodain VVar of VVind, 

The very Ballaft we were poized by , 

 (WVeighty Difcretion and Integrity , 

‘The helps which Time and Nature beft afford) 

_ WVe for our fafety , oft throw over-Board, 

___ And, as in Ships, fo when the Storm grows high 

At Court, we oft on Couz’ning Hope rely 5 

Our Anchor in uncertain Quick-Sands caft , 

_ VWVhere wanting fteady hold to make it faft, 

_ The Anchor Hope (alas) we vainly fpend, 

- Like men expos’d to truft a faithlefs friend, 

___ Informers are the Pumps, which ufeful grow, 

By voyding ills that fecretly o’reflow; — 

On whofe diftaftful mifchiefs Pow’r muft wink , 

_ And ftill endure them ative though they ftink. 

is And, asin Ships, fo in a Palace all, 


Proceed by Aids that are collateral. 
The way to higheft Pow’r is ftill oblique 5 
_ VVhich when we ftrive to move , we, Seamen-like , 
Mutt hand a leffer ftring, untill it ftir 
A diftane Cord which does our force prefer Pe 
a tral 


rte eee 


eit 


Whilft Money, like the Boatfens whiftle, calls , 

Each helper till through hafte moft hazard falls. 
But this great Ship, the Court, takes dasly in 

Poor Trafiequers who with fmall Stocks begin : 

They Trade with Fortune , and her falfe VVares buy: 

One of this flight neglected Crowd am I. 

My little venture I faw fafely ftow’d : . 

Both VVind and Tyde ferv'd outward from the Roads 

But making way, and bearing ev'ry Sayle, 

Proudly, asif I {till could chufe my Gale; 

Strait I beheld (amaz’d as with a wrack) 

The fheets all rumpled and the Cordage {lacks 

Sure fome perverfe and undifcover’d hand , 

Pulls an odd Rope that by oblique Command, 

Doth ftraine another, till by fecret skill, 

It makes a turning or’a ftanding ftill, 

But you, my noble Lord, (who fit fo near 

The bufie Helm, and wifely help to fteer) 

Mutt be my princely Pilot, and you may, ~ 

Reform the fhip till fhe can ride her way. 

If then my Voyage profper (though I am 

Now hardly grown to bear a Factors name) 

Yet who dares boldly doubt that I fhall be, 

In time a mighty Burgher of the Sea: 

My Bark may Multiply , and grow a Fleet, 

And I lay yearly Cuftoms at your Feet. 


a reenter ire 
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To Mr, W. M. Againft Abjence. 
7 ~yEdler in Love! thou with the common Art, 
p Of Trafickers doft fly from Mart to Mart , 
“Thinking thy pafflions (falfe as their falfe Ware) 
Will, if not here, vent in another Fare, | 
As if thy fubtile threat’ning to remove, 
From hence could raife the price of thy poor Love, 
Thou knowft , the Deer being fhot, the Hunter may, 
Securely truft him though he run away 3 
For flying with his Wound the Arrow more, si 
Does gall and vex him then it did before. A 
Abfence from her you Love (that Love being true) 
Isa thin Cloud between the Sun and you; ' ; 
It does not take the object from your Eye, . bi 
But rather makes you abler to defcry. ; ¥ 
Then know my wandring weake Philofopher ; 1 
You vainly take the paines to fly from her, 


On whom in abfence you muft ever think , ‘ 
For ‘tis a kind of feeing when you winke. ei 
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A New-years-Gift to the Queen,ia the Year 643. 


Ie. 


a Adam, ’tis fit I now make even 
M My numerous accompts with Heaven, 
Leaft all my old years crimes, if unforgiven, 
Should ftill ftand charg’d upon the new : 
And, fince Confeffion makes them lefs, 
My greater Crimes I will confe(s, 
Which are, my Praifes writ’of you, 


2. 
Not that ‘tis likelyI canbe. . 
a Prophane in fuch a high degree, 
— To think thofe Praifes are Idolatrie ; 
_ But I implore my Sorrows may 
Excufe me from thofe torments due 
For my attempts of praifing you 
The Poets dull and coinmon way. 


Firft, Iconfefs I did you wrong; 
__._. When rafhly in each Lyrick Song; 
_ Ifaid, your Native Beauty did belong _ 
q _ Unto fome Planet of the Night: =~ 
As if I fondly could furmife 
You had {uch weak and needy Eyes, 
As borrow’d to maintain their light. 


i. Next, I confefs, with Highs and teares, 
___. That to unknown harmonious Spheares 
-—©r to the feather’d Eaftern Quirifters 
Tlikned you when you did fing 5 
Your {weetnefs, unto Buds and Flowers 
When dews of Afay or April fhowers 
Begin, or confummate the Spring, 


nethgaS: 

Be mercifull 5 and. think not on 
Ss The courfe injuftice I have done 
By either dull and falfe camparifon : 

% ~ Why fhould we liken you to ought 

av Wetake on truft for Excellence ; 
a4 Or what doth pleafe the Peoples fence, 
| = ~ Or what by rafher Fame is taught. 


With greater fafety we may dare 
- - ., Refemble youto what youare;. - 
And fitly yours unto your own compare, . 
* For when you fing, then we fhould fay 
y This Mufick now doth charme the Batre ; 
Juft like that Mufick we did/heare _ 
From your own voice the other day; Bx 
P Des And 


' 
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; 7. 
And when you breathe, we need not bring 
So many Flowers, as in the Spring 

Would beautifie an Ethnick offering; 

: To thew or fimilize you more: 
[t were much wifer todeclare, 
This odour fo perfumes the Ayre 

Asthat when you ehh before. |. 


But oh! How can I hope for reft ? 
Confcience, which to anothers breaft 
Comes but in vifit, asa hafty Gueft, . 
Not only dwells but rules in me ; 
As if my groanes muft ever laft 5 
Becaufe I faid that you are chaft © ° 
Like bathful cold Euridice. 


x 9. 
Sure he that in his wits diftrefs 
Does truft a Fable to exprefs tons 
Your worth, takes filly paines to-make it Jefs, 
Thofe who compare your Chaftity — 
Mutt cautious grow, and only fweare 
You are but like to what you were, 
When in your blooming Infancy. 
IO. 
Madam, fince now I have made even 
My numerous accompts with Heaven, 
I boldly may expect to be forgiven; ~ 
For when I liken or Commend. 
Each fingle vertue with the reft 
That ftrive for higher place within your Breaft, - 
I find your Mercy does tranfcend. 


Tothe QUEEN ; Entertain'd at Night. In the Tear 1644. 


Had you had fin enough to be afraid, 
* Or we the vertue not to caufe that feare, 
You had not hither come to be betray’d. ~’ 


I. 
UW Nhappy Excellence, What make you here > 


2, 
But fince you come, and bring fo rieh a {tore 
Of Native Ornament and Inward wealth, 
Do not expect to goe, and leave us poore; , 
For we mutt thare of both, by force or ftealth. © 


3. 
Tis not enough, though from each excellence 
You furnith us that here expecting ftand : 
We mutt divide your vertues, and difpence 
Them, as a bounty, through this needy Land, 


A. 
In neceffary hafte, your Charity 
Shall unto great fufpitious Wits be given 5 
But timely, ere they breathe theiraft, totry 
If, without Faith , they can arrive at Heaven, 
Unto 


a 
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Unto the Clergy, your Humility 5 
Till like the old Apoftles they appeare, 


‘Whoferv’d, ( had they not lik’d their low degree ) 
One that could make them greater then they were. 


On Judges, your compaffion we beftows 

To make them, when they punith, lefs fevere 5 
For poor di{dain’d Invaders valiant grow 
VVhen rigid Lawes make wealthy Cowards here. 


To Citizens, your Bounty 5 who believe 
They for long Couz’ning dearly fatisfie, 


If to appeafe new Kings, they Pageants give, 
& And (weeten Heaven “e) Almes when they mutt die, 


Your truth, we offer to the Politick, 
VVho, with new Crutches, would fupport the Lawes 
Excufing publick Ayds with an old Trick 
7 OF wanting confcience to approve the caufe, 


9. 
~ Your patience, now our Drums are filent grown 5 
. VVe give to Souldiers, who in fury are, 
To find the profit of their Trade is gone, 
f And Lawyers {till grow rich by Civil VVarr. 
10 


~ Your Chaftity to all, that fo we may 
"Safely without affronts to publick peace, 
Perform the Zealots part a calmer way 5. 
: VVhilf vertue makes the high Commiflion ceafe. 
, il; 
To {eeming Statefmen we defign your wit 5 
For wanting wit they gravely wit defpife, 
But when by having yours they value it, 
They need no power nor wealth to make them wife, 
12. 
Your Beauty, to your Ladies wedecree, 
Yet, fince each foon would quarrel for het fhare, 
WVe only think it fafe in Majefty, 
Andthey more fafefrom Envy, as they are. 


3 13. 
Your bathfulnefs (hall freely be allow’d 
To Northern Suters who befiege the Throne : 
For Princes look like Prifoners in that Croud, 
VVhere moft by impudence not worth are known 


14. 
Your vorce (our Mufick when you fpeak) we give 

To thofe who teach the Myfteries above, 
That their perfwafions we may foon believe 5 

For Doétrines thrive when we our Teachers love. 
| 15. 
Your heart, to thofe who {wore the Covenant 
: And though this Gift to them feem ftrange to you, 
Yet fach a heart as yours they only want, 

To make them loving to their King and true. 

Ie 


Pp 2 Now 


_~ 


78 Poems on feveral Occafions , 


7 


16. 
Now of thefe Vertues you have rifled been, ? 
And fo much Ornament is fent away 5 
How (Madam) do you feel your felf within? 
The Sun and you can ne’r deprive 
Your felves by what you others give: 
You both keep Light by motion from decay. 


17. 
Think not thefe Vertues loft but ftept afides 
Then long you need not for their abfence mourne, 
Such Guefts cannot in Clayie fheds abide, 
But to their Chriftall-Court will foon returne. 


To the QUEEN. 


Adam; fo much peculiar, and alone 
M Are Kings, fo uncompanion’d in a Throne: by 
That through the want of fome equality 
(Familiar Guides, who lead them to comply) 
They may offend by being fo fublime 5 
As ifto be a King might be a crime; 
All lefs then Kings no more with Kings prevaile » 5. 
Then lefler Weights with greater ina Scale: ‘- 
They are not mov’d (when weigh'd within a Throne) 
But by a greatnefs equall to their qwn. ; 
To cure this high obnoxious finglenefs 
(Yet not to make their power but danger lefs), 
Were Queenes ordain’d who were in Monarchs breafts 
Tenants for life, not accidental Guetts 5 a 
So they prevaile by Nature, not by chance; £ 
But you (with yours) your vertue does advance 3 
When you perfwade him (in the Peoples caufe) 
Not to efteeme-his Judges more then Laws, 
In Kings (perhaps) extreame obduratenefs 
Is as in Jewels hardnefs in excefs: 
Which makes their price: .for we as well call ftones 
For hardnefs as for brightnefs, Paragones : 
And ‘tis perhaps fo with obdurate Kings 
’ As with the beft impenitrable things. 
No way to pierce or alter them is found, 
Till we to Di’‘monds ufe a Diamond, 
So youto him, who, to new-forme his Crown, . 
Would bring.no aides lefs precious then his own: 
Others have prov'd to be convenient things 
To find the fodain’ft way to ruine Kings, : 
Whilft you (whofe vertues make your Councells thrive) 
Look’t on that myftick word, Prerogative, 
As if you faw long-hid uncurrant Gold ; 
Which muft (though it prove good) be try’d — 
Becaufe it long has laine afide ; 
And rather too, becaufe the Stamp is old : 
Which in the Mettals triall fome deface, 
Whilft you by polithing. would make it pafs. IPAS 
. When — 
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_ When you have wrought it to a yieldingnefs 
“That thewsit fine but makes itnot weigh lefs, 
Accurft are thofe Conrt-sophifters who fay 
When Princes yield, Subjects no more obey. 
Madam, you that ftudied Heaven and Times 
Know there is Punifhment, and there are Crimes. 
You are become (which doth augment your ftate}) 
The Judges Judge, and Peoples Advocate : 
Thefe are your Triumphs which (perhaps) may be 
_ (Yet Triumphs have been tax’d for Cruelty ) 
- Efteem’d both juftand mercifully good: 
_ Though what you gain with Tears, coft others Blood. 


age 


PROLOGWVE, 
| : To the unfortunate Lovers. 


\ 


é 7 Ere you but halfe fo humble to confefs, 

Pa \V As you are Wife, to know your Happinefs ; 

Our Author would not grieve to fee you fit 

_ Ruling with fuch unqueftion’d pow’r his Wit : 

How happy were I, could I ftill retain 

+My Loyalty to him, yet fairly gain 

Your kind opinion by revealing now 

_ The caufe of that great Storm which clouds his Brow, 

~ And his clofe murmurs, which fince meant to you, 

Tcannotthink, or mannerly, or true? 

Well; Ibegin tobe refolv’d, and let’ 

_ My melancholly Tragick Monfieur fret 5 

Let him the feveral harmlefs weapons ufe 

Of that all-daring trifle, call’d his Mufe ; 

Yet Vleinform you what this very day 

Twice before witnefs, I have heard him fay 5 

_ Whichis, that you are grown exceflive proud 5 

Sinceten times more of Witthen was allow’d, 
Your filly Anceftors in twenty year, 

You think, in two fhort hours to {wallow here. 

For they to Theaters were pleas’d to come, 

_ Fre they had din’d, to take up the beft Room: 

There fit on Benches not adorn’d with Mats, 

And gracioufly did vail their high-crown’d Hats 

 Toevery halfe-drefs'd Player, ashe ftill | 

Through Hangings peep’d to feethe Gall ries fill. 

Good eafie judging Souls, with what delight 

_/ They would expect a Jigg or Target-Fight, 

__ A furious Tale of Troy which they ne’r thought 

. Was weakly Writ, if it were ftrongly Fought: 

- Laught at a Clinch, the fhadow of a Jeft, 

And cry’d, A paffimg good one I proteft | 

Such dull and humble-witted People were 
Even your Forefathers, whom we govern‘d here: 
And fuch had you been too, he fwears, had not 
The Poets taught you to unweave a Plot. 
S¥i29now 


To 


Bane Stated Beko 
300 Poems on feveral Occafions, 


oe 


To trace the winding-Scenes, and to admit 

What was true Senfe, not what did found like Wit. 
They arm’d youthus, againft themfelves to fight, 
Made ftrong and mif{chievous from what they write: 
You have been lately highly feafted here: 

With two great Wits who grac'dour Theatre: 

But, ifto feed you, often with delight, 

Will more corrupt then mend your appetite 5 
Hevows toute you, which he much abhors, 

As othersdid, your homely Anceftors. 


EPILOGVE. 


Ur Poet in his fury hath profeft, 
. | Yet gravely,, with his Handupon his Breaft, 
That he will never with to fee us thrive, 
If by an humble Epzlogue we {trive 
To court from you that priviledge to day 
Which you fo long have had todamme a Play; 
*Las, Gentlemen, he knows, to cry Plays down 
Is half the bufinefs Termers have in Town 
And fiithe reputation of their Wit grows {trong 5 
As they can firftcondemn, though right or wrong. 
Your Wivesand Countrey-friends may Power exact 
To find a fault or two in every Act: 
But you, by his confent, moft kindly thall 
Enjoy the priviledge to rail at all: 
A happy freedom, which you love no lefs 
Then Money, Health, good Wine, or Mittreffes 5 
And he, he hopes ( when Age declines his Wit 
From this our Stage, to fitand rule the Pit ) 
Shall cruelly aflume a Charter firme. 
As yours, to kill a Poetewry Term. 
And though he never had the confidence, 
To tax your judgmentin his own defence, 
Yetthe next night, when you your Money fhare, 
He’l fhrewdly guefs what your opinions are, 


(Ono DRS Sho) CRS eae 
PROLOGVE, 
To the WITS. 


Lefs me you kinder Starrs! How are we throng’d ¢ 
y Alafs! whom hath our harmlefs Poet wrong’d, 
That he thould meet together in one day 
A Seffion, and a Faction at his Play, 
To judge, and to condemne? It cannot be 
Amongtt fo many here, all fhould agree. 
Your expectation too, you fo much raife 
As if you came to wonder, not to praife. 
And this Sir-Poet ( if I e’re have read 
€Euftomes, or Men) ftrikes you, andyour Mufe dead! 


Conceive 


More out of dulnefs then Civility, 
Grow highly pleas’d with our fuccefs to night, 
By thinking both, perhaps, arein the right. 
Such is your pleafant judgements upon Plays, 
Like Par'lels that run ftraight, though fev’ral ways, 


EPILOGUE. 


a7 He bus’nes of this Epilogue, is now 
-f Tofmooth and ftroke the wrinkles from each brow 3: 
To guide feverer Judgments Cif we cou’d 
~ Be wife enough ) untill they thought all good 
Which they perhaps diflikes and fure, this were 
Anover-boldnefs, rais'd from too much fear, 
“Youhave a freedom: which younow may ufe, 
To raife our youthful Poet and his Mufe ” 
With akinddoom; who will tread boldly then, © 
In newer Comick-Socks, this Stage.agen. 


s EPITAPH 


On Mrs. Katherine Crofs buried in France. 


Of fuch a Flow’r(though faln e’re fully blown) 
Aswill when Doom, the Saints firft{pring, appears 
Be {weet as thofe which Heavens choice Bofom wears, 

Sweeter in wither’d death then frefh Flow’rs are 5 

And through Deaths foul, and frightful vizard fair: 

As calm in Life as others in Deaths thade - or 

So filent that her Tongue feem’d only made 

For Precepts, weigh’d as thofe in wifeft Books : 

Yetnought that filence loft us, for herlooks —__ 

Perfwaded more then others by theit fpeech: 

Yet more by Deedsthen Words fhe lov'd to teach, 

This fair Flow’rs feed letnone remove till doom 5 

No, though to make fome great dead Princefs room: 


Wo this hallow’d- Ground this Seed is fown 


The 


nt 
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_If you want fire, fetch a fupply, 
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The Worlds Triumphant-Courts preferre high Birth 5 
But Saints in Deaths low Palace under Earth 
May claim chief place, fhe was a ftranger here, 
And born within Opinions giddy Sphear, 

A Land, where many, whilft they are alive, 
Profanely for the ftyle of Saintthip ftrive 

From others, and themfelves as Saints efteem; 
Yet Sainting after Death prophanefs deem, 
Thence, young, fhe from the finful Living fled 
For fafety here among the finlefs Dead. 

Near to this blefled ftrangers lowly Tomb 

Who dares for Neighborhood prefume'to come ? 
Unlefs, as her Religious Profelyte, 

Her Mother challenge a juft Tenants right. 


SONG. Fs. “on 
To a dreadful Tune. 


iF 
7 Ou Friends and Furies come along, 
ay With Tron Crow and maffie Prong 5 
Come, drag your Shackles and draw near 5 
To ftirre a huge old Sea-coal Cake, 


- Which in our hollow Hell did bake, 


Many a thoufand thoufand year. 


, 2. 

In fulph’rous Broth Terews hath boil’d, 

Bafted with Brimftone, Tarquin hath broil’d’. 
Long, long enough, then make more room ! 

Like, {moaky Flitches hang them by aft 

Upon our footy Walls to dry, tip Fete e 
A greater Ravifher is come. rio 


Froth Ztva and Puteol2 ! , ‘a 

Yet ftay awhile, you need not ftirre, : 2 
Since if his glowing Etes fhall chance, 
To caft on Proferpine a glance, es 
Heis fo hot, he'll ravith her. _ 


i a," J 
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The PLOTS.. 


ve 
NTill, (till anew Plot, or at leaft an old Trick 5 
S We Englifh were wont to be fimple and true ; 
But ev'ry Man now is a Florentine nick, 
A little Pere-Fofeph, or great Richeliew, 


a: 
Babels proud Miftrels, who in Rome ftill doth Rant, 
(To call her a Whore, werecourfe and uncivil) 
About fifty years fince, by Fawzx, her Gallant, 
Did appear in a Plotas black as a Devil. , 
3. This. 


Never 


| e 
This Plot was, though cruel, yet very concife ; 
And without flow degrees of melting the Crown, 
Had diffolv’d both the King and Lords ina trice, 
Which Calvins dull Coufens were long pulling down, 
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4- , 
Some feventeen years fince, in a Town beyond Tweed, 
(Which, like Fasx his Lanthorne, with Plots became dark) 
Thefe John’s of Geneva cevoutly agreed, 
fo make aLay-fire of a Spiritual! Spark. 


5. 
As Wolves love a Flock, thefe love a filly throng 5 
Like Wolves too they howl, when they go to devout; 
They fall on the weak, whilftthey fawn on the {trong 5 
And teach no fubje@ion but only of pow’r, 
6 


“O're Tweed their fhort Caffacks they brought in fmall Packs ; 
. _ And fearing the Learn’d, they thought of returning 5 
But difguis’d in no Cuffs, in Greafe, and in Blacks, 

Our Prelates did take them for Butchers in Mourning. 


5 Pale 
For to kill, kill, and kill, wasalltheir kind Errant; 
(From good Shepheards toSheep, incredible news) 
But they from the Prophets did thew us a Warrant, 
~ Two thoufand years 1G and confign’d to the Jews, 


They took us for Jews by the foul marks of fin, 

And woud be themfelves as thofe Prophets efteem’d, 
Whole miracles brought their Authority in5 | 
Which elfe by the World,had but madnefs been dean’d, 


9- 
They Miracles promis’d, but thew’d us not any 3 
Unlefs this were one of a wonderful fort, 
That with folittle Wit they foonmade {6 many, 
Great Fools in the City, and Knavesin the Court, 


10, 
With the credulous Sex they firft did begin; 
Even from the mellow Miftrefs tothe green Maiden 5 
Yet on Men they prevail’d not till they call’din — 
The vehement Knippers, and hot Johns of Leyden. 


II. 
From Lanes and dark Allys, obfcurely this Throng, ; 
Like the Common-fhore crept, which underground paffes 
~ But rofe in a Torrent fo high and fo ftrong, 
That Calvin’s meek Sons fear’d the Banks of their Claffes — 


12, 
They call’d them tocry down the Bifhops and Deans, 
Not thinking poor Saints, that liv’d bare and preacht odly, 
Without Gowns or Latin, could aim at the means, 
Ordain’d to fupport the Sir-Polls of the Godly. 


| 13. 
To ftill them the Claffes prevail’d with the Peers 
(Barons true to the Throne, as Greece to great Sander) 
That their Latine Companions, who feven Hundred years 
. Had {ate in their Houfe, fhould betake them to wander. 
Qq Yer 
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14. 
Yet could not the Leydens abate their fierce looks, 


Till thortly, Cathedrals, fome promis’d, thould down 3 "] 


The Nefts, asthey thought of Canonical Rooks 
Who fharkt on the People much more then the Crown, 
15. 
Agen to allay them, they promift them leave, 
For freedom ofconfciences. which with them is no more, 
Then to fpeak and’ maintain what e’re they conceive : 
As aSpiritual-Mine to blow up Lay-powr! 


16. 
This Rabble of Rulers, or rather Rule-quellers, 
Sent out by the City, were calmly fent back 5 
Some up to their Garrets , fome down totheir Sellers, 


Whilft in Weftminfter {torms, Whitehal went to wrack, * 


17. 
whitebal fold thofe {torms which Wefiminjter bought, 
As cheaply, Heaven knows, as Laplanders {ell’em 5 


But although quickly rayfe'd., yet being high wrought, 


Court Witches could no more then Laplanders quell’em ~ 


I ° 
We fear'd not the Scots from the High-land, nor Low-lands . 
Though fome of their Leaders did craftily brave us, 
With boafting long Service in Rafe and in Poland, 
And with their fierce breeding under Guftavas. 
19. 
Not the Tales of their Combats; more ftrange then Romances 
Nor Sandy's {crew’d Cannon did ftrike us with wonder} 
Nor their Kettle-Drums founding before their long Launces 5 
But scottifo-Court-whifpers ftruck furer then Thunder. 


20. 
A while for the Kirke, they. were rude, loud, and hot, 
As are (under favour) our Courfe Englifh Gentry, 
But when this knack Spiritual grew a Lay-Plot, 
They whifper’d like Lovers hid in a dark Entry. 
25% 
Each Three drunken Comrades a Junto was grown 3 
And talkt no more loud of Brifack, or Cafall, 
But whifper’d how Exgland might {trait be theit own ; 
By a Covenant devout, as Catlins Caball, _ - 
a2. 
At the Court-Game, Revenge; which at Court never ends, 
Some Englifh like Scots fet deep at the Cafter 5 
And to blow up a Foe who threw at fome Friends, 
Stak’t boldly Three Kingdoms, befide a kind Matter, 
2 


Now Plot upon Plot was defignrd every houre, 
And Mine.after Mine, was inceflantly wrought 5 
To take in the Court, the decay'd Fort of Pow’, 
Which by Traytors within to Parly was brought. 


aan 
A King feems to ftand bare, ait never Crown’d, 
Who Treats with His Subjects when Enemies grown 
And when Subjects Treat Arm’d, if then they compound, 
They, in ftead of His Foes, become more their own, 


95, But 


: Never before Prin ted ; 


ae 


ae: 
But now the Befiegers had Plots much aflunder, 
The Peersat the Breach, bid the Commons firft venturé 
For Freedomand Truth, that they for the plunder, 
To pay publick Faith, might at laft fafely enter, 
26. 


But the Commons to try ifthe Barons were bold, 
And durft quite deftroy what they would but reform, 
Said, by Treaty to takeit, would thew their Zeal cold, 
Therefore bade them affift to force it by ftorm. 


. 24. 
This Storm was diverted bya pretty {mall plot 5 
The publick defigne was particular grown 5 
For a few of each houfe were met ina knot, 
To flack the State intereft and faften their own, 


Suug as a Prologue when the faithful Shepherdefs 
was Prefented. 


. Prieft, 

Broyling Lamben Paz’s chief Altar lies, 

A My Wreath, my Cenfor, Virge, and Incenfe by : 
But I delay’d the precious Sacrifice, 
To fhew thee here a gentler Deity. 
Nymph. 

_ Nor was Ito thy Sacred Summons flow, 
Hither Icame{wift as the Eagles wing, 
_ Or threat’ning Shaft from vext Diava’s Bow, 

_ Pan fends his offering to this Iflands King. 

Prieft. 
Blefs then that Queen whofe Eies have brought that light 
Which hither led and ftays him here 5 
He now doth fhine within her Sphear, 
And mutt obey her Scepter half this night. 
Nymph. 

- Sing we fuch welcomes as fhall make her {way 
Seem eafie to him, though it laft till day. 
a . Chorus of both, 

Welcome as Peace to wealthy Cities when 
Famine and Sword have left more Graves then Men 5 
As Spring to Birds, or Phebws to the old 
Poor Mountain A4x{covite congeal’d with cold 5 
As Shore to Pilots ina fafe-known Coatt, 
Their Cards being broken and their Ruudders loft. 


Qq 2, Epitaph: 
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- EPITAP H. 
On Mr. Jobn Sturmy. 


Eader, here Sturmy liess which being known 
R Thou canft not fuffer him to lie alone; 
For when thou ftudy’ft well what thou fhalt Read, 
Thou, putting off thy Flefh, wilt come to Bed. 
Graves from out Bedsno other diff’rence have, . 
But that our quiet'ft re{t is in the Grave : 
In Graves, even when il] made, we never ake 5 
jn eafi'{t Beds we {tart, and turn, and wake. 
But this difcourfe, to fhew where he does lie, 
(Praifing his eafe in Death, to makethee dye) 
[snot fo wife and needful, as to tell 
How much he others did in Life excel: 
For fo, thou, by the Pattern he did give, 
Mayft for the publick good, think fit to live. 
Though sturmy wasderiv'd fromancient Race, 
Though to his Birch his Courage gave a grace 5 
Yet was he not ingag’d in haughty Wars, 
Bur bufy’d in the Citys humble cares : 
Liv’d quictin-a fad and furious Age, - 
When Valour every where did {well to Rages 
When Juftice with the Sword was fain to fence 
Ata clofe Guard to refcue Innocence. 
He therefore laid his quiet Courage by, - 
Becaule too weak to ftrive with deftiny. 
So plainly juft, as kept him {afe from ftrife 5 
Still kind to all, but kindeft to his Wife : 
Who being of his company bereft 
Does daily feek him in his Pledges left - 
Two Pledges left to pay her that efteem 
Which, for herufe, his love had pay’d to them. 
In ripeft years, his mind did fecretly 
} Confume his Body, which made hafte to dye, 
Confum’d with grief, to fee the publick crimes, 
He dy’d,as thou fhould’ft wifely do, betimes, 


Mafter Serjeaut's Clients 
To the Noble Widow. 


Ou, Madam, are handfome, prudent and witty, 

Our Serjeant, alas, too fadly does know it 5 
But, if you can havea paflion of pity, 

His Clients,in troth,muft perfwade you to fhowit. 


a 
He once had a Tongue fo tharp and fo pliant, 
That thofe who provoktit, quickly were undone 5 
More Brains then would ferve the head ofa Giant ; 
Or allthe Haranguers of Par¥s and London. 


- 


pe 
ener 


3. Thefe 
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Thefe once were the Gifts his. Clients have joy’d ins 
. Now wildly he looks, then ftraite he turnes ftupid: 
His cafe and our cafe is alter’d, quoth Ploydin 5 
He pleads not for Clients, but talks of one Cupid, 


Ae 3 
A Lad of renowne, and ftill-a great Leader 
Through Lobbys of Court, where he whifpers to all ; 
~ But the Devil ne’r thought to, find him a, pleader, } 
: And whifp’ring our Serjeant in Weftminfter-Hall. 


He turnes our Law-Cafes to Cafes of Love; 
Demurrers, like Widowes delayes, he does dread; 
Injunctions are things for a Rivall to move 5 
But when he joynes iflue it brings him.to bed, 
6 SEO 


All the Legends of love we foon may believe 
Who watch the amours of this our learned Grandi 
He now reads the Poets, and {tudies to grieve, 
By quoting the fighs in de arte amandi. 


7. r 

“Good Madam, unlefs fome miftery lie in’t, 

And Widowes fee farther then a Cafuift fees, 
Difmifs our great Pleader, now grown your Client 5 

, But fend him not home till he payes you his Fees. 


To my Friend Mr. Ogilby, 
Upon the Fables of Atop Parapbras'd in Verfe. 


When God in Temples dwelt not, but in Hearts, 
When Men might Teachers by their deeds believe, 
When Power rob’d none, nor Science did deceive 5 
"Nor foaring Thought wildly to Heaven did fly, 
~ Searching Records which in Gods Clofet lie ; 
“To know (fince none like God eternal were ) 
How his dominion could at firft appeare ? 
- Prefuming, he nor honor had nor {way 
~ Before fome liv’d to worfhip and obey. 
~ Vaine thought! could Man doubt God was e’re alone, 
Whofe feverall being to himfelf were known ? 
Or, if he Power could want, it muft but be’ — 
Becaufe he could not make fit Companie 
Totend his own perfections ; which were more 
Then now beft Soules can perfectly adore: 
Or could he, if alone, feele want of {way _ 
- Who Worlds could make, and make thofe Worlds obay ? 
For what he fince created argues more 
His Love of doing good then love of Pow’r. 
Nor fo could God miftake, as to believe 
- That to be honour which his Creatures give3.. 


T Empires Childhood, and the dawne of Arts, 


Nor 
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Nor could he then, fince honour is refpec, 

Want honor till himfelf he did neglect , 

For if it might be faid, he was alone, 

Yet to himfelf his Excellence was known 5 

Which was fo great, that if himfelf could raife 

His honour higher with his own juft praife, 

He was himfelf his own abundant Theme, 

And only could himfelf enough efteeme. 

But thefe vex thoughts, which Schooles unquiet make; 

And like to madnefs keep their Soules awake, 

Took reft, and flept, in infancy of Time, 

And with feal’d eyes did never upward climbe. 
To ftudy God, God's Student, Man, was made 3 

To read him as in Natures Text convay'd 

Not as in Heaven, but as he did defcend 

To Earth, his eafier Book; where, to fufpend 

And fave his Miracles, each little Flower, 

And lefler Fly, fhews his familiar power. 

Then ufefully the Studious World was wife, 

Not learn’d , as now in ufelefs fubtilties. 

Truth, naked then, not arm’d with Eloquence, 

Walk’d fafe, becaufe all rofe in her defence. 

But now the graveft Schools, through Pride contend; 

And Truth awhile, at laft themfelves defend. 

So vext is now the World with Mifteries, 

‘ Since prouder Mindes dreft Truth in Arts difguife 5 
And {o Serene and Calme was Empire then, 
Whilft Statefmen ftudy’d Beafts to govern Men. 
Accurlt be Zgypt's Priefts, who firftthrough Pride 
And Avarice this common Light did hide: 

To Temples did this Morall Text confine, 

And madeit hard, to make it feeme Divine: 

In Creatures formes a fancy’d Deity 3 

They drew, and rais’d the Myfterie fo high, 

As all to reach it did require their aid 5 

For which they were, as hir'd Expounders, pay’d. 

This Clouded Text, which but to few was known, 

In time grew darker, and was read by none; 

So weak of Wing is Soaring Myftery 5 

And Learning’s light goes out, when held too high : 
But bleft be Zfop, whom the wife adore, 

Who this dark Science did to light reftore 5 

Which though obfcur’d, when rais’d and made Divine, 

Yet foon did in his humble Moralls fhine. 

For that which was by Art for Profit hid, 

And to the Laitie, as to Spies, forbid, 

He, as the hirelefs Prieft of Nature, brought 

From Temples, and her dettrine freely taught 5 

Whilft even to Beafts, Men, blufhing, feem’d afham’d 

That Men by Beafts he counfell’d and reclaim’d. 
Bleft be our Poet too! whofe Fire hath made 

Grave Z/fop warme in Deaths detefted fhade. 

Though Verfes are but Fetters deem’d by thofe 


Who endlefs journeys make in wandring Profes 
Yee 


Yet in thy Verfe, methinks, I op fee > 800 oom 
Lefs bound than when Kis Mafter made him. free? 
So well thou fitt’ft the meafure of his Minde, ° 4) 
Which, though the Slave, his body, wereconfin’d; |! 
Seem’d, as thy Wit, {till unconftrain’d, and :young;):0 
And like thy numbers eafie, and as ftrongs : 

Or as thy Mufe inher Satyrick ftrain 

Doth {pare the perfon, whilft the Vice is flain, | 

So his rebukes, though fharp, were kind and grave} 
Like Judges, chiding thofe whom they would fave, 

Thus fince your equall Souls {o well agree,’ 

T needs muft paint his Minde in drawing thee; 

Be both renown’d! and whilft you Nature Preach, 

May Art ne’r raife your Text above our reach. 

Your Moralls will (they are fo fubr'ly plain) 
“Convince the fubtile, and the Simple gaine 5. 

So pleafant too, that we more pleafure take 
(Though only pleafure doth our Vices make) 

To hear our Sins rebuk’d with fo'much Wit, 

Than er’e we took when thofe we did commit. 

Laws do in vaine with force our wills invade 5 
Since you can Conquer when you but Perfwade, 


CopsafSexOQisNo Gt volte 
To Two Lovers Condentn’'d to die. 
: , ; Ie ¥ ca 7 
H draw your Curtains'and’appeare ! 
O You ftraite like Sparks muft upward flys 


Whilft we but vainly fay, you were, 
So foon you'll vanith from the Eye. 


as 
And to what Starr both are affign’d 3arig 
. ( For fure you can’t divided be) 7 
A Lovers Art can never find. 

It puzles wife Aftrology. 


To Mr. Edward Laurence. 


To guefs their comforts from enfuing day 3 
So have I watcht thy early youth, to know 

| ‘How much the World may tothy Manhood owe : 
And find thy Life 1s.10, her entrance'cleeré, > 

As was the Suns new face in his firft Spheare 5 
Ere yet his beames thofe Clouds’aid Mitts haddrawne, 

Which fince mutt ferve for Cyprefs'and for Lawne 
To younger Wits, when he, from Lakes and ‘Woods, 
» Exhales for fick Anvora. Vayles and Hoods, 


: § fome, with care, the porns looks furvay, 


Yet 
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Yet as the glorious Sun could not proceed» hai 
Cleare in his Courfe, but did on vapours feed 5 
As his excefs of Juftre is the caufe,. 
That o’re his face thofe dark’ning Maskes he drawes; 
So, fince your Morne inglory is begun, : 
Your Noone muft through exhal’d contagions run 5. 
Through mifts of common breath, corrupt and crude, 
Made of the cenfuresof the Multitude; 
And through thofe Clouds which ever rife and {well 
When Envy would o’reaft thofe that excell. 
If mighty vertue, like the Chymifts Stone, 
Breed bufie Spys and dangers where ’tis known; 
And fhould be thyly hid from States, who lefs 
Then private Mindesendure a brave excefs. 
If Giant-Vertue, the Crowds Monfter. bes 
Not, that they difproportion in it fee, 
But onely therefore it offends their Eyes, 
Becaufe ‘tis good above the vulgar fize 5 
If fo, then think it not your vertues floath, e 
When the awhile delayes her purposd growth 5 
Till you confult, not only what to grow, 
But of that fruit, how much ‘tis fit to fhow. 
And though IJ have no vertue, by whofe force 
I Pilot-like, might dare to guide your Gourfes 
Yet being old ( though but a Paflenger 
That have a little markt, how others fteere) 
I may fufpect where Rocks in ambufh ftand, 
And guefs at fhallowes of deceitfull fand5 
Which of my Art noilluftrationsare | 
To recommend my judgment, but my care... 
Allow me then, the noble toyle to find. . ; 
The greateft conduct of each greater Mind. 
That Fame in her authentick Roles hath read 5 
~ In which the Living may confult the dead 5 
And a Record, and Prophecy may ;fee, 
Of what the Heroes were, and thou fhalt be. 


EPITHALAMIUM. 


The morning afier the Marriage of the Earl of Barymore 
with Mrs. Martha Laurence. 


I., 


Or elfe we hear wilde Notes when Poets Sing 5 
Loves pleafant Priefts. who teach the World to wooe. 
Nor can'they want Difcretions Light - 
To follow Love's moft fecret Flight; 
For they are grave, ey his Council too. 


- 


A Dover ge high and mighty T hing ! 


~ ge Bue 


\ 


ons = 
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But if a Lover fo important be >>. 

‘That halfhis Dreames may fill a Hiftory, 

Then mult a Bridegroomes Title higher founds 
Who firft a feather’d Lover 1s, 
And then flies upward tothe blifs .. . 

Ofbeing a victorious Lover crown'd, 


; 3: ; 
But if a Bridegroome be fo crown’d a Thing 
(For more then Lover-is not lefsthen King) 
~ How glorious is the Bride who gives that Crown? 
For though fhe cannot well depofe | 
- The Sov’raign Prince whom the has chofe, 
Yet fhe awhile can kill him with.afrown. 


a ° Ae 
A Bridegroome and a Bride, Loyes King and- Queen, 
_ Fame fayes, are now at Court, and tobe feen 5 
‘And other profp’rous Lovers, though but few, 
= And Poets, but they-bear. no fway.5 
-.- And this, O coftly operat yoy) 0 bo 
_ Thou, fatally, canft witnelfsto betrue. «= ) ,|. | 


oor ‘ 5. 3 
Iwill to Court, and Fame thall be my Guide : 
But thou, fantaftick Fame, canft nothing hides... 
~ And J aloof in fhade would follow thee so. 
Fame therefore Jeavethy Trumpet here, ; 

. To which all liften, with fome fearel;._ | 
For it does praife but few, and cannot me. 
. 6 


_Vaine Guide! the whifpers-every fool fhe meets 5, 

® And makes her ftops and turnings in the Streets, 
"Which are the Peoples durty Galleries, 
Hence ! leaft we reach the Court too Jate! 

P For little fleep does ferve the State; 

And Pow’r, the dublick Scout, needs watchful Eyes. 


yi 
if. 7s 
“Ae laft, to Hywens Chamber we are come, 
__ After our heedful walks through every Roomes 
Where many caft and cancell’d Lovers ftay 5 
we Who envy'd this triumphant night 5 
ae 8 And therefore came ere it was light 
— Inhafte, to tell the Bridegroome it was day, 
st 9 


Awake faire Bride! and be your Bridegroomes dawne ! 
Break through your Curtaines, Clouds, and Mifts of Lawne. 
Like op’ning Buds your early fweetsdifclofe ! 
+ ~~ Though froward Winter now growes old, 
; And coughs aloud with taking cold, 
Be thou calme Jue, and our unfolded Rofe. 


agp 
But being now difplay’d, What guilt is thine,» 
That, like the Morne, thou doft in blufhes fhine > 
 Rofes, the Morne, and you, areinnocenti: 
And, asin blufhes you agree, 
So are you the undoubted Three 
Phat have alike no reafon to repent. Rr 


19. Lhow 
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| Tole. 
Thou Bridegroome, noble in thy Minde as Blood, 
Haft Honour's flame to light thee foon to good : 
But Honour waites as Page behinde thy Bride. * 
Thou muft, to match her vertue, be” 
Humble and harmlefs tooas fhe 5 
And from griev’d Lovers all her beauties hide,’ - 
BI.. 
Draw not her Curtaines yet nor rife to boaft 
What bleffings thou haft gain’d; and they have loft : 
But, free from mifchief, fleep awhile, and dreame 
How kind and loyal fhe will be, 
Whilft fafter fhe imagines thee 
The Lovers Pattern, and the Poets Theam. | 
1:2; ‘ 
Arife, arife! you muft not undertake 
To think in fleep all I fhould fpeak awake, 
Or Hywexs Priefts in bleflings can exprefs. 
| The World you know not’yet; nor fee 
What will with it and youagree: 
I am his Prieft, and thus have learnt to blefs, 
£28 ga 
Firft, may thofe interwithes you did make | | 
In dream (though you fublim’d them when awake) fe 
And may tho(e ftrange perfections which the Bride i ai 
(Lifting her Snowy hands) did erave 
To glorify what both would have, 
Be all by Hymens policy deny’d. ‘ 
. TA. 


For Hymens Common-weale cannot difpence - 
In private with Monarchick excellence, 
When fingularly good you ftrive to be 

Then will the marry’d Populace 

Cry, Libertie ! and foon deface 
Your vertue to preferve their Vices free. 

icy 

And, though the Ermines whitenefs be his grace, | 
Yet it provokes the Hunter to the Chace | | 
So an exceflive purity of Love 

Unarmes you to invite offence,’ 

And for a Prey keeps Excellence, 
You muft acquaint the Serpent with the Dove. 

‘ 16. 

Next, may your Loves fweet Pledges prove but few 5 
For how can many grow fo good as you? 
Or rather, Hymen kindly grant that none, 

Though of. your own witht Progenie, 

May to your {elves fo equal be 
In vertue as to fecond your renowne, 


igt 
For who can fuch a cautious Envy blame 
As grieves that any one, though of your name, 
Should wholly equall you in future dayess 
And {o a theam to Poets be 
By which they foon might equall me, 
And get a flourifhing Eftate of Bayes? 18. But 
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‘s 18. 
Buthow, {weet Bride, can envy ere fuppofe 
A Rofe-Tree budding fhould not bear a Rofe > 
Or that thy vertuous Mother bore not thee, 
Or that thy noble Father cou’d 
To any others truft his blood 
But {uch as thy excelling Brothers be> 


. 19. 
Here then let my fantattick bleffings ceafe. 
Igiveyouliberty your felvesto blefs, 
Whilft Hyexs bufie Priefthood [ lay down. 
A Poet has not power toadd |. 
To that perfection which you made 
When both your wifhes joyn’d to make you one, - 
N 20; : 
Fame, fhake thy Wings! and ftraite prepare to fly 5 
Icame not here to write a Hiftory. — 
Nor canI ftay, though thou art loth to move, 
A This Court is thy moft proper Spheare; 
a For thou mayft found the triumps here. 
OF mighty Warrieurs, andof mighty Love. 


a 21. Me ss 

- Thofe are the Songs that keep the World:awake. 
"Stay then, and I will fend thy Trumpet back; 
_ Which civilly I made thee leave | ehinde: 
ia Thy courted looks, if feen with me, 
E Would wither, and thy Mufick be. 
But wandring blafts of the unheeded winde., 


. Th DREAMER’ 


8. Mr. George ‘Porter. : 


, ‘T. ‘ 
70 Vidtor, when in Battel fpent, 
1S When he at night afleep doth lie, ; 
_ Richin a Conquer’d Monarchs Tent, 
Ere had {o vaine a dreame as I. 


iy 25) 
. ‘Me-thought I {aw the early’ft thade, | 
___ And {weetef that the Spring can {pread 3 
OF Jefmyn, Bry’res and Woodbine eal 
And there I faw Clorinda dead, ; 


ee, 2. 
Though dead the lay, yet could I fee 
No Cyprefs nor no mourning Ewe 3 
Nor yet the injur’d Lovers Tree; % 
__ No Willow near her Coffin grew, 


: ie he, 
But all fhew’d unconcern’d to be; 
Asif juft Nature there did ftrive 
To feemas pittilefs as the 
Was to her Lover whenalive, 
Rr2 g- And 


Wi sy 


3 
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a 


ee ee 


5. 
Andnow methought I loft all care 
In lofing her 5 and wasas free 
AsBirds let loofe into the Ayre, _ 
Or Rivers that are got i Sea. 


Methought Loves Monarchy was gone 
' A nd whilft Elective Numbers {way 
Our choice and change makes Pow r our own, 
And thofe Court us whom we obey. 


7: 
Yet foon, now from my Princefs free, 
[ rather frantick grew then glad : 
For Subjedts, getting liberty, 
Got but a Licence to ES mad. 


Birds that are long in Cages aw'd, y 
If they get out, a while will roame, 
But ftraite want skill to live abroad, 
Then pine and hover near their home. 
9 
And tothe Ocean Rivets run ; 
From being pent in Banks of Flowers, 
Not knowing that th’exhaling Sun - 
Will fend them back in weeping fhowers, 
10. 
Soon thus for pride of Liberty %, 
I low defires of bondage found 3 
And vanity of being free. 
Bred the difcretion to be bound. 
11. 
But as dull Subjects fee too late “6 
Their fafety in Monarchal Reign, 
Finding their freedome in a State 
Is but proud ftrutting in a Chaine. 
bye 
Then growing wifer, when undone, _ 
In Winters nights fad Stories fing 
In praife of Monarchs long fince gone, 
To whom their Bells they yearly Ring. 
I 


So now I mourn’d that the ie dead, 
Whofe fingle pow’r did govern me, 
And quickly was by reafon led 
To find the harm of liberty, 
pig 
In Loves free State where many fway, 
Number to change our Hearts prepares, 
And but one Fetter takes away, 
To lay a world of handfome fnares, 
Ge 
And J, Loves Secretary now, j 
(Ray‘d in my dreame to that grave ftile) 
The dangers of Loves State to fhowe,' 
Wiote to the Lovers of this ffle. 
16. For 


/ 


a = > — =~ ~ — os z — 
Never before Printed. 
16. 
For Lovers correfpond, and each, 
Though, states-man like, he th’other hate, 
Yet flily one another teach 
By civil Love to fave the State, 
* | : 17. 
And, as i interreigne men draw 
Pow’r to themfelves of doing right, 
When generous reafon, not the Law, 
| hey think reftraines their appetite. 
18 


Even fo the Lovers of this Land 
(Loves Empire in Clorinda gone ) 
Thought they were quit from Loves command, 
And beauties World was all their own. 
19> 
But Lovers ( who are Natures beft 
Old Subjects) never long revolt 
They foon in Paffions Warr contett 
Yet in their March foon make a halt, 


20. 
And thofé ( when by my Mandates brought 
Near dead Clorinda) ceaft to boatt 
Of freedome found, and wept for thought © 
| Of their delightful bondage foft. NM 
ai. : (Gi 
‘And now the day to night was turn’d,) 
Or fadly nights clofe Mourning wore 5 — 
All Maids for one another, mourn’d, 
That Lovers now could love no more, 
| 22. 
All Lovers quickly did perceive 
i They had on Earth no more to doe 
But civilly to ake their leave 
As worthys that to dying goe, 
23 


And now all Quires her Dirges fing ; 
In fhades of Cyprefs, and of Ewes 
The Bells of evry Temple ring, 
Where Maids their wither’d Garlands ftrew 
; 24. 
‘To fuch extreames did forrow rife 
| That it tranfcended {peech and forme 3 
And was fo loft to Eares and Eves 
As Seamen finking in a ftorme, 
, ey 
My Soul, in fleeps foft fetters bound, 
Did now for vital freedome {trive 3 
And ftrait, by horror wak’t, I found 
; The fair Clorinda ftill alives 
/ 26. 
Yet thestomebutfucha Light 
As are the Stars to thofe who know 
We can at moft but guefs their height, 
And hope they minde us here below. 


To 
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To the Earle of Monmouth. : 
Upon his tranflation of Bentivoglio. 


Could {trily governe all, yet none difpleafe, 
Were fuch as cherifht Learning 3 not becanfe at ach 
It wrapt in rev’renc’d Miftery the Lawes, 

Nor that it did the Nobles civillize, 

But rather that it made the People wife; 

Who found by reading Story ( where we fee 

What the moft knowing were, or we fhould be) + oo. eal 

That Peace breeds happinefs, and onely they 

Breed Peace, who wifely any Pow’r obey. 

Books much contribute tothe Publick good, 

When by the People eas'ly underftood 3 

But thofe who drefs them in a Forraigne Tongue 

Bring Meate incover’d Plate tomake Men long. 

Whilft thofe who Foraigne Learning well tranflate 

Serve plaine Meate up, and in uncover’d Plate. , 

This you have done my Lord! which only thowes 

Fiow free your Minde in publick Channels flowes, 

But if that good to which fome memare borne ... 

Doe lefs then good acquir’d our Names adorne. |. AS 

\The ceafelefs nature of your kindnefsthen, 9.) 5 jy 

(Still ready to informe unlanguag’d Men ) 

Deferves lefs praife, if rightly underftood, —— 

Then does your judgment how todo Men good: 

Which none can value at too highsa rate, : 

Judging the choice of Authors you tranflate,- ,,, 


"To who could rule the Ancient World with eafe, % 


: pas NT, . fu ; 
EPITAPH ‘ 7 
Ox the Daughter of Mr. Richard Turpin. , 3 


Tript from her Silks and Lawnes here lies 
S The joy and wonder of all Eyes, 42, ai 
Should I reveale, in what a {weet ; . 

And juft confent, her formes did meet 
Thou wouldft believe (the Story heard ) 
Nature her felf Jay here interr’d, 

And ali fueceeding white and red 

Will feeme complexion of the Dead, 
And ever infuccefsful prove, 

Whilft Lovers know not where to Love, 


To Edward Earl of Dorfer. 


H, What are Poets ? Why is that great Law 
A Conceal’d, by which their numbers feek to awe 
The Soulesof Mens Poets! whom love of Praife 
A Miftrefs (mile, or a {mall Twigg of Bayes, ey 
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Can lift to fuch a pride as {trait they dreame 
The Worlds chiefe care is to confider them. 5 
Of this fond race (my Lord) am IT; who think 
( fince your rich Wine did purify my Ink.) 5. , fel 
Though you were nobly fummon’d now tosfight. . 
In fingle refcue of a Nations right, ot! 
“Or chofen now, with popular applaufe,,, +s é 
To multiply, or elfe to alter Lawes, ; 
Yet you fhould ftay to tread the Lifts, or fit 
InCounciil, till you read what Ihave writ: 
To this preftumptuous glory am f grown, , 
Since you adorn’d my Mufe and made her known. 
And to thistrouble you your felf betray. 
By planting ftill new Nurferies of Bay. 
But happy he that can fecurely pleafe 
His courfer Soul with ignorance and eafe; ,; 
That knowes nomore of Nature then what yields 
Growth to his Hearas, and Summer to his Fields. 
That Studies Art but for his wooing Cloathes 
Whofe Country-Courage is his hunting Oathes. 
“This Man fhall reft untroubled with the feare. 
Leaft orphews ufelefs Sons fhould vex his Fare: 
Whilft you muft fuffer ftill, and all you get, 
By ceafele(s Courtthips from affliding Wit), 
- Jsonly, that when Time fhould. reft his Feet, 
The Windes {hall ceafe to breathe, and Flouds to meet, 
We wifely have refolv’d that your great Name 
‘Shall make the lait difcourfe of Dying Fame, 


VER Word axoweol'l do 
SON G. 
t The Dying *Lover. 


Bi Far Love let me this Evening dy! | 

D O Smile not to prevent it, 

Dead with my Rivals let me ly 5 

Or we fhall both repent it, 

Frown quickly then, and break .my heart; 
That fo my way of dyin 

May, though my life was full of fmart, 
Be worth the Worlds envying. 


2, 

Some, ftriving knowledge to refine, 
____Confume themfelves with thinking 5 
And fome, who Friendfhip Seal in Wine, 

Are kindly kill’d with drinking. 
And fome are Wrackt on th’Izdian Coalt; 
Thither by Gain invited :. 
Some are ia {moak of Battels loft; 
Whom Drums, not Lutes delighted, 


3. Alafs, 
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3. 
Alafs, how poorly thefe depart, 
Their Graves ftill unattended > 
Who dies not of a broken heart, 
Is not of death commended, 
His memory is only {weet , 
«\ All praife and pitty moving, 
Who kindly at his Miftrefs feet 
Does die with over-loving. 


4. 
And now thou frown’ft, and now I die 5 
My Corps by Lovers follow’d 5 
Which ftraite fhall by dead Lovers ly 5 
That Ground is only hallow’d, 
If Priefts are griev 'd, I have a Grave, 
My death not well appreving, 
The Poets my Eftate fhall have + 
To teach them the Art of Loving, © 


5. 
And now let Lovers ring their Bells, 
For me poor Youth departed, 
Who kindly in his love excells 
By dying broken hearted, 
My Grave with Flowers let Virgins ftrow$ 
Which, if thy Teares fall near them, 
May fo tranfcend in Scent and Show, C3 
As thou wilt fhortly weare them, 


Such Flowers how much will Florifts prize, 
Which on a Lover growing, 

Are water’d with his Mittrets eyes, 
With pitty ever flowing. 

A Grave fo deckt, will, though thou art 
Yet fearful to come nie me, 

Provoke thee ftraite to break thy heart, 
And lie downboldly by me. 


we 
Then ev’ry where all Bells thall ring, 

All Light to Darknefs turning, 
Whilft ev’ry Quire fhall fadly fing, 

And Natures felf weare mourning. 
Yet we hereafter may be found, 

By Deftinies right placing, . 
Making, like Flowers, Love under Grotind, | 

- Whofe Rootes are {till embracing. 


In the Perfon of aS py, ; we 
At the Queens Entertainment by the Lord Goring. be 
Now. Daughter of the Sun, reflex of light! - 
The wealth of beauty, and the joy of fight, 


To whom more Praifes I would juftly pay oid Vi ca a 
But that my fhame and grief forbids me ftay. 


Ye 
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Jam no piece of Houthold Poetry , 
~ But would inform you as a loyal {py. 
You are betray’d, and led to fuffer more , 
“Then Death or Age, inflicts upon the poor, 
But how can all my forrows be expreft , 

Since you have ra(hly made the King your Gueft ? 

Alafs, to what”? if Madam, there be found , 
“In all thefpace of this unlucky ground, 

So much as Lady May'refs provide , 

To Feaft the Taffa’tie Sifters of Cheapfide , 

Let it be faid , I liv’d tenyears at Court, 
And want the Wit to managea Report. _ 

What though the Owner of this Building knowes; 

That to your influence, he intirely owes 

His prefervation, inftant breath, and all 

We Fortunes gifts, or Natures bounty call 5 
But therefore muft he needs fele& this rude 

Dull way to trouble you with gratitude > 
I more would whifper if I did not fear , 
To make even Truth unwelcome to your Ear. 
 Befides, if heard, I fhould become the Beatt , 
Of facrifice to furnifh out the Feaft. 


Againft Womens pride. 
SON G. 


: I. 
% % 7Hy doft thou feem to boaft, vain glorious Sun/ — 
Z \ \ Why fhouldthy bright complexion make thee proud 
Think but how often fince thy race begun , 
_ _- Thou wer’t Eclips'd , then bluth behind a Cloud. 


a Ce 
Or why look you fair Emprefs of the Night 
So big upon’t, when you at full appear? 


~ Remember yours is but a borrow’d Light, 
«: Then fhrink with palenefs in your giddy Sphear. 


Ae >. 
If neither Sun nor Moon can juttifie 
~ ‘Their pride, how ill 11 Women then befits 
That ate on Earth but Lgnes fatuz , 
_—s' That lead poor-men to wander from their VVits 2 


nets 


Tothe Dutchefs of Buckingham. 


' A LL Maps and CompaffesI fearch to find, 
A So {mooth a River, and fo calm a VVind 
As, when all others are in Tempetts free, 
_ Seem bound, as if they ne’r had bin at Sea, 
But not difcov’ring thefe; Madam, my fears, 
Didask for all your fighs and all your Tears > 
Your Tears, which were, alafs, but vainly {pent 
For none fhould grieve that ftill are innocent. 
Ss Your 
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Your Sighs but ferved tomake our Priefts enquire, 
How all their fweeteft Incence: came ot fire 
Yet to your grief our prudence mutt fubmit 5 
Since all muft mourn for that which caufeth it. 
For gone is now the Pilot of the State, 
The Courts bright Star, the Clergies Advocate, 
The Poets higheft Theame, the Lovers flame , 
And Souldiers Glory, mighty Buckingham, 


! 2. +: 


SONG. 


i 
He Lark now leaves his watry Neft 
| And climbing, fhakes his dewy VVings5 
He takes this VVindow for the Eafts 
And fo implore your Light, he Sings, 
Awake, awake, the Morn will never rife, 
Till the can drefs her Beauty at your Eles. 
oe ay 
The Merchant bowes unto the Seamans Stare ee 
The Ploughman from the Sun his Seafon takes $ 
But {till the Lover wonders what they are , 
VVho look for day before his Miftrefs wakes. 
Awake, awake, break through your Vailes of Lawne! 
‘Then draw your Curtains, and begin the Dawne. 


all i Ee ae 


SONG. 
Endimion Porter, avd Olivia. 


OLIVIA. 
Efore we fhall again behold 
In his diurnal race the VVorlds great. Eye, 
VVe may asfilent be and cold, 
As are the fhades where buried Lovers ly. 
ENDIMION. 
olivia ’tis no fault of Love 
‘To loofe our felves in death, but O, 1 fear’, 
VVhen Life and Knowledge is above 
Reftor’d to us, I fhall not know thee there. 
ries OL DV St A, 
Call it not Heaven (my Love) where we 
Our felves fhall fee, and yet each other mifs 
So much of Heaven I find in thee 
As, thou unknown, all elfe privation is. 
ENDIMION. 
VVhy fhould we doubt; before we go 
To find the Knowledge which fhall ever laft , 
That we may there each other know ? 
Can future Knowledge quite deftroy the patt? 
OLIVIA. 
When at the Bowers in the Elizian fhade 
{ firt arrive, I fhall examine where | 
They dwel, who love the higheft Vertue made.? 
For Iam fure to find Exdimon there. 
ENDL 
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q ENDIMION. 
| From this vext World when we fhall both retire, 
Where all her Lovers, and where all rejoyce; 
Ineed not feek thee in the Heavenly Quire 5 
For I fhall know Olivia by her Voice. 


Sent with a Lock of Hair. 


s Faft thou for length and beauty of thy Haire, 
_ (Which is to ev'ry Eye and Heart a f{nare ) 
Should{ts by the rage of Loves feverer {way , 
‘Be doom’d for cafting Eyes and Hearts away ; 
‘Wear mine awhile; though mine I know, 
‘Cannot miflead with foftnefs or with thow:. 
Yet I fo love thee, as I fain would fhare , 


Love's punifhment on thy deftructive Haire, 


ce aaa a a as aed 


The Philofopber and the Lover ; to a Miftre{s dying. 


SONG. 


; . LOVER. 
~‘%& 7 Our Beauty, ripe, and calm, and freth; 
. As Eaftern Summers are , 
~ Muft now, forfaking Time and Flefh, 
Add light to fome {mall Star. 
“J | - PHILOSOPHER. 
" Whilft the yet lives, were Stars decay'd, 
‘ Their light by hers, relief might find : 
But Death will lead her to a fhade 
c Where Love is cold, and Beauty blinde. 
4 LOVER. | 
Lovers (whofe Priefts all Poets are) 
‘Think ev'ry Miftrefs, when fhe dies , 
Is chang’d at leaft into a Starr : 

And who dares doubt the Poets wife ? 
_ PHILOSOPHER. 

But ask not Bodies doom’d to die ; 
To what abode they gos 
Since Knowledge is but forrows Spy, 
It is not fafe to know. 


SONG 
The Souddier going to the Field. 


is 
aie thy fighs, unthrifty Girle! 
_ To purifie the Ayre 5 | 
Thy Teares to Thrid inftead of Pearle, 
On Bracelets: oft thy Hair. 
$s 


The 
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The Trumpet makes the Eccho hoarfe , 
And wakes the louder Drum 5 


Expence of grief gains no remorfe, 
When lorrow fhould be dumb. 


For I muft go where lazy Peace, 
Will hide her drouzy head 5 

And, for the {port of Kings, encreafe 
The number of the Dead, 


4. 
But firt Ile chide thy cruel theft : 
Can I in War delight, 
Who being of my heart bereft , 
Can have no heart to fight ? 


5° 
Thou knowft the Sacred Laws of old, — 
Ordain’d a Thief thould pay , 
To quit him of his Theft, feavenfold 
What he had ftoln away. 
6 


Thy payment fhall but double be 5 
O then with {peed refign _ 


My own {feduced Heart to me, 


Accompanid with thine, ae 
: 
To Miftrefs E. S. Married toan old Ufurer. “= 


Ie 
N your black Hair Night may fecurely lie, 
| Whilft yet you fleep; but when you wake, the sky , 
EL Your Face, will be enlight’ned with your Eye. 


2, 
Your Hayre does ferve to eafe and refcue fight, 
As Shades refift the piercing force of light : 
Your Eies and Hair atone the day and Night. 


Se 
Why thould a Souldier thus his _praifes {pend , 
On what he loves and cannot comprehend ¢ . 
Our work is to attain, not to commend, 


P 4. ; 
But Wealth has “Married Wealth ; with Youth Age joyns. 
His feeble heat, and melts his wither’d Loines , 
Not to engender Men but fev’ral Coynes. 


To Mr. Benlowes, on his Divine Poem. 


pS now I guefs'd, but blindly to what height , 
The Mufes Eagles could maintain their flight ! 
Though Poets are like Eaglets, bred to foar, 


et 
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Yet I obferve they quickly ftoop to eafe 
Their Wings, and Pearch on Palace-Pinacles : 
From thence more ufefully they Courts difcern 
The Schools where Greatnefs does Difguifes learn 5 
The Stages where fhe acts to vulgar fight, 
-Thofe parts which States-men as her Poets writ 5 
Where none but thofe wife Poets may furvay , 
The private practice of her publick Play ; 

Where Kings, Gods Counterfeits, reach but the skill , 
In ftudy’d Scenes to att the Godhead il): 

Where Cowards, fmiling in their Clofets, breed 
Thofe Wars which make the vain and furious bleed: 

Where Beauty playes not meerly Natures part , 
But is, like Pow’r, a Creature form’d by Art; 

_ And, as at firft, Pow’r by confent was made, 

_ And thofe who form’d it , did themfelves invade : 
So harmlefs Beauty (which has now far more 
Injurious force then States or Monarchs Pow’r) 

_ Was by confent of Courts allow’d Arts ayd35 

_ By which themfelves they to her {way betray’d. 
‘Twas Art, not Nature, taught exceflive Pow’r; 
Which whom it lifts does favor or devour : 

"Twas Art taught Beauty the Imperial skill , 

OF ruling, not by Juftice , but by Will. 

And as fucceffive Kings fcarce feem to reign , 

“While lazily they Empires weight fuftain 5 

Thinking becaufe their Pow’r they Native call , 

Therefore our duty too is Natural 5 

_ And by prefuming that we ought obey, 

They loofe the craft and exercife of {way 5 

~ Sowhen at Court a Native Beauty reigns, 

 O’re Love’s wilde Subjects, and Arts help difdainess 

When her prefumptious floath finds not why Art 
In Pow’rs grave Play does aé& the longeft* parts 

- When like proud Gentry, fhe does level all 

 Induftrious Arts with Arts Mechanical 5 

_ And vaunts of {mall inheritance no lefs, 

‘Then new States boaft of purchas’d Provinces 5 

_WVhilft the does ev'ry other Homage {corn , 

But that to which by Nature fhe was born : 
Thus when fo heedlefly fhe Lovers fwayes , 
As {carce fhe findes her Pow’r ere it decayes5 
VVhich is her Beauty, and which unfupply’d, 
By what wife Art would carefully provide, 

Is but Love’s Light’ning, and does hardly laft , 

Till wecan fay it was, e’reit be pafts 
Soon then, when Beautie’s gone, fhe turns her face 3 
Atham’d of that which was e’re while her Grace 5 
So, whenaMonarch’s gone, the Chair of State, 
Is backward turn’d where he in Glory fate. 

The fecret Arts of Love and Pow’r; how thefe 
Rule Courts, and how thofe Courts rule Provinces 5 
Have bin the task of ev’ry Noble Mufe 5 


VVhofe Ayd of old, nor Pow’r nor Love did ufe, 
Meerly 
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Meerly to make their lucky Conquefts known , 
(Though to the Mule they owe their firft renown 5 
For (ke taught Time to fpeak, and evn to Fane, 
VVho gives the great their Names, fhe gave a Name) 
But they by ftudying Numbers rather knew , 
To make thofe happy whom they did fubdue. 
Here let me fhift my Sayles! and higher bear 
My Courfe then that which Moral Poets fteer! 
For now (beft Poet ) I Divine would be 5 
And only can be fo by ftudying Thee... 
Thofe whom thy Flights do lead fhall pafs no more , 
Through dark’ning Clouds, when they to Heav’n would foar; 
Nor in Afcent fear fuch excefs of Light, 
As rather fruftrates then maintaines the Sight 5 
For thou doft clear Heav’ns darken’d Myfteries , 
And make the Luftre fafe to weakeft Eies. 
Noifelefs , as Planets move, thy numbers flow , 
And foft as Lovers whifpers when they woo! 
Thy labour’d Thoughts with eafe thou doft difpence , 
Clothing in Mayden Drefs a Manly fence. 
And as in narrow Room Elixir lies 5 
So in a little thou doft much comprife. | 
Here fix thy Pillars! which as Marks fhall be, 
How far the Soul in Heaven's Difcov’ry. 
Can poffibly advance5 yet whilft they are 
Thy Trophies, they but warrant our Defpair : 
For Humane Excellence hath this ill Fate , 
That where it Vertue moft does elevate , 
It bears the blot of being fingular 5 
And Envy blafts that Fame, it cannot fhare : 
Ev’n good Examples may fo great be made, 
As to difcourage whom they fhould perfwade, 


ye i ee 
Epitaph on a young Virgin. ALK. 


Ature a form intended to create , 

| Which might fubdue the ruthlefs Eies of Fate: 
But Fate (ready to think warm Nature cold , 
It felf too merciful, and Time too old) 
Has ftruck the World; forthwith this Beauty dy’d, 
Times evening Hope, and Natures lateft pride. 


ee 


To all Poets upon the recovery of Endimion Porter from along 


Sickhefs. 


Ike the aftonifht Sua (that rofe and found, 
His bufinefs loft on Earth, when all was drownd 
in Heav'ns firft Wrath) you look , who ftill fhould take 
Alceys Harp and keep the World awake. 
Black 
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Black with your grief, you make the fcornful think, 
You were Baptized in fome ill Poets Ink, 
Put I, who know the caufe, come to feftore , 
The Blood and Noble Heat you loft before. 
Arife! bring out your Wealth! perhaps fome Twiggs 
Of Bay, anda few Mirtle Sprigs 
Is all you have: but thefe ought to fuffice, 
Where fpacious hearts makeup the Sacrifice. 
Be thefe your Off'ring as your utmoft Wealth, 
To thew your joy for lov’d Exdimions Health. 
No more like Captives look, like frighted f{leep,, 
Or Widows, who for young kind Husbands weep. 
You fhall defcend a dark and filent Vault , 
_ With Marble Arch’d , from Pariam Quarries brought; 
‘There ftay, till you thofe Noble’ Tacticks write 
A new, by which the Centaures learnt to Fight. 


The Miftrefs. 


F ~ Te 
Hen Nature heard Men thought her old 
i’ Her Skill in beauteous forms decay’d, 
Her Eies grown dimme, and Fingers cold, ; 
Then to her Poet thus fhe faid? 
Beye 

Catch as it falls the Scythian Snow - 

Bring blufhing Rofes fteep’d in Milks 

Brom early Medows Sent and Show , 
And from the Perfian Worm her Silk: 


wo 


3° 
Fetch from the Eaft the Mornings breath ; 
And from the Phexix Gummes and Spice ; 
Such as fhe calls when at her Death, 
The World does fmell her facrifice. 


4. 
Nature of thefe a Miftrefs made 5 
. But would have form’d a Lover too ; 
And fuch as might this Nimph perfwade, 
To all that Love for Love fhould do: 


This fecond work fhe Parleoat 4 
With leifure, and by flow degrees 5 
But found it hard to make a Man, 
That could fo choice a Beauty pleafe. 
6 


She wrought, and wrought, and then gave orre 3 
Then did another Model try3 

‘But lefs contented then before , _ 
She layd the work for ever by, 


7 . 
Lasl the caufe, and ftrait the fayd 5 
Tis very poflible I find, 
To match the Body which I made, 
But J can never fit her ek 


For that {till various feems and {trange 3 


‘And fince all Lovers various be, 
And 
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And apt as Miftrefles to change , 
{ cannot make my work agree. 


9. 
Now Sexes meet not by defign 
When they the Worlds chief work advance 5 
But in the dark they fometimes joyn , 
Aswand’ring Attoms meet by chance. 
10. 
Goddefs, Tcry’d, pray pardon me! 
You little know our Lovers Hearts. 
The Devil take “em! they agree! 
And, Nature failing; want no Arts. 


a 


The Philofophers Difquifition direéted to the Dying Chriftian. 


I, 
Efore by death you never knowledge gain, 
(For toincreafe your knowledg you muft dye) 
Tell me if all that Learning be not vain, 
On which we proudly in this Life rely. 


oy 
Is not the Learning which we knowledge call, 
Our own but by Opinion and in part? 
Not made intirely certain, nor to all 5 
And is not Knowledge but difputed Art > 


3. 
And though a bad, yet ‘tis a forward Guide 5 
Who, vexing at the fhortnefs of the day, 
Doth to o’retake {wift time, {till onward ride; 
Whilft we ftill follow, and {till doubt our way. 


4. 
A Guide, who ev’ry ftep proceeds with doubt 5 
Who gueffingly her progrefs doth begin 5 
And brings us back where firft fhe led us out 
To meet dark Midnight at our reftlefs Inn. 


It is a Plummet to fo fhort erntes 
As founds no deeper then the founders Eies , 
The Peoples Meteor which not long can fhine, 
Nor far above the middle Region rife. _ 
6 


This Spy from Schooles gets ill Intelligence 5 
Where Art impofing Rules, oft gravely errs , 

She fteals to Natures Clofet, and-from thence , 
Brings nought but undecypher’d Chara¢ters. 


7. 
She doth, like India’s laft Difcov’rers, beaft 
Of adding toold Maps, though fhe has bin, 
But fayling by fome clear and open Coatt , 
Where all 1s woody, wild, and dark within. 
8 


Falfe Learning wanders upward more and more, 


_ Knowledge (For fuch there is in fome degree) 
Still vainly, like the Eagle, loves to foare, 


Though it can never to the higheft fee. 
st For 
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For Errors Mift doth bound the Spirits fight | 
As Clouds (which make Earths arched Roof feemlow ) 
Reftraine the Bodies Eyess and {till when light if 
a Growes cleerer upward, Heaven muft higher fhow. 
7 Io, 
- And as good Men, whofe Mindes towards Godhead rife, 
Take Heavens height higher than they can exprefs 5 
- So from that height they lower things, defpife, 
And oft contract Earths littlenefs to lefs, 
Il. 
Of this forbidden fruit, fince we but gaine, 
A tafte, by which we only hungry grow 5 
Wee meerly toyle to find our Studies vaine 5 
And truft to Schooles for what they cannot know. 


Ties 
If Knowledge be the Coyne of Soules, ’tis fet 
Above the Standard of each common Reigne; 
And, like a Meddall of Gods Cabinet 3 
Is feldome fhewne, and foon put up. again. 


7. eee bss) 

_ For though in one bleft Age much {way it beares, 
Yet to the next it oft becomes unknowne 5 
- Unlefs likelong hid Meddalls it appeares 

ya In Counterfeits, and for deceit be fhowne. 


be 14. 
If Heav’n with Knowledge did fome oneindue. . 
_ With more then the Experience of the Dead 5 
- Toteach the Living more then Life e’re knew 
In Schooles, where all Succeffion may be bred, 


: ; 15- 
Then (as in Courts, meere ftrangers bafhfully 
At firft their walk towards, private dores begin 
- But bolder grow when thofe they open {py, 
P And being enter’d beckenjothers in.) 


| Rae ee 
So to his Studious Cell ( whichwould appeare 
: Like Natures privy-Lodgings) my addrefs 
J firft by ftealth would make. but entring there 
i I fhould grow bold, and give to all accefs, 
I 


. . zs 
Then to her fecret Nurfery would proceed 5 
And thither bring the World, to judge how fhe 
Firft-Caufes, and Times Infancy did breed? 

For Knowledge, fhould, see good, to,all be free, 


; hone Eo, 
If Knowledge mutt, as evill, hidden lie, 
_ Then we, its obje@, Nature, feem to blame 3) 
And whilft we banifh Knowledge, as a Spy, 
We but hide Nature as we cover fhame, 


| 19. 
For if our Object, Nature, be correct, 
Bold Knowledge then a free Spectator 1s, 
And not a Spy, fince Spyes we fcarce fufpect 
~ Or fear, but where ta Objects are amifs. 
t 


20, 
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20. ' 
In gathering Knowledge from the Sacred Tree, 
” Pwould not {natch in hafte the fruit below 5 


But rather climbe, like thofe who curious be, 
And boldly tafte; that which does highelt grow. 


ot. 
For Knowledge would her profpec take in height 5 
’Tis Gods low’d Eaglet, bred by him to fly, 
Though with weak Eyes, {till upward at the light, 
And may foare fhort, but cannot foare too high, 
29. 
Though life, fince finite, has no ill excufe 
For being but in finite objects learn’d; 
Yet fure the Soul was made for little ufe, 
Unlefs it be in infinites concern’d, 


‘ (23: 
Speak then fuch things of Heaven (fincé ftudious Mindes 
Seeme travail'd.Soules, and yours prepares to goe) 


As mine may with the journey when it findes 
~ That yours doth Heaven, her Native Countrey, know. 


24. 
Tell, if you found your Faith, e’re you it fought > 
Or could it {pring e’re Reafon was full blowne> 
Or could it learne, til] by your reafon taught, 
To know it felf, or be by others knéwn ? 


25. . 
Where Men have feveral Faiths, to find the true 
We only can the aid of Reafon ufes 
Tis Reafon fhewes us which we fhould efchew 
When by comparifon we sae to-chufe. 
26. 
But though we there on Reafon mutt rely , 
Where Men to feveral Faiths their Mindes difpofe, 4 
Yet, after Reafons choice, the Schooles are thy lod 39a 
To let it judge the very Faith it chofe, 
a7: 
How e’re, ’tis call’d to confter the Records 
Of Faiths dark Charter, wrapt in Sacred Writ 3 — 
And is the only Judge even of thofe words OW | jit ae 
By which Faith claimes that Reafon thould fabmit. 
28. 
Since Holy Text bids Faith to comprehend 
Such Myfteries as Nature may fufpect; 
And Faith muft Reafon, as her Guide, attend, — 
Leaft fhe miftake what‘Scripture doth dire@. 
29. 
Since from the Soules farr Gouna Heaven, God fent 
His Law (an Embaffly to few reveal’d ) 
Which did thole good conditions reprefent 
Of our Eternal Peace, ere it was  feal’d. 
30. 
Since to remote Ambafiadors are given 
Interpreters, when they with Kings conferre 5 
Since to that Law, Gods Embafly from Heaven, © 


Our Reafon ferves as an Interpreter 5 O 
a4 31. Since 
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31. a 
~ Since juftly Clients pay that Judge an awe, 
* Who Laws loft fence interprets and reftores + 
» (Yet Judgesareno more above the Law 
Then Truchmen are above Ambaffadours) 


B2' 
Since Reafon, as a Judge, the Tryall hath 
& Of difPring Faiths, by adverfe Pens perplext ; 
~ Why is not Reafon reckon’d above Faith, 
A Though not above her Law, the Sacred Text > 


4 33- 
Jf Reafon have fuch worth, why fhould the ftill 
Attend below, whilft Faith dothupward climbe 2 
~ Yet common Faith feemes but unftudy'd will ; 
And Reafon calls unftudy’d will a Crime. 


: 24. > 
Slave Reafon, even-at home in Prifon lies! 
j And by Religion is fo watch’d, and aw’d, 
~ That though the Prifon Windowes, botk her Eyes, 
F - Stand open, yet fhe fcarce dares look abroad. 


35 
Faith thinks, that Reafon is her adverfe Spy ; 
___ Yet Reafon is, through doubtfull wayes, her Guide 
But like a Scoute, brought in from th’Enemy, 
2 Mutt, when fhe guides her, bound, and guarded ride, 
6 


») 


§g 36 7 XY 
Or if by Faith, not as ber Judge difdain’d, > 
® Nor, as her Guide, fufpected, but is found 
In every fentence juft to the arraignd, 
“ And guides her right, unguarded and unbound. 


a a7. 
Why then fhould fuch a Judge be ftill deny’d 
es Texamine (fince Faiths claimes till publick are ) 
Her fecret Pleas? or, Why fhould fuch a Guide 
Be hinder'd, where Faith goes, to goe as farr. 
38 


30° 
_ And yet as one, bred humbly, who would thow 
__~ _ _His Monarchs Palace to a Stranger, goes 
’ But tothe Gates; as if to let him know . 
¢ Where fo much greatnefs dwells, not what it does 3 


- 39. 
_ Whilft {trait the Stranger enters undeny’d, 
- _ As one whofe breeding has much bolder bin; 
So Reafon, though fhe were at firft Fayths Guide 
- To Heav’n, yet waites without, when Faith goes in: 
40. 
But though, at Court, bold ftrangers enter,where 
The way is to their baflifull Guide forbid 3 
Yet he, when they come back, is apt to heare 
And ask them, what the King then faid, and did ¢ 


3 | Al. 
And fo, though Reafon ( which is Faiths firft Guide 
To God) is ftopt where Faith has entrance free, 
As Nature’s ftranger 5 though ’tis then deny’d 
To Reafon, as of Natures family 5 
Tt2 


329 


42: Yet 


Poems on feveral Occafions, 


42. ; 
Yet {traite, when from her Vifion and her Trance 
Faith does returne, then Reafon quits that awe, 
Enjoyu’d when Priefts impos’d our 1gnorance 5 
And asks, how much fhe of the Godhead faw? 


43- 
But as 2 prudent Monarch feems alone, _ 
Retir’d , as if conceal’d even to his Court ; 
To Subjects more in Pow'r then perfon known 5 
At diftance fought , and found but by Reports 


44. 6 
So God hath vay!’d his pow’ with Myfteries 
Even to his Court in Heaven 5 and Faith cones there, 
Not prying with a ftrangers curious Eyes, 
But like a plain implicit Worfhipper. 
45: 
Yet 2° Court-ftrangers, getting fome accefs, 
Are apt to tell at home, more then they faw 5 
Though then their Pencill draws Court-greatnefs lefs, 
Then that which Truth at nearer view could draw: 
Shy hay es 
So Faith (who is even taught an ignorance 5 
For the by knowledge quits her dignity) 
Does leflen God-head, which fhe would advance, 
By telling more of God then fhe can fee. 


47. 
Our Soules but like unhappy ftrangers come 
From Heav’n, their Countrey,to this Worlds bad Coafts 


They Land, then ftrait are backward bound for home 5 
And many are in ftormes of paffion loft ! 


48. 
They long with danger fayle through lifes vext Seas, 
In Bodies, asin Veflels full of leaks 5 
Walking in veines, their narrow Galleries 5 
Shorter then walks of Seamen on their Decks. 


49- 
Art’s Card is by their Pilot, Faith, refus'd 5 
Her courfe by guefs fhe ever forward beares 5 


Reafon her Rudder is, but never us’d5 
Becaufe towards Heaven fhe ne’r with Reafon fteeres, 


50. 
For as a Pilot, fure of faire Trade-Windes, 
The Helme in all the Voyage never hands, 
But ties it up, fo Reafons Helme the bindes, 
And boldly clofs for Heavens fafe Harbour ftands. 


Te 
In Reafons place, Tradition age her lead 5 
And that prefumptuous Antiquary makes 
Strong Lawes of weak opinions of the Dead, 
And what was common Coyne for Meddalls, takes. 


a9 
Tradition! Times fufpeced Regitter ! 
Too oft Religion at her triall failes ! 
In ftead of Knowledge, teacheth her to erre5 
And weares out Truth’s beft Stories into Tales, 
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53+ 
0 aie hath fuch a Guide Faiths progrefs laid > 
i. Or can our Faich, ill guided, guide us well ? 
Or had fhe not Traditions Mapps furvay’d, 
How could fhe aime to fhew us eps n and Hell > 


54° 
ty “a Faith with Reafon never doth advife ; 
Nor yet Tradition leads her, fhe is then 
From Heav’n infpir'd, and fecretly grows wife 
Above the Schooles we know not how, nor when, 


55° 

*For could we know how Faiths bala truft is wrought, 

| What are thofe Vifions we in {leep difcern; 

And when by Heavens fhort whifpers we are tausht 
More then the watchfull Schooles could ever learn 3 


56. 
hen foon Faith’s ignorance, which now doth feem 
A ferious wonder to Philofephy, 
Would fall from value to a low efteem, 
And not a wonder nor a virtue a 


Ay 57° 

“But though we cannot guefs the manner how 

- Grace firft is fecretly in {mall feeds fown 3 

: 4 et Fruit, though feed lies hid, in view doth grow 5 

. And Faith, the fruit of Grace, muft needs be known: 
58. 


I Faith lights us through the al to Deitie 5 

z Whilft, without fight, we witnefs that fhe fhowes 
‘More God then in his works our eyes can fee 3 

Though none but by thofe works the Godhead knowes. 


" bo: 
If Fyou have Faith, then you we muft adore; 
Since Faith, dearathericenic infpir'd then taught 3 
And men infpir’d have of the Godhead more aT 
_ Then Nature ever found, or reafon fought, 

’ 60, 
To you whom Infpiration Sanctifes, 
4 ” Icome with doubts, the mindes defect of light, 
i s to Apoftles fome, with darkned Eyes, 
Came to receive by Miracle their fight. 

61. 
| Bnd when I thus prefume, you are with more 
4 Then Natures publick wealth by Faith indu’d, 
i Or think you fhould reveale your fecret {tore s 

You cannot judge my bold opinion rude, 

62. 
en Faith (net proving what it would affure) 

But bold opinion feemes to Reafons view 5 
And fince the blind brought Faith to help their cure, 
: I bring Opinion, Beatow Faith, to you. 

3° 
] We, for their knowledge, Mer In{pir’d adores 
Not for thofe-Truths they hide, but thofe they thow ; 

j And vuigar Reafon findes, that none kaowes more 
: Thea that which he can make another know, 


Pan YY 
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64. 
Then tell me firft, if Nature muft forbear 7 
To aske, why ftill fhe maft remain in doubt? 
A Darknefs which does much like Hell appear, 
Whereall may enter in but none get cut. 
6 


52 
Thus we at once are bidden and forbid ; 
‘Charg’d to make God the object of the Mind 5 


Then hinder'd from it, fince he is fo hid, 


As we but feek that which we cannot find. 
66. 
Our glim’ring knowledge, like the wandring Light 
In Fezns, doth to incertainties direct 
The weary progrefs of our ufelefs fight 5 
And only makes us able to fufpect, 
67, 
Or if inquiring Mindes are not kept in, . 
But by fome few, whom Schooles to Power advance, 
Who, fince themfelves fee fhort, would make it Sin, 
When others look beyond their ignorance 
68 


If, as Gods Students,we have leave to learne 
His Truths, Why doth his Text oft need debate 2 
Why, asthrough Mitts, muft we his Lawes difcerne?- 
Since Lawes feeme Snares, when they are intricate. 


They who believe Mans Reafon is too feant, 
Ard t).t t doth the Warr of Writers caufes 
Inferr that Gods great works proportion want, 
Who taught our reafon, and did write thofe Lawes, 


; 70. 
His Text, the Soules Record appeares to fome 
(Though thence our Soules hold their inheritance) 
Ob{cure by growing old, and feemes to come, 
Not by confignement to us, but by chance. 


71, 
Law ( which is Reafon made Authority) 
Allows confignment to be good and cleare, 
Not when, like this, it does in Copies lie, 
But in the known Original! appear. 


72 
Could this Record be too authentick made ? 
Or why, when God was fafhion’d to our eyes, 
And very Formes of humane Lawes obey’d, 
Did he not fign it but by Deputies > 


73. 

Or why, when he was Man, di he not deine 
Wholly to write this Text with his own hand? 

Or why (as if all written Roles were vaine) 
Did he ne’r write but once, and but in fand ? 


74+ 
Tellme, why Heav’n at firft did fuffer Sin > 
Letting Seed grow which it had never fown ? 
Why, when the Soules firft Fever did begin, 
Was it not cur’d, which now a Plague is grown ? 


75+ Why 
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Why did not Heav'ns prevention Sin reftraine > | 
i: ~ Oris not Pow’rs permiffion a confent ? 
~ Which is in Kings as much as to ordaine; 
a And ills ordain’d are free from punifhment: 


aga 7% 

And fince no Crime could be e’re Lawes were fram'd 3 
‘4 Lawes dearly taught us how to know offence; 

_ Had Lawes not been, we never had been blam’d3 

For not to know we fin, is innocence, 


; Vil 
_~ Sin’s Childhood was not ftarv’d ; but rather more 
7 | Then finely fed; fo fweet were pleafures made 
_ That nourifht it : for fweet is luft of Pow’, . 
‘te And {weeter, Beauty, which hath power betray’d; 
8 


—— 


ie y 7°. 
~ Sin, which at fulleft growth is childith ftill, 
___._ Would but for pleafures company decay ; 
_ As fickly Children thrive that have their will; 
But quickly languifh being kept from play: 


2 79. 
Since only pleafure breeds fins appetite 5 
_. Which ftitl by pleafant objects is infus'd 
Since “tis provok’d to what it doth commits 
And ills provok’t may ee to be: excus'd5 
1, ai O. 

~ Why fhould our Sins, which not a moment laft, 
‘ (For, to Eternity compar’d, extent. 
_ OF Life, is, e’re we name it, {topt and paft) 
) Receive a doome of gids punifhment ? 
: BE 
Jf Soules to Hells vatt Prifon never come 

_ Committed for their Crimes, bat deftin’d be; 
ike Bondmen borne, whofe prifon is their home, 
And long e’re they were bound could not be free 5 
8 


5 


4 2. 
_ Then hard is Deftiniés dark Law; whofe Text 
ag - _ We are forbid to read, yet muft obey + 
_ And reafon with her ufelefS eyes is vext, 
Which firive to guide her where they fee no way, 
his: 83. 
Doth it our Reafons mutinies appeafe, 
¥ To fay, the Potter may his own Clay mould 
To ev'ry ufe, or inwhat fhape he pléafe, 
At firft not councell’d, nor at lat controul’d ? 


ay 


: : Ae 

 Pow’rs hand can neither eafie be nor ftrict oe 
To livelefs Clay, which eafe nor torment knows 3 
_ And where it cannot favour nor afflict, 


. It neither Juftice nor Injuftice fhows. 


; 
Therefore if doom’d before they can offend, 
It feems to thew what Heavenly power can do, 


; 85. 
a * ie )-- 
But Soules have life, and fife eternal too; 
__ __ But does not in: that deed‘that Pow’r commend. 


86 


_ That 
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87, a 
are deftin’d after Death to mote 
re Then Reafon thinks due punifhment for Sins 5 
$eemes poflible, becaufe in life, before 
We know to fin, our punifhment begins, 
88. 


hy elfe do Infants with inceflant cries 
mY Genipiaine of fecret harme as foon as born ? 
Or why are they, in Cities deftinies, 
So oft by Warr from ravifht Mothers torne ¢ 


9 
Doth not belief of being deftin’d draw _ 
Our Reafon to Prefumption or difpaire ? 
£ Deftiny be not, like humane Law 
“To be repeal’d, what is the ufe of Prayer ? 


. 90. 
Why even to all was Prayer enjoyr‘d? fince thofe 
‘ Whom God (whofe will ne’r alters) didelect 
Are fare of Heaven; and when we Pray it thows 
That we his certainty of will fufpect. 


91. 
Thofe who to lafting darknefs deftin’d were, 
Though foon as born they pray, yet pray too jate: 
Avoidlefs ills we to no purpofe fearé 5 
And none, when fear is paft, will Supplicate. 


The Chriftians Reply to the Phylofopher. 


And at the Saints firft Spring,the General Doome 
Will rife, not by degrees, but fully blowne; 
When all the Angells to their Harveft come. . 


a: 
Alesr Good in Graves as Heavenly Seed are fown; 


2. 
Gannot Almighty Heaven (fince Flowers which pafs 
Thaw’d through a Stil], and there melt mingled too, 
Are rais’d .diftin& in a poore Chymifts Glafs ) 
Doe more in Graves then Men in Lymbecks doe? 


3. 
God bred the Arts to make us more believe 
(By feeking Natures cover’d Mifteries) 
His darker Workes, that Faith may thence conceive 
He can do more then what our Reafon fees: 


© Coward Faith ! Religion’s srersh hts Guide? 
Whom even the dim-ey’d Arts mutt lead to fee 

What Nature only from our floath does hide, . 
Caufes remote, which Faith’s dark dangers be. 


Religion, e’re impos’d, hould firt be taught § 
Not feeme to dull obedience ready lay’d; 

Then fwallow’d ftrait for eafe, but long be fought; __ 
And be by Reafon councell’d, though not {way’d. 


* 


_ 


6,God 


God has enough to humane kinde difclos’d s 
Our flefhly Garments he a while receiv’d, 


D And walk’d as if the Godhead were depos’d, 


Yet could be then but by a few believ’d. 


= ms 
. The Faithlefs Jews will this at Doome confefs, 


Who did fufpett him for his low difguife: 


. But, if he could have made his vertue lefs, 


He had been.more familiar to.their Eyes. 
g 


Fraile Life! in which, through Mitts of humane breath, 
We grope for Truth, and make our Progrefs flow; 


Becaule, by paflion blinded, till by death, 


is 


Our Paffions ending, we begin to know. 


9. 
~ Orevrend Death! whofe looks can foon advife 


Even fcornfull Youth 5 whilft Priefts their Dodtrine waft; 
Yet mocks us too; for-he does make us wife, 
When by his coming our Affaires are patt. 
fe) 


if 10. 
~ Oharmlefs Death! whom ftiil the valiant brave, 


The Wife expe, the Sorrowfull invite, 
And all the Good embrace, who know the Grave, 
A fhort dark paffage to Eternal Light. 


To the Lord Lieutenant of Ireland. 


"My Lord; 


The Wife, and Noble, would you die to night! 
W ould you like fome grave fullen Victor die, 
Juft when the Triumphs for your Vidtorie 


3 HL Ow much you may oblige, how much delight 


_ Are fetting out: Would you die now, t’ef{chue 


Our wreaths, fer what your wifdome did fubdue : 


And though, th’are only fitted for your head, 


Bravely difdaine to weare them, till y’are dead. 
Such Cymicke Glory would out-fhine the Light 


OF Grecian greatnefs, or of Roman Height. 


Not that the Wife, and Noble, can defire 


To lofe the object , they fo much admire 5 

But Heroes and Saints muft fhift away 

Their Flefh, ere they can get an Holiday: 
- Then like to Time, or Books 


amd Regitfters, 


’ Vidors or Saints renown 'd in Kalanders. 


- You mutt depart to'make your value known, 


You may be lik’d, but not ador’d till gone: 

So curs’d a Fate hath Humane excellence, 

That abfence ftill muft raife it to our Sence! 
Great Vertue may be dangerous whiles ’tis here; 
It wins to love, but it fubdues to feare 


_ The Mighty Julios, who fo long did ftrive, 


At more than Man, was hated when alive, 


Uu , Evea 


SE 
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Even for that Vertue which was rais‘d fo high, 
When dead, it made him ftraite a Deitie, 
Ambafladors that ctamme in their breatts 
Secrets of Kings, and Kingdomes Interetts, 
Have not their Callings full preheminence, 
Till they grow greater by removing hence; 
Like Subjects here they but attend the Throne, 
Yet fwell like Kings Companions when th’are gone. 
My Lord, Ina dull Calme the Pilot growes 
To no efteeme, for what he acts or knowes, 
But fits neglected, as he ulelefs were, . 
Orconn’d his Card like a young Paflenger: 
Yet when the filenc’d Winds recover breath, 
VVhen Stormes grow loud enough to waken Death, 
Then were he abfent, every Trafficker 
VVould with rich wifhes by his being there - 
So ina Kingdomes Calme, you beare no rate, 
But rife to value in a Storme of State. 
Yet Irecant | and begg you would forgive, 
That in fuch Times, I muft perfwade you live, 
For witha Storme we all are overcait, 
And Northern Storms are dangerous if they laft, 
Should you now die (that onely know to Steere) 
The VVindes would lefs affli@ us than our feare 5 
For each fmall Statesman then would lay his hand 
Upon the Helme, and ftruggle for Command 5 
Till the diforders that above doe growe, 
Provoke our Curfes whiles we finck belowe, 


— nana 


To Clelia. 


O fee, aidtoconverfe with you, muft move 
The niceft Ete, and coldeft Heart to Love - 
And yet your wifeft Lover needs muft fee, 
That all his Cordialls of Philofopbie 
Can make him live no longer then you pleafe - 
The Griefe you make none but your felf can eafe. 
Not that you Murder by your tongue, or eile, 
But that they gently urge poore men todie: 
For fince (the Spring of Juftice ) Nature can 
Contrive unjuftly to enrich one Man, 
And leave a VVorld to beg: VVho can defire 
To live and languith in a lafting Fire > 
Tle rather hafte to the Elifian Fields, 
‘And there prepare what that bleft Manfion yields. 
Of Flowers,and Fragrancies to wellcome you, 
Where is no danger what your eles can doe, 
Where Fire hath only heate enough to warme, 
Water but ferves to coole, not drowne or harme, 
Where harfheft paffions melt to Charities 
Where all your Slaves fhall meet their Jubilie5 
Where we fhall dread no Heavenly beauties force, 


And 


* 
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And where no heart fhall be without remorfe. 
Could you complaine if Nature only had 
Your Eyes and’ Cheeks, and Forehead richly clad 
In her beft Liveries, Rofes, Lillies hue ? 
- But to all thefe fhe hath beftow’d on you 
$0 rich, fogreat , fo eminent a Soule, 
_ As may fuffice all Empires to controule 5 
A Soul fo farr beyond all outward parts, 
_ As thefe but court the Eie,that conquers Hearts. 
A Soul fo farr exceeding your own Sex, 
- It may the wifeft of Mankind perplex. 
But, for all this, faire C/elia, think not I 
Will fondly whine away my breath and die 5 
No, though you make me not the leaft returne, 
_ Or tell me, though I die, you will not mourne 3 
_ Nay, though you {miling, place me in the Traine 
- Of that vaft number your faire eyes have flaine. 
But leaft that humour which hath kept me free 
_ From other Beauties, fhould not prove tobe 
Of force enough to fave me from your Charmes, 
(Gainft which herhaps my beft detenfive Armes 
May prove too weak) I only beg this boone 5 
Treat me but ill I cannot be undone. | 
Be fure to ufe fuch cold indifference 
I may not fee a glimpfe, or leaft pretence 
Of hope that I can ever love again: 
And, if you find that will not cure my paine, 
- Goe on to flight me, if that will not doe, 
_ Proceed to bea little rude, and fcorne me too: 
If, after this, your Charmes have pow’r to kill, 
To my laft pangs I will not with you ill. , 


A BALLAD. 


The Wares put to fale which were lately taken in 


a Spanifh Ship. * 
. He Market-Bell Rings,comeaway5 
‘ Furnith your felves ae all the yeare, 
They pay not leaft that longeft ftay,, . 
Expence of time fhould make an deare. 


Come away, come away, make ufe-of the Sun, 
For when it is darke I'le Cheat every one. 


Thefe rich Wares are part of that prize, 
Which you have heard were lately t’ane 
By our Navies lucky furprife 
Ona Ship belonging to Spaine 5 
Come away, &c. 

Stale Barrel’d, and Bisket Browne, 
Salt-burter, that like Soape doth {mell, 
Rutty Bacon, rotten Poore John, . 
And ftinking Anchovaes we fell 5 

Gome away, &c, 

Uu:z 


We 
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"We have a Difh exceedeth thefe, 

If you find your Stomachs able, 

Come then and buy a Living-Cheefe, 

Marke it Crawles upon the Table 5 
Come away, Ke. 


Souldiers Caffocks, both old and new, 

Which Valdes unto Dunkirke fent, 

But now the Rogues mutt lie perdue 

Starke-naked, and keep perpetuall Lent 5 
Come away, 8c. | 


Buy old Shoces, worne by a Pélgrem, 
Who ravifh’d with a wandring zeale 
From Roome, unto Fernfalem, ror} 
A hundred Holy Saints did egies: 4 % 
Come ays (&ce 


Old Breeches with new patches ons... : 
But this paire, its con{tantly faid, 
Was (omietsiies worne by a be altly Don, 
He that in Pasles the Sloven play'd; 

Come away, Kcr 


Who will buy an old Wainfcott,,C het, 
In which I am certain is cram’d . 
A Million of Pardons at leafis; “yy 
Fit Traffick for thofe that be Damn’ds. 
Come AW Ay, &es - 


Anold Ape fent hither tolearne |. . 
The Neweft Tricks in Exgland known, 
Asif the World could not difcerne 


That Spaime hath Tricks enough of her own. 


Come away, &c, 


Receipts for Salves, made by a Witch, 
Thefe a Lady, (whofe Love excells ) 
Sent as a Prefent to Gundimores Breech, 
Where it feemes his Fiftula dwells 5 : 

Come aways &e. ie 
Good-Friday Whips, to draw his. eke 
That earnes the: mercy which he lacks 5 ss 
And, fuch as miftruftthem for good, wh 
May try them on their naked backs; 

Come away, &c. 


Old fhiver’d Launces, rufty Swords, 

Fire-lock-Muskets, which Tle maintaine 

(By help of ancient Records) 

Did firft drive out the Afores from Spaine’s 
Come away, &c. 


POIQTHO} JOH 


Bap F 


é 


| | tele * 
Newer before Printed, 


An old Headpiece , batter’d with fhot 
The which as one of Mancla {weares, 
Wasfometimes worn by Don Quixot 
However now tis ftollen from’s Heirs , 
Come away, &c. 


Tobacco that when growing, ftunk 

$ack which like Beer-Vinegar looks 

With thefe they made the Devil drunk, 

And fince that time are chief in’s Books 5 
. Come away, &e. 


Olives, and Capers you may buy;) 
Which fawce they fend for us to eat),,; 
No marvail of their courtefie , 

What need they fawce,that have no Meats 
; Come away, Kes, 


Rayfins like Grapes in Claret Lees... ,.,, 
And Pruines dryed, to skin and ftone,., , 
Currans, like Fruit of Eldern Trees,., °., «.- 
Almonds fowre , moift Fig pifsd upon3; . 
Come away, &c, Ry 


De 


Prologue for the Temple: at the Acting of Five hours Adven- 
ture, to my Lord Chancelor. 
) I 


Y Lord, you in your early youth did fit , 

Kh * As Patron and as Cenfor too of VVit; 
‘VWVhen onely.that which you approvd could pleafe 
In Theaters, the Mules Palaces, 

As you were then our Judge, fo ow we come, . 
In yearly trial to receive our doom. 

If we be Pris’ners, yet there ftill is caréy o,f). } 
To make for Pris’ners room at every, Bar...,,,,. 

And we fuppofe it fhould be leaft deny’d ,.,:.. 

To thofe who hither come not to, be try’d ,; 

For actions paft, but muft be judg'd by you, , 
Immediately for what they are todo. 4) 2). . 
WVe Spaniards fight with Swords, which are,too long ; 
To thew the Art of Fencing in.a, Throng +)... .,.. 
Nor do we fight with fuch a defp’vate Mind... | 
That to a Sawpit we would be confin’d. . »,. , 
When our Don Henrique ’gaink Ofavio draws, - 
Both may incur the He of your Laws, 
For wanting fpace to traverfe here the ground , 
Miffing themfelves, they may Spectators wound. 
- Though (noble Gentlemen) it long has bin , 
Your {pecial Priviledge to hedg us in 5 
Yet quit that antient Priviledge to day, 
And vcnture not your Lives to fpoil a Play, 
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Poems on feveral Occafons, 


EPILOGW E to the King at Whitehall , at ibe Acting ihe 
Siege of Rhodes. ald 
F Mighty Sir, Your Goodnefs will do Grace , 
To the fupream of Ottomans high Race, 
Who fo much honoured Vertue even in Foes, 
That oft when conquer’d they did nothing lofe. 
If to that Beauty you will favor fhew , 
VVhich he ador'd and your lov’d Titian drew 5 
Roxava, who reftor'd th’ Hungarian Crown, 
And nurs'd the Royal Infant as her own. 
If you will favor that Sicilian VVife , 
VVho oft her Honour, and her Husbands Life, 
Sav’d by her Vertue, when the Victor ftrove, 
At once to vanquifh Rhodes and conquer Love, 
If Rhodians from oblivion you'l redeem , 
Refcuing their Fame, though none could refcue them 5 
VVhofe valor there the higheft VVonders wrought, 
VVhere the brave Subjeéts of your Empire fought. 
If thefe contratted , and in little fhown, 
You after conqueft on the Scene will own 5 


Then Rhodes thall nobly gain by being lofts 
And th’ Ottomans may grieve whilft we may boaft. 


That they got lefs when they did Rhodes fubdue, 
Then now the Mufes get by gaining you. 


is Rel at lave 


EPILOGWE totbe Villain 5 
A Dorekeeper comes in aft to Mr. Betterton. 


Author has fent twice to fpeak, with you., 


Hat? ere I thift my Cloaths? can he not ftay, 
ill our own Scouts bring Tidings of the Play. 
There's tén times more ado with a young Wit, 
Then with old Fools that have whole Volumes writ. 
Well plainly, and in Brief (howe're we fpeed) 


_I with the louder Criticks would take heed. 


Perhaps, before they get to the next ftreet , 
Some of their Confort may a challenge meet : 
Good Gentlemen ! donot miftake, I pray, 
Our Author in mifconftruing what I fay. 

He would not challenge any one to fights 

But, which is worfe, does threaten all that write. 


The Firft Dayes Entertainment at Rutland-Houfe, 
by Declamations and Mufick: after the — 
manner of the Ancients. 


‘Ot “7 . 
After a Flourifh of Mafick, the Curtains are Drawn, 
and the Prologue enters. 


PROLOGUE. 


i E-thinks, as if affur'd of fome difgrace, 

| Lfhould ftep back, ere fearce I fhew my face 
Ei “Tis not through terror, that I know not how 
L/% fa. 10 fafhion my approaches, vail, and bow, 
But that difpleafure in your looks I fpy, 

Which {een to turn afide and fiand amry. 

Ere yet we can offend, are we difgrac’d ? 

Or are our Benches, not your looks wifplac’d ¢ 

We wifh we could have found this Roof fo high, 

that each might be allow'd a Canopy, 

And could the walls to fuch a widenefs draw, 

That all we ght {it at eafe an Chaife a bras. 

But though you cannot front our Cup-board-Scene, 


Nor fit fo cas'ly as to feretch and leane 3 
‘Yet you are fo divided and fo plac’d, 
That half are freely by the other fac'd 
And we are shrewdly jealows that you come 
Not meerly to bear ws, or fee the Rooms 
But rather meet here to be met, I mcan, 
Each would fee all, and would of all be feen, 
Which we but guefs, refpedfully, to fhew 
Tou worthy of your felves, mot we of you. — 
gihink this your pajjage, and the narrow way 
"To owr Eliftan Field, the Opera? 
Tow'rds which fome fay we have gone far about, 
Becaufe it feemes fo long ince we fet out. 
Think now the way grown fort, and that youlight 
At this {mall Inn, to bait, not flay all night: 
Where you fhall find, what you will much defpife 5 
The Hoft grown old, and worfe then old, half wifes 
Stall former time applands, the prefent blames 5 
And talkes fo long, that he (indeed ) Declaims, 
“From Declanrations of a long hours length, 
Made firong to laft, by fome dead Authors ftrength, 
Not pow'rfull to perfwade, but to provoke 5 
Long, grave, and fullen as a mourning Cloak 5 
@ wih, *f poffible, you could fcape frees 
But, plainly, and in brief, it cannot be. 


_ Thefe 


342 


eee, 


Thefe you wmuft pleafe to hear, and have no way 
To give the angnifh of your Ears allay, : 
But by our Roftra’s, to rememler Rome 5 

Then hope, fuch mighty Minds in time may come RM 
As think.it equal glory to take care 

To [peak wife things, as to do great in war : 
Declaming well on what they well have dones 
Being beft guides where they the race have run: 
Quickning by influence of their Noble deeds 

Glory in others, tillit Vertue breeds : 

What do I mean? Sure there is fomething here 
Has fuch infection as I ought to fear ! 

Here 1a fhort and bafhful Prologue came 5 

But firait grow long and bold 3 thatis, Declame, 
What patience can endure {peech bold and long, 
Where fence is weak too, when the Lungs are frrong ¢ 
Yet this will rare abridgment feem in me, 

When four fhall come and talke a Hiftory. 

Well, I have now devis'd, for your reliefe, 

How you fhall make thefe long Declaimers, brief; 
When you perceive their voices fall with fear, 
(As not accufton’d to.the Publick-Ear ) | 
And that they paufe, grow pale, and look, about 5 
Laugh but aloud, and you will put them ont. 


The Curtains are clos again. 


A Confort of Inflrumental &MLufick, adapted to che 
fullen Difpofition of Diogenes, being heard a 
while, the Curtains are fuddenly open’d, and ; 
in two gilded Roltras appear fitting, Dio- 
genes the Cynick, and Anittophanes the Poet, 
in Habits agreeable to their Country and Proe 
fefsions: who Declam Againit, and For Pub- 
lick |ntertainment fy Morall R eprefencati- 
ons, 


D ISO\GSEaNa ES: 


~ Would you were all old, that havin i i 

g more experience , I might 
take lefs pains to make you wife. Or favonte you were al 
Poor, that not being diverted by the gaudy emulations of your 
Wealth, you might minde Diogenes; who, you know , has no- 


thing, unlefs (moft thrifty 4thenzans} you allow me that, which I with 


you could {pare, Underfianding, But why fhould I defire your i 
; ttenti 
on? For, confidering that when you are afleep, you Ri hee batt oe 
Friends,nor provoke your Enemies, think ‘tis {carce difcretion to keep 
. you 
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you awake. Yet prefuming Tam now in the publick Rofira, as fecure: 
Wy fortif'd asin my private Tub; 1 will venture to bid you obferve, 
that you are met to hear what your Cynick Dzogenes, and the Poet Az 
viftophanes can fay, againft and for, publick Entertainment by Moral 
Reprefentations. eric vi 
Can any Entertainment divert you from the mifchief to which you 
are excellently inclin’d whea you meet in publick ? Are not the Winds 
your Orators , and you their many-headed Waves that meet not but 
in foame and rage? Have. you not yet diftinguifh’d the modefty and 
watinefs of folitude from the impudence and rafhnefs of Affemblies 2 
Do you not , when alone, defign wreaths to the vertue of thofe, 
whom, when you are aflembled, you reward with Oftraci/me? Asif 
- the mingled breath of multitude were fo contagious, that it infected 
- yeafon as well asblood. Beafts of Athens! Are you not thade gen - 
tle, when bred fingle, and continue wilde whilft you are in Herds? 
When you are alone , perhaps fome of you have judgment to con- 
fider, that the wifdome of Governours is encreas’d by their long con- 
_ tinuance in power » therefore they ought feldome to be chang’d, but 
when you meet in the Agora, to make up the Body-Politick, ’tis like 
the meeting of humours in the Natural Body, all tending to commo- 
- tion, change and diflolution. There is your annual Feaft, where 
you devour your Governours, or fhift them nimbly, as your Tren- 
chers, before they are foul. Mott mifchievous Athenians! meet not at 
‘all. Man, when’alone, is perhaps not wholly a Beat; but man meet- 
# ae till he grows toa Multitude, is certainly more then a Mon- 
fer. 
O Number, Number! when it confifts of men, How accurft are 
~ thofe who truft to it? If for Wifdom, who will rely upon determi- 
nation, where the difference of opinions doth often equal.the varie- 
ty of faces? If for ftrength, call XERXES, and bid him, if he dares, 
come back again with his half of mankinde into Grecce. In nume- 
rous Councils you give countenance to each other, to dare to do in- 
juftice ; where you each take anger as you catch yawning, meerly 
by {eeing it in another. In Armies, the number doth often tend more 
to Famine then to ftrength. Fear (which is in Armies as infectious, 
as Opinion in Councils) is quickly difpertt , whilft all depending on 
their multitude, are defeated , becaufe each trufted to others, and 
none to themfelves. 
But Athevians, Yam old, { want memory, and have difplacd my 
thoughts; for I intended not to declaime againft Affemblies, in Ci- 
vil Councils , or in Military attempts 5 but againft fuch as meet for 
Recreation: In defence of which the Poet Ariftophanes is arrogantly 
tefolv’d to plead. What need you publick Recreations? If you are 
old, you are paft the dayes of mirth, and are come to the Evenings of 
contemplation; and contemplation requires folitude. If you are young, 
*tis your time to grow folemn, which is, to become old betimes, that 
you may more willingly entertain Age when you are fore’d to feet 
it. If you had Philofophy enough to make you humble; you 
would avoid fuch publick Affemblics as tempt you to that coft in 
Vefts and Ornaments , which occafions the emulations of pride. If 
you have fo little Philofophy as to defire to be very rich, you would 
prevent that vainexpence. If you would live in peace and power , 
why by fuch exceffes, do you enrich Retaylers and Mechanicks, whofe 
fadden acquifition of wealth makes them too proud tobe obedient 
Xx ane 


andeth oantaitical tobe quiet > If you have bufinefs, what do you 


here ? Ifyou have none, What do you in 4thens ¢ where wealth is 
not to be got with idlenefs, nor the Wars maintain’d without wealth. 

But you would meet to receive entertainment from fuch as reprefent 
the vertuous actions of the Heroes. Is not Vertue efteem’d in Athens 
but as the particular humour of Philofophers? And, though it may 
pleale fome few who ftudy it, yet, becaufe ‘tis fingular, it doth offend, 
the generality 5 and ’tis fafe in popular Governments, to content the 
people, though to their own prejudice, who perhaps too can hardly be 
{aid to be prejudic’d, when they have no fenfe of their harm. If Ver- 
tue could be dreft in fuch a fafhion as all fhould be provok’d to like 
her, you might openthe Gates of Athens to her {piritual Tire-women, 
the Mufes, and let them work freely to her. But fince many have ve- 
ry vainly endeavour’d to make her amiable to all, let the Lady Vertue 
fhrink up her white fhoulders, put on her black Hood, and retire to her _ 
Clofet, ‘ SK 

But you would meet to behold Vertue inthe bright Images of the 
Heroes. Gentlemen of Athens! Benot atchargeto pay for glafles, which 
fhall render you the refletion of better facesthen your own, left you 
give your felves an uncomfortable occafion to blufh, *Tis difcretion, — 
if you have any imperfeGion, to keep at diftance from that excellence 
to which others may compare you. Be youcontented without feeing 
the Heroes; and let them be fatisfi'd with the reward of their vertues. 
Are they not made Stars and Statues? Let them fhine in the Firmament, — 
and reftin our Temples: But what need they be perfonated, and ins 
trude into our Theaters, to difgrace us? If you are exceedingly in- — 
clin’d to think that you may draw a benefit from great examples, and _ 
are refolv’d to raife the Heroick Ghofts, in hope they will lead you to 
the hidden Treafures of Vertue; purfue the experiment, and the next’ 
day, after you have paid your Money in Theaters, caftup youraccount, 
and fee what you have got by your Dreame. I fufpect that your re- 
membrance of the Worthies will vanifh, and be as fhort asthe Vifion. 
The Ghoft of Herewles_rais’d by a Poet, can no more make you labori- 
ous and patient, then aRofecr Lettice, rais‘d in aGla(s by a Chymift,can 
make you {wect, or ferve you fora Salade. . 

Ariftophanes will perhaps make youa {mall prefent of another pretext — 
in behalf of the Opera; which is, That it will introduce Civility. 
But becaufe there are fome Beafts in Athens, Does he take us all for 
Bears? We eate not raw fleth, nor live without diftinctions of alli- 
ance, What means he by Civility? Would he make an Art of exter- 
nal behaviour, and have it read in the Schools? Would he prefcribe — 
you a certain comely pofture in your fleep, and not to wake without a 
Jong complement to your Chamber-Grooms ? Would he not have you 
Cough but when alone, or if in publick, then with a mufical concor- 
dance to the reft that have taken cold? Would he have you at Table 
carve with your arme a little extended, as if you were nicely to finifh 
a touch in Painting; or more at ftretch, as if you were to fence for 
your Meate? Would he make a Science of Salutation, and draw it 
out to fuch a length, asif when youmet youwere alwayes treating to 
reconcile Empires 5 or when you take leave., you were concernd as 
Kings that depart. from their Daughters when they are marry’d by | 
Proxy, and imbarking for another Climate? Where will be the end of 
excefles in civility ? Is not extraordinary Civility imputed to Courts 
as diffinwulation ? Subtle Athenians ! If you. will leara to be very 
civil, which is, to diflemble with a good grace, yet know, that dif- 


fimulation 
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fimulation is a kind of black Art, which you muft ftudy in privates 

Let the people be rude ftill, for if, by fuffering it tobe taught in pub- 

lick, we refine their craftinefs with Civility, you muft ere long fling 

away your Night-caps, and fleepin your Helmets, 

Would you meet to enjoy the pleafure of Mufick? ‘tis a deceitful 
Art, whofe operations lead to the evil of extreams, making the Melan- 
choly to. become mad, and the merry to grow fantaftical.. Our Cities 

ancient ftamp, the Qm/ (which bears no part in the merry Quires of 
the Woods) denotes the Wifdom, not the Mirth of Athevs. I would 
have the People of Athens, from the Mafon to the Merchant, look 
‘as grave and thoughtful as rich Mourners, They fhould all feeme 
Priefts in the Temples, Philofophers in their Houfes, and States- 
men in the Streets. Then we fhould not need_to be at expence of 
publick Magiftrates; but every man would be freely forward to rule 
another , and in time: grow to fuch a height and, ability in Govern- 
ment, as we fhould by degrees banifh the whole’ City; and that 
Oftracifaz were happy preferment 5 for the felt of the:world would 
- foon invite us to rule them. +. 

‘Does not the extafie of Mufick tranfport us beyond the Regions 
of Reafon? Changing the fober defigns of difcretion into the very 
_wildnefs of dreams; urging fofter mindes to aime at the impoffible 
- fucceffes of Loves and enkindling inthe active the deftructive ambi- 
_ tions of War >’ Does it not turn the heads of the young-till they grow 
fo giddy, as if they walk’d on pinacless and often divert the feet 

ofthe aged from a Funeral to a Wedding > And confider (my mali- 
cious friends of Athens) how you would look , if you fhould {ee me, 
at the meer provocation of a Fiddle, lead outa Matron to dance at the 
martiage of an old Philofophers widdow. — 
~ Would you meet to be delighted with Scenes ? which 1s, to be en- 
tertaind with the deception of motion, and tranfpofition of Lights 5 
where, whilft you think you feea great Battel, you are fure to get 
nothing by the Vidory, You gaze on imaginary Woods and Me- 
_ dows, where you can neither fell nor mowe, On Seas, where you 
have no Ships, andon Rivers, where you catch no Fifh, But, you may 
find it more profitable to retire to your Houfes, and there ftudy how 
to gain by deceiving others; then to meet in Theaters, where you miuft 
pay for fuffering your felves to be deceiv’d. | This, Athewians | ‘con= 
cernes your profit ; which isa word you underftand better then all 
‘the Grammarians in Greece,” And though the wayes towards profit 
are fomewhat dark, yet you need no light from me, which made me 
prefume toleave my Lanthorn at home. * rite this rt 
~ Vertue, in thofe Images of the Heroes, adorn’d with ‘that Mufick , 
and thefe Scenes, is to be enliven’d with Poetry, _ Poetry is the fubtle 
Engine by which the wonderful Body of the opera muft move, I with, 
Athenians! you were all Poets} for shen, if you fhould meet, and 
with the pleafant vapours of Lesbian wine, fall into profound fleep, 
and concurr in a long Dream, you would ere morning, ‘enamel your 
Houfes, tile them with Gold, and pave them with Aggots, This is 
the way by which the Poets would make you al} exorbitantly rich, Yet 
“Tdoubt you are fo malicious'as to think , if Homer; Hefiod, and fix 
more of the Ancients (I dare not fufpect the Modern ) were 
harnaft in a Teem, they ‘would prove too weak to draw the 
weight of a fingle Talent out of Athens. 1 allow ‘that in a City _ 
where divers are more then fomewhat guilty, you may fuppofe Sa- 
tytsa profitable commodity for the Publick ; but am confident a whole 
aks? Ream 


Ream of Odes and Epigrams will not be held, by any man‘ here, a fuffi- 


cient pawn for a Drachwa. 

I conceive you have now heard meas frowardly as you ufe to hear 
the Ambafladors of Sparta, from whom you feldome like any thing: 
but their brevity. I hall leave the advantage on your fide; for ifmy 


- advice be bad, ’tis too’ late for me to recal it; if good,. you have time 


enough to follow it. Goe home, and confider; but I fear your Hou- 
fes are fo {pacious, and fo fine, as they will divert your Underftand- 
ing. Though you are willing to perceive that you have no neceflity 
toconfider me, Yet I am ure I hall have continual occafton to ftudy 
you; therefore am refolved tocontra&t my {eif, and retireto my Tub. 


A Confort of Mufick, befitting the pleafant Dif- 
pofition of Ariftophanes, being beard, he thus 
anfwers. : 


ARISTOPHANES. 


met to be made wife by Diogenes ? and how mueh more vainly 
fhould Tafcend the Roffra, rf I fought to inform your Under- 
~ ftanding concerning him, or reform hisconcerning himf{elf? Dio- 
genes came to perfwade you to fufpect the good effects of Affemblies, 
and I come to accufe him of the evils of Solitude, In which Iam — 
prevented by his own behaviour; for you have found him, like a Man © 
{ure tobe condemn’d, reviling even you his Judges ; as pitifully fro- 
ward as children fuddenly wak’d, and as weakly malicious as Witches — 
when they are mock’d, He will quarrel with the Wind , meerly for 
playing with his Beard, and in his Age ftudies revenge on the pofterity 
of his dead Pedant, forchaftifements receiv’din his youth, Tis well 
that Nature hath inclin’d mifchievous men, aswell as Beafts of Prey,to — 
live alone, for if the one -fhould be converfable, and the other walk 
m Herds,. Mankind might by the firft be perfwaded from the true ufe 
of Natural Reafon 5, and, by the fecond, be forc’d from the Original 
Inheritance of Natural Power. “ie 
But as fullen Diogenes is by Nature fecretly urg’d to live alone, fo 
thofe who are/not mifgovern’d by paffion, have an inftinct to commu- 
nication, that by vertuous emulations each may endeavour to become 
the beft example to thé reft 5 for Men meet not to fee themfelves, but 
tobe feen by others, and probably he who doth expofe himfelf to be 
a publick object, will ftrive t6 excel before he appears. Other crea- 
tures of the moft pacifique {pecies incline to fociety, that they may de- 
light in each,others fafety, whilf{t they are protected by their conjuncti- — 
onof ftrength. °Tis notmy Theameto declaime of the abufe or ufe » 
of Number inCivil Councils, or Military attempts: And fince Dio- 
genes was conltrain’d to excufe his si oaaton by acenfing his memory, I 
fhall.learn to avoid fuch prefumption as mutt {hamefully require your 
pardon, and will not treat of bufie, but pleafant Affemblies 5 and par- 
ticularly of fuch as meet for recreation by Moral. Reprefentations. 


Rovere Athenians ' How vainly were youaflembled here, if you 


But 
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we 


But Diogenes is implacably offended at Recreation, He would have 
you all hous’d like himfelf, and every man {tay at home in his Tub; 
_ Hethinks your dwellings fo large as they divert your contemplation 3 
‘and perhaps imagines that the Creation hath provided too much room; 
that the Air is too fpacious for Birds, the Woods for Beafts, and the 
Seas for Fifh; efpecially , if their various motion in enjoying their 
large Elements contribute to what he eftcems vain idlenefs, Recreation. 
This difcontented Cynick would turn all time into midnight, and.all 
Learning into melancholy Magick. He is fo offended at mirth, as if 
he would accufe evn Nature her {elf to want gravity, for bringing in 
~ the Spring fo merrily with the Mufick of Birds. When you are young, 
he would have you all feem old, and formal as fimple men in Authori- 
ty, When you areold, he would bring you back to the crying con- 
dition of children, asif you werealwayes breeding Teeth. Nor hath 
he forgot to difpofe of middle age, when the ripenefs ef mind and 
body makes you motft fufficient for the difficult toiles of affairs: for in 
_ this feafon of laborious life, he would ufe you worfe then Beafts 5 who 
are allow’d Bells with their heavy packs, and entertain’d with whift- 
Jing, when they are driven with Goads. 
Gentlemen of Athens ! If you would admit the deform’d difpofiti= 
On of Diogenes under the pleafant fhape of humour 5 or rather, if you 
would vouchfafe to give him authority, and let him have time and 
countenance to breed and enlarge a Melancholy Sect; you would find 
the people fo apt to nourifh the feed of fmall evil, till it multiply to 
extreams, that you fhould not need to be at expence of Executioners, 
nor Executioners be at coft to buy the juice of Hemlock to difpatch'of= 
fenders; for we fhould all grow moft couragioufly fad, and very boun- 
tifully hang and drown ourfelves at our own charge. 
He would have you abftain from fuch publick Affemblies , that you 
_ might avoid the cofts of Vefts and Ornaments, which he traduces, as 
-occafioning the emulations of pride, Canlarge Dominions be conti- 
nu’d- without diftin@&ion of qualities? And, Can the people diftinguifh 
more immediately then by their eyes; which are alwayes fooner fatis- 
frd with fhape then fubftance>? And, Are they not fafer entertain’d 
with what they inftantly admire, then with that which bufies their 
judgement? If external glory,and gaudery be pride, we learn it there 
where there is no fin; for Nature, who cannot err, ordain’d the pat- 
terns , even inthe various and gaudy.ornaments of Birds and Flowers 5 
orif excelling ornament offend him, why looks he upward to the 
Stars ; fince of the greateft part of their infinite number, it is hard to 
find any other ufe.then that of beautifying. and adorning the world ? 
Whilft he {corns pride, he is ignorant that tis. commonly but bya kind 
of pride more refin’d that Men difdain the proud, Moft jult stheni- 
ans! I cannot forfeit your efteem, if Tconvince not Diogenes; whowill 
not be inftru@ed by the work.of Nature, mor could be corrected by 
the rebuke of Plato. 
“He cénjures you, if you would preferve_your peace and power . 
- to refrain from thofe Aflemblies which occafion fuch emulation of ex- 
_ pence as may enrich Retaylers and Mechanicks: as if the wealth.of 
the People did not make them cautious of innovation, and {low to 
Infurrection; who rebel to get that from others, which makes them 
obedient when it becomestheir own, The wealth ofthe eminent , 
contratted and retain’d,offends the People but being difperft and ap- 
parently fpent, preventstheir jealoufie, that ‘tis more'then is set SE 
: ed; 


ed; and takes away their envy, by giving them evidence that it wilf- 
grow lefs: and none will believe expence fuperfluous , who think it - 
neceflary to gain by what is fpent. When the Laws enjoyn frugality ” 
totheRich, they provide well for particular Families , but ill for the - 
Publick. : 
He next takes caré you fhould not affemble, efpecially at Repre- 
{entations of the ations of the Herees. And in the progrefs of his 
difcourfe, meets the Lady Vertue, and takes her afide, as if he were _ 
to examine a meer ftranger 3 as if, becaufe fhe was not of his acquain-_ 
tance, therefore fhe had never been in Athens 5 or at leaft was fo au-_ 
{tere in her garments and behaviour, that fhe feém’d only fit for the - 
company of old Philofophers. Noble Athenians ! You all know that 
her delightful maids, the asufes, have given hera pleafant and familiar _ 
Drefs3 and, I know, you will provide her fuch a Palace, as Diogenes 
fhall not need to ftraiten himfelf by inviting her to his Tzd. 
He again forewarns you from beholding her inthe fhining fhapes of — 
the Heroes 3 as if, becaufe his cwn eyes are weak, he may thercfore 
think yours fo fore, as it would hurt them to behold the light, Or, _ 
as if the Heroick Ghofts were infolently rais’d by the Poets infuch an+ 
ory fhapes, as rather ferve to upbraid your defects, then to encourage 
your endeavours for perfection, Or,as if active examples are revived 
in vain, and feem not more prevalent then written Precepts; yet the ~ 
firft invite imitation by fhewing experienc’d, pofibility in the utmoft — 
attempts of Vertue; andthe latter, but prefumptuoufly draw a Map — 
of an unfteer’d Courfe to an imagin’d Coaft, Heroick Vertue, when — 
‘tis bufie in the open World, is more deferving ( becaufe more labc= — 
rious, and lefs {afe) thenwhen fhe lazily retires to the Cells of cons 
templative Cowards, who fecurely fit and write againft thofedangers — 
of temptation, from which, out of fear, they have;haftily and meanly 
fled. He would likewife infer , that the great examples of Elder ~ 
Times are vainly prefented, becaufe, being fo remote, they are lefs 
credible. But he forgets to obferve that envy will more patiently be- - 
hold great actions in the Ancients, who cannot hinder our pretences, 
then in thofe of our own Times, who perhaps are our Competitors for _ 
the rewards of Vertue, as well as Rivals to her perfon. Se 
He next grows angry, not at the pretence which publick Enter-— 
tainments make to introduce Civility; but at Civility it felf;: loving 
fo barbaroufly the uncleanly eafe of his own life, that he cares not how 
much inconvenience itgives tothe lives of others. If the Ephori and 
Kings of Sparta invited him to their Mefs, he would for indecencies _ 
fake eate their broth without a Spoon. He often commends theanei- — 
ent ufe of Fingers, that by tearing ‘his Meat, he may fave the labour _ 
of whetting his knife. Never wafhes any thing but his Beard, and — 
that too in the Bowl where he drinks to his betters, He lets his Nails. 
grow tothelength of Talons, feizing and fnatching his meat at ano-_ 
thers Table, as if it were his Prey 3 and is againft the Civility of ma>_ 
kinga Stranger enter a Houfe before the Owner, becaufe the Cooper . 
built not his to contain more thenhimfelf. Hetermes it brevity, and — 
faving of time}to falute a Magiftrate with no more then a Nod3. and, 
only for lazinefs, avoids common Salutation, Judge you (moft civil 
Athenians |) whether cleannefs be inconvenient, becaufe he. imputes 
it as.a troublefome part of Civility. “Or whether Salutation fhould be 
prohibited; becaufe fometimes, where the dignities are equal, it draws » 
refpecdt into length, Or whether length of refpectis not neceflary, to 
cw 
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thew the diftinctions of quality ? Or rather, whether diftinétions of 
quality tend not to the confervation of Government ? without which, 
Goyernours would foon grow weary for want of obedience, and Age 
“yetire to the Grave for want of reverence, 
He proceeds next againft the Ornaments of a publick Opera, Mufick 
and Scenes. But how can he avoid the traducing of Mufick, who hath 
alwayes a Difcord within himfelf, and which feems fo loud too, as if it 
would, a mile off, untune the harmonious foul of Plato. Mufick doth 
not heighten Melancholy into Madnefs, but rather unitesand recollects 
a broken and {catter’d mindes giving it fudden ftrength to refift the 
evils it hath Jong and ftrongly bred. Neither doth it make the merry 
- feem fantaftical, but only to fuch as are envioufly fad at the pleafure of 
others. Ifit doth warm the ambitious when they are young, ‘tis but as 
Cordials warme the blood, to make it evaporate the evil humour. If 
it awake hope in the Aged (where hope is fallen aflecp. and would 
take reft) we may therefore fay (fince hope is the vital heat of the 
minde) that it prolongs life where it would flothfully expire. Nor 
‘need Diogenes fufped that it may make his bones ake, by feducing him 
to a dance; for he can only lift up his feet to a difmal difccrd, or dance 
toa confort of groaners and gnafhers of Teeth. . 
He is offended at Scenes inthe Opera, as at the ufelefs Vifions of Ima- 
‘gination. _Is it not the fafeft and thorteft way to underftanding, when 
‘you are brought to fee vaft Seasand Provinces, Fleets, Armies, and 
Forts, without the hazards of a Voyage, or pains ofa long March ? 
Nor is that deception where we are prepar’d and confent to be de- 
ceiy’'d. Nor is there much lofs in that deceit, where we gain fome 
variety of experience by a fhort journey of the fight. When he gives 
you advice not to lay out time in profped& of Woods and Medows , 
which you can never poffefs, he may as well fhut up his own little 
Window (which is the Bung-hole of his Tub) and ftill remain in the 
dark, becaufe the light can only thew him that which he can neither 
purchafe nor beg. 

This worft Athenian (whom you have long contemn’d as your 
Suburb-dog) hath all this while but bark’d at the Mufes. In the end 
of hsdifcourfe he offers to bite and worry Poetry3 yet, *tis only with 
hisGums, for his Teeth are loft; Why fhould a Cynick, who applauds 
poverty in himfelf, difdain it in others ? He pretendsto make it his bu- 
finefs to feek out Poverty,and to Court herin publick; butthe Poets , 
having more wit then the Cynicks, only entertain her when fhe finds 
out them, andthen but in private. Or perhaps Poets, the bufie Secre- 

taries of Nature, are fo intentively employ’din providing for the gene- 
‘ral happinefs cf humane kind, that they have no leifure tomake provi- 
fions for themfelves. He upbraids that Art which may be faid to be 
the only Artof Nature; which eJevatesthe harmony of Reafon, and 
makes even the feverities of Wifdome pleafant. But, excellent <Athe- 
‘nians! It were an unpardonable want of judgement in me, to tire you 
with defending that which you already know needs no defence. And 
my prefumption is lefs to be forgiven in having dar’d to refcue that 
from the rage of Diogeves, which you have long taken into your own 
“protection: therefore in ftead of defending Poetry(whofe {everal beau- 
ties make up the fhape of the Opera) I will conclude in excufe and de- 
fence of her Enemy, who hath much reafon to diffwade you from Mo- 
tal Reprefentations , becaufe he is himfelf the worft reprefentation of 
Morality 5 and is juftly afraid tobe reprefented in the Theater. 


The 
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The (Curtains are fuddenly clos'd, and the Compa. 
ny entertain'd by Inftrumental and Vocal Mu- 
fick, with this Song. geen : 


S O'N>G 
I. 
Id ever War fo ceafe 
D That all might Olive weare? 
All fleepy grow with Peace, 
And none be wakd with fear ¢ 


Qe 
Does Time want Wings to fly 5 
Or Death ere make a ftand ¢ 
Men muft grow old and die: 
Storms drive us from Sea to Tempefts at Land. 


Chorus. 


This through his Tub the Cynick, faw 3 
Where vainly with Time he did ftrive, 

And in vain from Death did withdraw 
By bury'ng himfelf alive. 


qe 
- The Poets they are wife, 
All evils they expect, 
And fo prevent furprize, 
Whilfé troubles they negled. 
2- 


Can Age ere do them harm, 
Who chearfully grow old? : 
Mirth keeps their hearts fill warme, 
Fooles think, themfelues fafe in forrow and cold: 


Chorus. 


Then let the four Cynick live coopts 

Let him quake in his thrid-bare Cloak, 
Till he find his old Tub unboopt, 

His staff and his Lanthorn broke. 


The Song being ended, A Confort of Inflrumen- 
tal Mufick, after the French Compofttion, be- 
ing heard a while, the Curtains are fuddenly 
open'd, and in the Roftras appear fitting a 
Parifian and a Londoner, in the Livery Robes 
of both Cities, who Declaime concerning the 
pra eminence of Paris and (London. 


Lhe ofeluodom Lda, 


candor tothe Plea, between me a Burgois of Paris, and my 
Z. Opponent of London: being concern’d in honour to lend 
> your attention .as favourably toa ftranger as to your Native 
 Oratour: fince ‘tis the greateft figne of narrow education to permit 
~ the borders of Rivers, or {trands of Seas, to feparate the general 
confanguinity of Mankinde: though the unquiet nature of man (till 
hoping to fhake off diftant power, and the incapacity of any one to 
{way univerfal Empire ) hath made them the bounds. to divide Go- 
yvernment. But already I think it neceflary to ceafe perfwading you, 
who will ever deferve to,be my Judges, and therefore mean to ap- 
ply my felf in admonithing him who is pleas'd to be a while my ad- 
verlary. ki 
My mott opiniater’d Avtagonift (for a Londoners opinion of him- 
felf is no lefs noted then his opinion of his Beef before the Veal cf 
Italy) you fhould know that the, merit of Cities confifts not in their 
faix and fruitful {cituation, but in the manners of the Inhabitants: 
for where the fcituation excels, it but upbraids their minds ifthey be 
not proportionable to it. And, becaufe we fiould more except 
againft the conftancy of minds then their mutability, when they in- 
cline to errors Twill firft takea furvey of yours in the long conti- 
nu'd deformity of the fhape of your City, whichis, of your Buildings. 
Sure your Anceftors contriv'd your narrow Streets in the dayes of 
Whceel-barrows, before thofe greater Engines, Carts , were invented. 
1s your Climate fo hot, that as you walk, you need Umbrella’s of 
” Tiles to intercept the Sun? Or are your Shambles fo empty, that 
you are afraid to take in frefh Ayr, left it fhould fhatpen your fto- 
inacks? Oh the goodly Landskip of Old Fith-ftreet ! which, hadit 
not had the ill luckto be crooked, was narrow enough to have been 
_ your Founders Perfpedtive: and where the Garrets ( perhaps not for 
want of Architedture, but through abundance of amity) are fo made, 
that oppofite Neighbours may fhake hands without ftirrirg from home. 
Isunanimity of Inhabitants in wife Cities better expreft then by their 
coherence and uniformity of Building? Where Streets, begin, contt- 
nue, and end in a like ftature and fhape - but yours (as if they 
were fais'd in a general infurrection, where every man hath a fe- 
veral defign) differ in all things that can make diftinction. Here 
ftands one that aimes to bea Palace, and, next it, another that profe(- 
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ae of this Noble City, aré yet to become more noble by your 
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fes to be a Hovel. Here a Giant, there a Dwarf, here flender, there 
broad; and all moft admirably different in their faces as wellas in 
their height and bulk. Iwas about to défie any Londoner, who dares 
pretend there is fo much ingenious correfpondence in this City, a8 that | 
he can fhew me one Houfe like another, Yet your old Houfes feemto _ 

be reverend and formal, being compar’d to the fantaftical looks of the 
Moderns which have more Ovals, Nieches, and Angles, then are in _ 
your Cuftards 5 and are enclos’d with Pafteboard walls, like thofe of. 
malicious Turks, who, becaufe themfelves arenot immortal, and can- _ 

not ever dwell where they build, therefore will not be at-‘charge to 

provide fuch laftingnefs as may entertain their children out of the 

Rain 3 fo flight, and fo prettily gaudy, that if they could move, they 

would pafs for Pageants. “Tis your cuftom, where men vary often. 
the mode of their habits, to terme the Nation fantaftical; but where 

Streets continually change fafhion, you fhould make hafte to chain up 

the City 5 for “tis certainly mad. 

You would think me a malitious Traveller, if I fhould ftill gaze on 
your mifhapen Strects;.and take no notice of the beauty of your Ri- 
ver; therefore I will pafs the importunate noife of your Water-men 
(who fnatch at Fares jas if they wére to catch Prifoners , plying the 
Gentry fo uncivilly, asif they never had row’d any other paflengers 
but Bear-wards) and now f{tep into one of your pefcod-boats; whofe — 
Tilts are not fo fumptuous as the roofes of Gundaloes, nor, when you 
are within, are youat theeafe of Chaife a bras. |The commodity and 
trade of your River belongs to your felvess but give a ftranger leave — 
to fhare in the pleafure of it, which will hardly be in the prof{pe& or _ 
freedom of Ayr unlef$.profpedt, confifting of variety, be made up 
with here a Palace, there a Wood-yard, here a Garden, therea Brew-_ 
houfe: Here dwells a Lord, there a Dyer, and between both Duomo 
Comune, {freedom of Ayr be inferr'd in the liberty of the Subjed, 
where every private man hath Authority, for his own profit, to fmoak 
up a Magiftrates then the Ayr of your Thames is open enough, becaufe — 
‘tis equally free, I will forbear to vifit your Courtly Neighbours at 
Wapping, not that it will make me giddy to fhoot your Bridge, but’ 
that Lam loth to difturb the civil filence of Billinfgate, which is fo 
great, as if the Marrinerswere alwayes landing to {torme the Harbour, 
therefore for brevities fake, I will put to fhoar again, though I fhould 
be conftrain’d, even without my Galofhoes, to land at Puddie-Dock. 

Tam now return’d to vifit your Houfes, where the Roofes are fo 
low, that I prefume your Anceftors were very mannerly, and ftood 
bare to their wives; for I cannot difcern how they could wear their 
high crown’d Hats 5 yet Iwill enter, and therein oblige you much, 
when you know my averfion to the odor of a certain Weed that go- 
verns amongft your courfer acquaintance as muchas Lavender amoneft 
your courfer Linnen: to which, in my apprehenfion, your Sea-coal 
{moak feems a very Portugal perfume, I fhould here haften toa peri- 
od, for fear of fuffocation, if I thought you fo ungracious asto ufe it 
in publick Affemblies: and yet I {ee it grow fo much in fafhion, that 
me-thinks your children begin to play with broken Pipes, in ftead of 
Corals, to make way for their Teeth, You will find my vifit fhort, 1 
cannot ftay to eat with you, becaufe your bread is too heavy, and you 
difdain the light fuftenance of Herbs, Your dink is too thick, and yet 
you are feldome over-curious in wafhing your glafles, Nor will I 
lodge with you, becaufe yeur Beds feeme, to our Alcouaes , no 
bigger then Coffins; and your Curtains fo fhort, as they will hardly 
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Sees ae 
rve to inclofe your Carriers in Summer 5 and may beheld, if Taffata ; 
‘to have lin'd your Grandfires skirts. 

But though your Houfes are thin, yet your Kitchins are well lin’d 
with Beef; and the plentiful exercife of your Chimneys makes up that 
canopy of fmoak which covers your City 3 whilft thofe in the Conti- 

nent are well contented with a clear sky, entertain fleth as a Regalio 5 
and we, your poor French Frogs, are fain to fing toa Salad, You 
boaft that your fervants feed better then Matters at Paris 5 and weare 
fatisfi’d when ours are better taught thenfed. You allow yours idle- 
nefs and high nourifhment, to raife their mettal 5 which is, to make 
them rude for the honour of old England. We inure ours to labour 

and temperance, that we may allay them; whichis, tomake them ci- 

vil for the quiet of France. Yours drink Wine, and the ftrong broth 
of Malt, which makes them bold, hot,.and adventurous to be foon 
incommand, Ours are cool’d with weak water, which doth quench 
their arrogance, and makes them fit to obey long. We plant the Vin- 
yard, and you drink the Wine; by which you beget good f{pirits, and 
we get good Money. You keep open houfes for all that bring you 
in mirth, till your Eftates run out of Dores, and find new Landlords, 
We (hut our Gates to all but fuch whofe converfation brings in profit, 

and fo by the help of what you call ill nature and parfimonie , have 
the good luck to keep our inheritances for our Iffues 

Before I leave you in your Houfes ( where your Eftates are man- 

_ nag’d by your fervants, and your perfons educated by your Wives) 
Twill take a fhort {urvey of your childrens to whom you are {o ter= 
rible, that you feem to make ufe of Authority whilft they are young,as 
if you knew it would not continue till their Manhood. You begin with 
them in fach rough difcipline, as if they were born mad, and you 
meant to fright them into their Wits again before they had.any to lofes 
When they encreafe in years, you make them ftrangers; keeping them 
at fach diftance, out of jealoufie they fhould prefume to be your com- 
panions, that when they reach Manhood they ufe you asif they were 

none of your acquaintance, But we fubmit to be familiar with ours, 
that we may beget. their affection before ’tis too late to.expect it. 
If you take pains to teach them any thing, ’tis only what they fhouid 
not learn, Bathfulnefs ; which you interpret to be their refpect to- 
wards you, but it rather fhews they arein trouble, and. afraid of you 5 
and not only of you, but of all that are elder then themfelvess as if 
youth were a crime, or, as if you had a greater quarrel to Nature then 
to the Devil ; you feem to teach them to be afham’d of .their perfons, 
even then when you are willing to excufe their faults,., Methinks 

when ours are grave they are but. dull ; and,we are content not to 
have them demure and tame whilft they, are youths , left reftraint 
(which alivayes enclines to extreames when it is chang’d to liberty ) 
fhould make them rude and wilde when they are Men. 

This education you give them at home 5 but though you have fre- 
quently the pride to difdain the behaviour of other Nattons, yet you 
have fometimes the difcretion to fend your fons abroad to learn it. To 
‘Paris they come} the School of Europe; where is taught the ap- 
proaches and demeanours towards Power: where they may learn ho- 

nour, which is the generous honefty; which is the civil boldnefs of 

Courts. But there they arrive not to converfe with us, but with 

themfelves; to fee the Gates of the Court, not to enter and fre- 
guent it; or to take a hafty furvey of Greatnefs, as far as envy, 
Yy2 but 
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but not to ftudy it, as far as imitation. At laft return home, defpi- © 
fing thofe neceflary vertues which they took not paines to acquire 5 
and are only Jf alter’d in their drefs and mind, by making that a de- 
formity in feeming over-careful and fore’d, which we make graceful 
in being negligent and eafie, . 

I have now left your Houfes, and am pafling through your Streets ; 
but, not in a Coach, for they are uneafily hung, and fo narrow, that E 
took them for Sedavs upon wheeles: Nor is it fafe for a ftranger to 
ufe them till the quarrel be decided, whether Six of your Nobles, fi¢- 
ting together, fhall ftop, and give place to as many Barrels of Beer. 
Your City isthe only Metropolis of Evrope, where there is a. wonder- 
ful dignity belonging to Carts. Mafter Loxdoner! be not fo Hot 
again{t Coaches: take advice from one that eats much Sorrel in hig 
Broth, Can you be too civil to fuch a fingular Gentry as bravely 
{corn to be provident ? who, when they have no bufinefs. here to em- 
ploy them, nor-publick pleafures to divert them, yet even then kindly 
invent occafions to bring them hither, that, at your own rates, they 
may change their Land for your wares; and have purpofely avoided 


the courfe ftudy of Arithmetick , left they fhould be able to affront — | 


you with examining your accompts, ARO: 
I wonder at your Riches, when I fee you drink in the morning 5 but 
more at your confidence, when I fee gray Beards come out of a Tavern 
and ftay at the Door to make the laft debate of their bufinefs; and 
J am yet more amaz’d at your health when I tafte your Wine; but — 
moft of all at your Politicks, in permitting fuch a publick poyfoning: 
under the ftile of free Myfterie to encourage Trade and Diligence. 
I would now make a fafe retreat, but that me-thinks I am {topt by 
one of your Heroick Games, call’d Foog-ball 5 whichI conceive Cunder 
your favour) not very conveniently civil inthe ftreets; efpecially in 
fuch irregular and narrow Roads as Crooked Lane. Yetit argues your — 
Courage much like your Military paftime of throwing at Cocks, Bue 
your mettal would be more magnifi'd (fince you have long allow’d 
thofe two valiant exercifes in the ftreets ) to draw your Archers from 
Finsbury, and during high Market, let them fhoot at Butts in Cheap- 
fide. { have now no more to fay but what refers to a few private 
“Notes which I fhall give you ina whifper when we meet in Moor-fields 5 
from whence (becaufe the place was meant for publick pleafure, and 
to fhew the munificence' of your City ) I fhall defire you to banith the. 
Landerefies ‘and Blechers, whofe Acres of old linnen make a fhew like 
the Fields of Carthagena, when the five moneths fhifts of the whole 
Fleet are wafht and {pread: or elfe you will give me leave to con- 
clude in behalf of Laxemberg and the Txilevies, a3 no ill accommodati- 


ons for the Citizens of Paris. 


After 
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After a Confort of Mufick, imitating the Waites 
of London, the Londoner rifes, and thus 
anfwers. Wer 


Fhe 20" N'D OON ER: 
Ver Noble and moft fufficient Judges, I am fo little angry with 
5 my adverfary, that I am ready to entitle him, asa’ ftranger, tu 
protection from you, and civility from my felf. You find, in 
his furvey of this Renown’d City, he has undertaken to be 
pleafant, and to make you fo too: but men who are pleas’d them- 
elves, cannot when they lift difperfe their gay humour amongft others: 
_ it being much more eafie to incite to anger then to mirth. TI prefume 
Tam fo farr from needing the advantage’, or from growing infolent 
with the honour, of having you my Judges, that I refer my felf-to 
him; whilft I prefent him Pars in the fame Glafs where he reflected 
Londen: and he isnot a little oblig’d in being made capable of refor- 
ming his judgment by the helps of comparifon. . 
_ Give me leave ( Monfieur de Paris) to be conducted from Diepe by 
one of your Meffagers, ( who areas Magifterial on the Road as old 
Rangers in a Forreft.) and on my Norman Nag (which, thoughit has 
not as many legs as a Caterpillar, yet by the advantage of being well 
fpurr'd , makes fhift to travel as faft) I enter your City at Porte st: 
Wartins and ere I light, would be glad, by leaving a limbe, to com- 
pound for the reft of my body; fo furious are you in your hofpitali- 
ty when you call aloud and take in ftrangers, fpight of their Teeth, 
into your Houfes, and lodge them for more then enough of their 
mony. But fuch importunity , and even for mean profit, {hould ra- 
ther be interpreted as the vehemence of a witty People, that have 
hot brains, then as the figns of general Poverty: Whilft we, phleg- 
matick I{landers, are too dull tobe fo troublefome for a little money 
as may {hew we want it. 
- Before I enter your Houfes ; I cannot chufe but take notice of 
your ftreets 3 by which I difcern , though you are now unanimoully 
glorious , yet your Anceftors and you had different minds ; for 
though Je Rue St. Antoine, St, Honore, and St, Denis are large enough 
for the Vifla, yet le Rue Tirechape, la Tanuerie, and la Hachette ftand 
fo much in the fhade, that there your beautiful Wives need neither 
Vails nor Fans; you being fain to lay traps at your windows to catch 
the Sun-beams. But this, you will fay, was the defect of our Ance- 
ftors, not of yours; who, in a wandring humour, made bold to 
crofs the Channel, march up to Paris, and build your Houles after 
their own fafhion. 
~ As I pafs along , I bow before every Palace 5 but’ ’tisto the Giant 
Swig that {tands in carbonaded breeches at the Gate 5. who coming a2 
long journey, meerly to keep your Natives in awe, has reafon to ex- 
pett reverence from a ftranger. _ Now methinks you wifh the Gout in 
my Finger,becaufe I point not with great wonder atthe Lowure swatch 
Tconfefs hasa very fingular way of being wonderful ; the fame of 


the Palace confifting more in the vaft defign:of what it was meant to 
PD ia be; 
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be, then in the largenefs of what it is : the ftructure being hikewife a” 
little remarkable for what is old, but more even for the antiquity of 
what is new;having been begun fome Ages paft,and is tobe finifh’d ma- 
ny ages hence 5 which (I take it) may be a figne of the glory, but 
not of the wealth of your Founders. I will pafs into your Fanx- 
bourgs by Pont Rouges a Bridge not built to be ufeful to you in the 
ftrength of it, but rather to fhew the {trength of your River to ftran- 
gers, when, maugre your Guards of Switz, it often carries an Arch 
out of your City. 

Already (methinks) pafling o’er this Bridge, I ftop at a broken: 
Aych ; and finding my felf a heavy Londoner, who wants the French 
vivacity to frisk o’er fo wide agap to the Fauxbourgs, \ am willing to 
return, that I may afford you the civility of taking more notice ofthe — 
ornaments of your River. I find your Boats much after the pleafant 
fhape of thofe at common Ferries; where your Bafielier is not fo tur- 
bulently active as our Watermen, but rather (his Fare being two 
brafs Liards ) ftands as fullen as an old Dutch Skipper after fhipwrack, 
and will have me attend till the reft ofthe Herd make uphisfraights 
paffing in droves like Cattel, embroider’d and perfum'd with Car- 
ters and Crocheteurs; all ftanding during the voyage as if we were rea- 
dy tolandas foon as we put from fhore; and with his long polegives — 
usa tedious waft, as if he were all the while poching for Eels, We 
neither defcend by ftairs when we come in, nor afcend when we go 
out, but crawl through the mud like Cray-fifh, or Anglers in anew 
Plantation, I could with you had the adornements of wall’d banks; 
but in this witty Region of Civility, as well as in our dull rade Town, 
perceive there is nota perfec coherence inall the parts of magnificence, — 

I will now vifit your honufes which I confefs tranfcendent as 
Towers, compar'd to the ftature of thofe in our City 5 but as they are 
as high rooft as our Belfries 3 fo have they inthem morethen thenoife — 
of our Bells; lodging diftreffed Families ina Room ; and where there 
igno plenty, there is eldom quietnefs.T his Chorws of clamour from feve-. 
ral appartments will be fooner acknowledg’d, when you conficer that 
your Nation affeéts not {uch brevity of fpeech as was practis’d by the 
Spartans, nor that Majetticat filence which is usd by the Turks. Butt ‘ 
accufe you of that of which you may take occafion to boatt, becaufe 
the ftufting of Rooms with whole Families, denotes a populous City. — 
But farewel the happinefs of the Nation when the populoufnefs of the. 
City argues the litigiou{nefs of the Country 5 where, with a multitude. 
of Proces you lofe your wits, and afterwards come up to live by them — 
at Paris. Though you are fhie toeat at our Entertainments , yetl 
would accept of yours, if you were not hinder’d from giving any by 
the great expence of your Habits and fuperfluous Trains. And 1 would 
drink with you, if you were as pos’d and grave in your Wine as we 
dull Traficquers, who ufe it to fharpen our Wits when we conclude 
Bargains. But I have a mind. to fuppofe (under your favour) that your 
heads are bottles,and your brains the Cork; for the one, being a lit- 
tle ftirr'd, the other fly out, and fill the Room with froth, I would 
lodge with you, but that your large Beds are taken up with Punezes 5 
which our skins (being tender, and not fo much condens‘d by the cold 
as you imagine) can ill endure, and worfe permit the ubiquitary at- 
tacks of thofe dext’rous little perfecutors, which fuit more with the 
nimble difpofition of men of your Climate, then thofe other flow ene- 
mies which were bred in Italy. 

Noife 


Thefe are your Feafts, which are but Fafts to your fervants3 
who being confin’d within the narrow bounds of Penfion, are ac- 
“comptable for all the Orts by weight, for which your fufficient rea- 
fon is, becaufe {uch as are ordain’d to fervice, fhould be continual- 
ly allay’d by Temperance, left they might lofe obedience. Your 
fons you dignifie betimes with a tafte of pleafure and liberty 5 which 
perhaps breedsin them (that they may maintain the vaft expences of 
high pleafure ) too hafty and violent an appetite to {uch power as 
“makes them, when they are Men, foon turbulent to Supream Au- 
thority. When they provoke a Province to rife againft the Court, 
tis excus’d as high Gallantry, and in fafhion, whilft they are young 
and f{trongly attended; but ‘tis call’d Treafon when they grow old 
and deferted, Here I expe your rebuke; for why fhould 1 cea- 
fare the education of your children, fince we fend ours to learn the 
honour and deportment of Manhood at Paris? Yet t will recom- 
mend one confideration to your City as well as to our owns whe- 
_ther the ancient jurifdiction ‘of Parents and Mafters , when it was 
~ fevere, did not make all degrees of humane life more quiet and de- 
lightful then we have found it fince that priviledge hath been igno- 
rantly and negligently lott. . 
You are diforder’d with the rudenefsin our f{treets; but have more 
‘ yeafon to be terrifi’d with the frequent infurreCtions in your own, In 
ours, a few difturb the quiet of Coaches 3 but in yours, whole Ar- 
* mies of Lackies invade the peace of publick Juftice ; whofe Image 
(were the Tumult drawn by a Poetical Painter) you would imagine 
fencing with a broad {word, like an old grave Switz againft the Tucks 
of fantaftical Pages; who ftrive to refcue the condemn’d, as if the 
Noblefi were concern’d in honour not to fuffer malefactors to be af- 
fronted by a bafe Executioner on the Scaffold for fo generous an ex- 
ercife as killing. But when I obferv'd your Twelfe-Nights, with the 
-univerfal thout of /e Roy boit, T could not but think, that the whole 
Vintage of France was in the heads of the fervants of Paris, \ 
‘I will now fuppofe it late, and that I am retiring to my 
Countrey-men at the good Hoftel deVenife 5 but thall make hatte 5 for 
you muft needs acknowledge the famous dangers of Pont Neuf 5 
where Robbing is as conftant and as hereditary a trade as a- 
“mongtt the Arabs 3 where old Grandfathere-Félows, in beards fit to 
wth : be 
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be reverenc’d by all that {cape their clutches, fet the watch ( which 
confifts wholly of their Grand-children)) carefully at nine at night, 
and take it as want of refpectin fuch who are fo indecent as to pafs 
that way in their old Cloaks. 

When I confider both our Cities, I conclude they were built, and 
are inhabited by mortal men 5 therefore am refolv’d to burn fome pri- 
vate Notes which I intended toimpart in anfwer of thofe that you re- 
feyyr'd to our next meeting, If I could reach your hand, I would en- 
deavour to kifs it; for I fhould account my felf worfe bred then in a 
Forreft, if I had not learn’d a little from the abundant Civility of Pa- 
vis 3 wherel have heard of two aged Crocheteurs, heavie loaden with 
billets, who were fo equally concern’d in the pundtilios of Salutatis 
on, and of giving the way, that with the length of Ceremony , 
C Atonfieur ceft a vows, Monfieur vous vows moques de voftre Servitenr } 
they both funk under their burdens, and fo dy’d, dividing the eters — 
nal honour of Gety Education. 


The Curtains are [uddenly clos'd , and the Com- 
pany entertaind by Inftrumental and Vocal 
Mufick, with ths Song. 3 


aS Oa Nae G, 


I. 


Ls is {mother'd with fulph'rous fires 5 


Still foe wears a black, Hood and Cloak, 
Of Sea-coal Smoak, 
As if fhe mourn’d for Brewers and Dyers. 


Chorus, 


But fhe is cool'd and cleans'd by fireams 
Of flowing and of ebbing Thames. 
2. 


Though Paris-way boaft a clearer Sky, 
Let wanting flows and ebbs of Sene, 
To keep her clean, 
She ever feems choakt when fhe is adry. 


Chorus. 


And though a Ship ber Scutcheon be, 
Tet Parts hath xo Ship at Sea, 
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The Song ended, the Curtains are drawn open again, 
and the Epilogue enters. 
EPILOGWVE. 


_ FE-Oo late we told you, fometwo hours ago, 
The ills, which you were {ure too foon to know: 
_ Had we fore-warn’d you but the day before , 

By half fo much , faid at our outward door , 

We had been civil; but had weakly fhown 

More care to watch your profit then our own. 

We have your Money, true; if you can call 
‘That ours, of which we make no ufe atall. a Soe 
The Poets never mind {uch toys as thefe Shews Mo 
But keep them to be fent for when you pleafe, ae 
At worft (if you may credit, in frail times, 

Bankers whoturn and wind a world of Rimes) 

They are but bow’d , laid in a Trunk above, 

And kept, as fimple Tokens of your love. 

If this were raillery , it could not pleafe, 
“After a tedious dull Diogenes : 

A Poet a mile longer, then, two more, 

To vex you, having had too much before. 

Perhaps, fome were fo couzen’d as to come, 

To fee us weave in the Dramatique Loom: 
To trace the winding Scenes, like fubtle Spies, 

Bred inthe Mufes Camp, fafe from furprize: 

Where you by Art learn joy, and when to mourn 5 

To watch the Plots fwift change, and counterturn: 

When Time moves {wifter then by Nature taught5 

And by a Chorus Miracles ate wrought 5 

Making an Infant inftantly a Man- 

Thefe were your Plays, but get them if you can: 


After 4 Flourifh of loud Mufick, the Cartain is 


closed, and the Entertainment ended, 


The Vocal and Inftrumental Mufick was compos d 
by Doetor Charles Coleman, Captain Henry 
Cook, Mr. Henry Lawes, and Mr. George 


Hudfon. 
Za Colum 
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Coelum Britannicum, A Mase que at Whitehal in the 
Banquetting-Houle, o7 Shrove-Tuelday night, 
the 18 of kebruary 1633. 


The Defcription of the Scene. 


nament, that enclofed the Scenes in the upper part of which, 
were great branches of Foliage growing out of leaves and 
huskes, with a Coronice atthe top 5 and in the midft was pla- | 
ced a large compartiment compofed of Groteske work , wherein 
were Harpies with wings and Lions clawes, and their hinder parts con- 
verted into leaves and branches: over all was a broken Frontifpiece , 
wrought with fcrowles and mafque heads of Childrens and within 
this a Table adorn’d witha lefler Compartiment, with this Infcriptis — 
on, CHLUM BRITANNICUM: The two fidesof this Orna- 
ment were thus ordered » Firft, from the ground arofe a {quare Bafe- 
ment , and on the Plinth ftood a great vaze of gold, richly enchafed, 
and beautified with Sculptures of great Releine , with frutages hang= 
ing from the upper part - Atthe foot of this fate two Youths naked, 
sntheir natural colours; eachof thefe with one arme fupported the 
Vafe ; on the cover of which ftood two young women in Draperies, » 
arme in arme; the one figuring the glory of Princes, and the other . 
Manfuetude: theirother armes bore up an Oval, in which, to the 
Kings Majelty was this ImprefS, A Lyon with an Imperial Crown — 
on hisheads; the words, Aaiaun fub pectore. forti: On the other fide 
was the like compofition, but the defign of the Figures varied 3 and 
in the Oval on the top, being born up by Nobility and Fecundity ,, 
was this Impreffe to the Queens Majefty, A Lilly growing with bran- | 
ches and leaves, and three leffer Lillies {priaging out of the Stem 5 
the words, Semper inclita virtus: All this Ornament was heightned 
with Gold, and for the Invention and various compofition, was the 
neweft and moft graceful that hath been done in this place. 
The Curtain-was watchet, and apale yellow in panes, which fly- 
ing up on the (udden, di(covered the Scene , reprefenting old Arches, 
old Palaces, decayed walls; parts of Temples, Theaters, Bafilica’s © 
and Therme, with confufed heaps of broken Columnes, Bafes, Coro- — 
nices and Statues, lying as under ground , and altogether refembling 
the ruines of fome great City of theancient Romans, or civiliz’d Bri- 
taines. This {trange profpect detain’d the eyes of the S pectators fome_ 
time, whento aloud Mufick adercury defcends 5 on the upper part of 
his-Chariot {tands a Cock in a@ion. of crowing: his habit was a 
Coat of Flame colour girt,to him, and a white mantle trimm’d with 
gold and filver $ upon his head a wreath with {mall fals of white Fea- 
thers, a Cadufeus in his hand, and wings at his heels; being come 
to the ground, he difmounts and goesup to the State. 


Tose thing that. prefented it felf to the fight , wasa rich Ore 


Mercnry. 


A Majque. 
, : _ Mercury. | 


ae the high Senate of thegodstoyou - 
{Bright glorious Twins of Love and Majefty, 
Before whole Throne three warlike Nations bend 
Their willing knees, on whofe Imperial browes 
The regal Circle prints no awful frownes 
To fright your Subjects, but whofe calmer eyes 
Shed joy and fafety on their melting hearts 

That flow .with cheerful loyal reverence, 

Come I Cyllenins, Joves Ambafladouy : _ 

Not, as of old, to whifper amorous tales 

Of wanton love, into the glowing care , 

Of fome choyce beauty in this numérous traine 5 
“Thofe days are fled, the rebel flame is quench’d 
In heavenly brefts, the gods have {worn by Styx 
Neverto tempt yeilding mortality 

To loofe embraces. Your exemplar.life 

‘Hath not alone transfus'd a zealous heat 

Of imitation through your vertuous Court, 
By whofe bright blaze. your Palace is become 
The envy’d pattern of thisunder-world, 
But the afpiring flame hath kindled heavens 
Th’ immortal bofomes burn with emulous fires , 
Jove rivals your great vertues 5 Royal Sir, 
And Juz0 Madam, your attractive graces 5 

“He his wild lufts, her raging jealoufies . 
She layes afide , and through th’ Olympique hall, 
As yours doth here, their great example {preads , 
And though of old, when youthful blood confpit d 
“With hisnew Empire, prone to heats of luft, 
He atted incefts, rapes, adulteries 

On earthly beauties, which his raging Queen, 
Swoln with revengeful fury turn’d to beatts, 

And in defpight he retransform’d to Stars, 
- Till he hath fill’d the crowded Firmament 
“With his loofe ftrumpets, and their fpurious race. 
“Where the eternal Records of .his{hame, 

Shine to the world in flaming Characters: 

When in the Cryftal myrrour of your reign 

He view’d himfelf, he found his loathfome ftayns5 
And now to expiate the infectious guilt 

OF thofe detefted luxuries, he'll chace 

Th’ infamous lights from their ufurped Spheare ; 
And drown in the Lethean flood, their curs’d 
Names and Memories. In whofe vacant roomes 
Firft you fucceed, and of the wheeling Orbe 
In the moft eminent and confpictious point, 
With dazling beames, and {preading magnitude, 
Shine the bright Pole-ftar of this Hemifphear. 
Next, by your fide, ina triumphant pate 
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And 


eb adie u AMafqie > 


And crown’d with Ariadnes Diadem, 

Sits the fair comfort of yourheart, and Throne 3 
Diffus'd about you, with that fhare of light 

As they of vertue have derivd from you, 
‘Hee’ll fix this Noble train, of either fex 5 

So to the Britith Stars this lower Globe 
Shall owe its light, and they alone difpence | . t 
Toth’ worlda pure refined influence. . Te 


Enter Afomns attired in a long darkifh robe all wrought over with .' 
ponyards, Serpents tongues, eyes and eares, his beard andhair ~ 
party coloured, and upon his head awreath {tuck with Feathers, — 


and a Porcupine in the forepart. . | ) 
Momus. 


Y your leave , Mortals, Good-den Cozen Hermes 5 your pardon. 
R good my Lord Ambaffador; I found the tables'of your Armes 
and Titles, in every Inn betwixt this and Olympus, where your prefent 
expedition is regiftred, your nine thoufandth nine hundred ninety ninth 
Legation. Icannotreach the policy why your Mafter breeds fo few 
States-men , it futes not with his dignity'thatinthe whole Empyreum 
there fhould not be a god fit to fend on thefe honourable errands bue 
your elf: who are not yet fo careful of his honour as your own, as 
might become your quality , when you are’ itinerant: the Hoftsupon — 

_ the high-way cry out with open-mouth upon you for fupporting pilfes 
ry in your train 5 which, though as youare the god of petty Larceny, 
you might proteé , yetyou know itis directly againft the new orders, — 
and oppofes the Reformationin Diameter.” a 

Merc. Peace Rayler, bridle your Licentious Tongue, 
And let this prefence teach youmodefty.. -° + 

Mom. Letitif it can3 in the mean time F will acquaintit with my 
condition, Know (gay people) that though your Poets, who enjoy, — 
by Patent a particular priviledge to draw down any of the Deities from 
Twelftnight till Shrove-tuefday, at what time thereis annually amoft 
familiar entercourfe between the two Courts, haveasyet never invi- — 
ted metothefe Solemnities, yet it {hall appear by my intrufion this 
night , that Tam a very confiderable perfon upon thefe occafions, and _ 
may moft properly affift atfuch entertainments. My nameis Mowwsap- 
Somnus-ap-Erebus-ap-Chaos-ap-Demogorgon-ap-Eternity. My Offices and 
Titles are, TheSupreme Theomaftix, Hupercrittique of manners, Pro- 
tonotary of abufes, Arch-Informer, Dilator General, Univerfal Calum- ~ 
niator, Eternal Plaintiff, and perpetual Fore-man of thé Grand In-_ 
queft. My Priviledges arean.ubiquitary,circumambulatory,{peculato- 
ry, interrogatory, redargutory immunity over all the privy lodgings, — 
behind hangings,dores, curtains, through key-holes, chinks, windows 
about all Venerial Lobbies , Skences or redoubts, though it beto the 
furprize of a perdue Page or Chamber-maids in, and at all Courtsof 
civil and criminal judicature, all Councels, Confultations, and Parlias — 
mentary Aflemblies; where thoughI am but a Woollfack-god , and — 
have no vote in the fanction of new Laws, Ihave yet a: prerogative 
of wrefting the old to any whatfoever interpretation, whether it be- 
to the behoof or prejudice of ‘Jupiter hisCrown and Dignity , for, or _ 
again{t the Rights of either Houfe of Patrician or Plebeian gods, My 
natural qualities are to make Jove frown, Juno powt, dtars chafe, Ve- - 

, nus 


4 


nus bluth, Vulcan glow, Saturne quake, Cynthia pale, Phebus hide his 
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face, and Mercury here take his heels. My recreations are witty mif- 


_ chiefs, as whén Saturze guelt his father, theSmith caught his wife’ and 
_ her Bravoin a net of Cobweb-Irons and Hebe through the lubricity of 


the pavement tumbling overthe Half-pace, prefented the Emblem of 


theforked tree, anddifcover'd to the tanm’d Ethiops the fhowy cliffes 


of Calabria with the Grotta of Puteolum.- But that you may arriveat 


~ the perfect knowledge of me by the familiar illuftration of ‘a Bird 


__ of mine own feather, old Peter Aretine , who reduced all the Scepters 


and Myters of that Age tributary to his wit, was my parallel; and 


: | Franck Rablais fack’dmuch of my Milk too 3 but your modern F rench 


 Hofpital of Oratory is meer counterfeit , an arrant Mountebank, for 
though fearing no other tortures then his Sciatica, he difcourfes of 


. Kings and Queens with as little reverence as of Greomesand Cham- 


ber-maids, yet he wants their fang-teeth, and Scorpions tail; ] mean 


that fellow, who to add to his ftature, thinksit a greater grace to 
dance on his tiptoes like a Dogg ina’ Doublet , then to walk like 


_ Other men on the foles of his feet. 

_ | Merc. No more impertinent Trifeler, you difturb 

_ Thegreat affair with your rude fcurrilous chat: 

“What. doth the knowledge of your abject ftate 
Concern Faves folemn Meffage ? 

Mom. Sir, by your favor, though you have a more efpeciall Com- 


< 


_ At this the Scene changeth, and in the heaven isdifcovered a Spheare, 
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 miffion of employment frem Jupiter , and a larger entertainment from 
his Exchequer , yet as a free-born godI have the liberty to travel at 


‘Mine own charges , without your Pafs or Countenance; and that it 
“may appear, afedulous acute obferver may know as much as a dull 


- flegmatique Ambaflador, and wears a treble key to unlock themyfte- 
tious Cyphers of your dark fecrecies , 1 will difcourfe the politique 
fate of heaven to this trim Audience. 


with Stars placed in their feveral Images; bornup by a huge na- 


~  ked Figure ‘(only a piece of Drapery hanging over his thigh) 


kneeling and bowing forwards, as ifthe-great weight lying on: 
_* his fheulders oppreft him, upon his head a Crown, by all which 
he might eafily be known to be Atlas, - 


= You hall tnderftand that Jupiter upon the infpection of [know 


not what vertuous prefidents extant (as they fay} herein this Court, 
but as I more probably guefs out of the confideration of thedecay of 
his natural abilities , hath before a frequent convocation of the fuper= 


-Tunary Peers in a folemn Oration recanted , difclaimed , and utterly 


= 


renounced all the laf{civious extravagancies , and riotous enormities of 
his forepatt licentious life, and taken his oath on Juno's Breviary, re- 
ligioufly kiffing the two-leav’d book, never to ftretch his limbs more 
betwixt adulterous fheets, and hath with pathetical remonftrances 
exhorted , and under ftri& penalties enjoyned a refpettive conformity 


in the féveral fubordinate Deities; and becaufe the Libertines of An- 


tiquity, the Ribald Poets, to perpetuate the memory and example of 
theit triumphs over chaftity, to all future imitation , have in their 
immortal fongs celebrated the Martyrdom of thofe Strumpets under the 
ferfecntion of the wives, and devolved to pofterity the pedigrees of 
their whores , bawds, and baftards; it is therefore by the authority 


aforefaid enacted, that this whole Army of Conftellations be imme- 
diately 
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diately difbanded and. cafheer'd t : 
piety from the Coeleftial Spirits , and all luftful influences upon terre- 
{trial bodies 5 and confe quently that there be an Inguifition erected to 
exfpunge in the Ancient,’ and fupprefs in the Modern and fucceeding 
Poems and Pamphlet s, all paft, prefent, and future mention of thofe ab- ” 
jar'd herefies, and to take particular notice of all enfuing incontinen- 
cies, and punifh them in the high Commiffion Court. AmnotIin — 
election to bea tall Statefman think you, thatean repeat a paflage at 
a Counfel-table thus punctually? as 
jferc. 1 {hun in vain the importunity 
with which this Snarler vexeth all the Gods , 
Jouc cannot {cape him: well, what elfe from Heaven ? 
fom. Heaven | Heaven is no more the place it was 5 a Cloyfter of | 
Carthufians, a Monaftery of converted gods , Jove is grown old and 
fearful ,. apprehendsa fubverfion of his Empire, and doubts left Fate 
fhould introduce a legal {ucceflion in the legitimate heir, byrepofef- 
fing the Titanian line,and hence {prings all this innovation. We have. 
had new orders read in the Prefence-Chamber, by the Vi-Prefident . 
of Pernaffzs, too {trict to be obferved long. Monopolies are calledin, — 
fophiftication of wares punifhed , and rates impofed ca Comodities, — 
Tnjunctions are gone out to the Neétar Brewers, for the purging of the 
heavenly Beverage of a narcotique weed which hath rendred theIdzaes 
confus’d in theDivine intelleéts,and reducing it to the compofition ufed 
in Saluras Reign. EdiGsare made for the reftoring of decay d Houfe- 
keeping, prohibiting the repair of Families to the Metropolis, but this 
did endanger an Amazonian mutiny,tillthe Females put on a more maf- 
culine retolution of folliciting bufinefles in theirown perfons, andlea- 
ving their husbands at home for ftallions of hofpitality.. Bacchus hack 
commanded all Taverns to be fhut, and ne Liquor drawn after 
tenataight, Cupid mult gono more (o fcandaloully naked, but is en- 
#joyned to make him breeches though of his Mothers Petticotes. Ga- — 
simede is forbidden the Bed-chamber, and muft onely minifter in pub- 
lick. The gods muftkeep no Pages, nor Grooms of their Chamber 
under the age of 25.and thofe provided of acompetent ftock of beard 5 
Pan may not pipe, nor Proteus juggle, but by efpecial permiflion. Dul- 
can was brought to an Oretenus and fined, for driving in a plate of Iron 
‘nto one of the Suns Chariot-wheelsand froft-nailing his horfes upon 
the Gfth of November laft, for breach of a penal Statute , prohibiting © 
work uponHolydayes , that being the annual celebration of the Gy-. 
gantomachy. In brief, the whole {tate of the Hierarchy fuffers a to- — 
tal reformation , efpecially in the point of reciprocation of conjugal ~ 
affection. Venus hath confeft all her adulteries,andis receiv’d to grace — 
by her husband, who con‘cious of the great difparity betwixt her per- 
fections and his deformities, allows thofe levities as an equal counter- 
poize; but itis the pretticft {pectacle to fee her ftroaking with her 
\ Tvory hand his collied cheecks, and with her fhowy fingers combing 
his footy beard. Jupiter too begins to learn tolead bis own wife, I 
left him practifing inthe milky way 5 andthere is no doubt of an uni- 
verfal obedience, where the Lawgiver him(elf in his own perfon ob- 
ferves his decrees fo punctually : who befidesto eternizethe memory 
of that great example of Matrimonial unton which he derives from 
hence, hath on his bed-chamber-door, and feeling, fretted’ with ftars. 
in capital Letter, engraven the Infcription of C ARLOMARI Agi. 
This. 
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“This isas much I am fureas either your Knowledge or Inftructions can 

—dire&t you to , which having in a blunt round tale, without State- 
‘formality, Politique inferences, or fufpected Rhetorical elegancies , 
already delivered; you may now dexteroufly proceed to the fecond 
part of your charge, which is the taking of your heavenly {parks up 
“in the Embers , or reducing the Athereal lights to their primitive opa- 
city,and grofs dark fubfiftance 5 they axe all unrivited from the Sphear, 

and hang loofe in theirfockets, where they but attend the waving of 

your Caduce , and immediately they reinveft their priftine fhapes and 

appear before you in their own natura) deformities. _ ae 

Mere. Mowms thou fhalt prevail, forfince thy bold 

TntruGion hath inverted my refolves, 

I mutt obey neceflity, and thus turn 

My face to breath the Thundrers jut decree 

*Gaintt this adulterate Sphear, which fir{t I purge 

Of Joathfome Monfters, and mif-fhapen formes: 

Down from her azure concave, thus I charm 

The Lyrnean Hydra, the rough unlick’d Bear, 

The watchful Dragon, the ftorm-boading Whale, 

The Centaure, the horn’d Goatfilh Capricorne, 

- The Snake-herd Gorgon, and fierce Sagittar: 

Divefted of your gorgeous {tarry Robes, 

Fall ftom the circling Orbe, and e’re you fuck 

- Frefh venomin, meafure this happy earth, 

Then to the Fens, Caves, Forelts, Defarts, Seas, 

Fly,and refume your native qualities, 


They Dance in thofe monftrous fhapes the firft Antimask, of natural 
’ deformity. ; 


Mom. Ate not thefe fine companions, trim play fellows for the Dei- 
ties > yet thefe and their fellows have made up all our. converfation 
for fome thoufandsof years. Do not you fair Ladies acknowledg= 
your felves deeply engaged now to thofe Poets your fervants, that in 
the height of commendation have rais'd your beauties toa parallel 
with fuchexact proportions, orat leaft ranked you intheirfpruce fo- , 
ciety. Hath not the confideration of thefe Inhabitants rather frighted 
your thoughtsutterly from the contemplation of the place? but now 

that thofe heavenly Manfions are to be voyd, you that fhall hereafter 
be found unlodged, will become inexcufables efpecially fince Vertue 
‘alone fhall be a fufficient title, fine, and rent: yet if there be a 


Lady not competently ftock’d that way, fhe fhall not on the inftant 
utterly d 


efpair, if fhe carty a fufficient. pawn of handfomnefs 5 for 
however the letter of the Law runs, Jupiter notwithftanding his Age, - 
and prefentautterity, willneverrefufe to ftamp Beauty, and make it 
currant with his own Impreflion; but to fuch as are deftitute of both 
I canafford but {mal encotiragement. Proceed Cozen Mercury, what 
follows ? 
Merc. Lookup and mark where the bright Zodiack 

_ Hangslike a Beltabout the breft of heaven 5 
On the right fhoulder, likea flaming Jewel, 
His fhell, with nine rich Topazes adorn’d, 

Lord of this Tropique, fits the skalding Crab : m 
; : | 4 
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He, when the Sun gallops in full career 
His annual race’; his ghaftly claws uprear’d, 
Frights at the confines of thetorrid Zone, 


‘The fiery teame, and proudly ftops their courfe, 


Making a folftice , tillthe fierce Steeds learn 
His backward paces, and fo retrograde 

Poft down-hill to th’ oppos’d Capricorze, 
ThusI depofe him from his laughty Throne 
Drop from the Sky intothe briny flood, 
There teach thy motion to the ebbing Sea, 
But let thofe fires that beaucifi'd thy fhell, 
Take humane fhapes, and the diforder fhow 
Of thy regreflive paces herebelow. 


The fecond Antimash is Danc'd in retrograde paces , exprelfiva obli 
quity in motion. 


Mom. This Crab,I confefs, did ill become the heavens, but these is 
another that more infefts the earth, and makesfucha folftice in the po- — 
liter Arts and Sciences, as they have not been obferved for many 
Ages to have made any fenfible advance: could you but lead the lear- 
ned Squadrons with a Mafculine refolution paftthis point of retrogra-~ 
dation, it werea benefit to mankind worthy the power of a god, and 


to be payed with Altars: but that not being the work of this night, — 


you may purfue your purpofes: what now fucceeds ? 
Merc. Vice, that unbodied, inthe, Appetite 

Erects his Throne, hath yet, in beftial. fhapes, 

Branded, by Nature, with the Charatter 

And diftin® ftampof fome peculiar Iil, 

Mounted the Sky and fix’d his Trophies there: 

As fawning flattery inthe little Dog; 

I'ch bigger, churlifh Murmurs Cowardize 

Ith timerous Hare 3 Ambition in the Eagle: 

Rapine and Avarice in th’ adventrous Ship 

That fail’d to Colchos for the Golden fleece : 

Drunken diftemper in the Goblet flowes 5 

Pth Dart and Scorpion, biting Calumny 5 

In Hercules and the Lion, furious rage 5 

Vain Oftentationin Caffope : 

All thefe f to eternal exile doom , 

But to this placetheir emblem’d Vices fummon , 

Clad in thofe proper Figures, by which beft 


' Their incorporeal' nature is expreft, 


The third’ Antimask, is dane'd of thofe'feveral vices, expneffing the dee 
wviation from Vertue. ; ‘ 


Mow. From henceforth it fhall be no more faid in the Proverb, 
when you would exprefs a yiotous Affembly, That hell, but heaven 
is broke loofe, this was an arrant' Goal-delivery , all the prifonsof 
your great Cities couldhave vomited more-co irupt matter: butCou-— 
zen Cyllenius , in my judgment it is not fafe thatthefe infections per- 
fons fhould wander here to the-hazard'of this Ifland, they threatned 
le(S danger when they were nayl’d to the Firmament : I thould con- 

clive 
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ceive it a very difcreet courfe, fince they are provided -of a tall Vet- 
fel of their own ready rigg’d, to embark them all together in that good 
~ Ship called the Argo, and {end themtothe Plantation in New-Englan ce 
_ which hath purg’d more virulent humors from the politique body , 
then Guiacum and all the Weft-Izdian druggs have from the natural bo- 
' dies of this Kingdom: Can you devife how to difpofe them bet- 
BED C3) ag ; : ; 
4 Mer. They cannot breath this pure and temperate Air 
Where Vertue lives, but will with hafty flight, 
*"Mongft fogs and vapours, feek unfound abodes; 
_ Fly after them, from your ufurped feats, 
You foul remainders of that viperous brood: 
Let not aStar of the luxurious race, 
With his loofe blaze ftayn the skyes chryftal face. 
All the Stars are quench'd, and the sphear darkned, 


__, Before the entry of every Antimask, the Stars in thofe figures in the 
Sphear which they were to reprefent, were extin@ 3 fo as, by the end 
of the Antimask in the Sphear no more Stars were feen- 


| Mow, Here is atotal Ecclipfe of the eighth Sphear , whichneither 
Booker, Aleftree, norany of your Prognofticators, no northeir great 
+ Mafter Tico were aware of; but yet in my opinion there were fome in- 
~ nocent,and fome generous Contftellations, that might have been refer-. 
_ ved for Noble ufes 5 as the Skales and Sword to adorne the ftatue of 
~ Juftice, fince the refides here on Earth onely in Picture and Effigie. 
- The Eagle had been a fit prefent for the Germans, in regard their Bird 
hath mew’d moft of her Feathers lately. The Dolphin too had been 
_moft welcome to theFrench, and then had you but clapt .Perfews on 
hisPegafus, brandifhing his Sword, the Dragon yawning on his back 
_under his horfes feet, with Python's dartthrough his throat, there had 
been a Divine St, George for this Nation: but fince you have impro- 
" vidently fhuffled them altogether, it nowrefts only that we provide 
~ animmediate fucceffion, and to that purpofe I willinftantly proclaim 
afree Eledtion, . | 

¢ Oyes, Oyes, O yes, 
aa ; By the Father of the gods, 

J Aud the King of men, 


__ Whereaswe having obferved avery commendable practice taken into 
~ frequent ufe by the Princes of thefe latter Ages, of perpetuating the 
_ memory of their famous enterprizes,Sieges,Battels, Victories, in Pidure, 

sculpture, Tapiftry,Embroyderies, and other Manufactures, wherewith 
they have embellifhed their publick Palaces, and taken into Our more 
diftin& and ferious cenfideration., the particular Chriftma{s hangings 
of the Guard-Chamber of thisCourt, wherein the Naval Victory of 

88. is to the eternal glory of this Nation exactly delineated : and 

whereas We likewife outof a prophetical imitation of this fo lauda- 

_ blecuftom, did for many thoufand years before, adorneand beautifie 
the eigth room of Our czleftial Manfion, commonly called the Star- 
Chamber, withthe Military adventures, Stratagems, Atchievements , 
_ Feats, and Defeats , performed in Our Own perfon, whilft yet Our 
Standard was erected, and We a Combattant in the amorous Warfare. 

Ithath notwithftanding , after mature deliberation and long ashetee 

me tier) Aaa oe eid 
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held firft in our own infcrutable bofome, and afterwards, communi> 
cated with Our Privy Councel, feemed meet to Our Omnipotency, 
for caufes to Our felf beft known , to unfurnifh and dif-array Our 
fore(aid Star-Chamber of all thofe Antient Conttellations which have 
for fo many Ages been fufficently notorious, and to admit into their 
vacant places, fuch perfons onely as fhall be qualified with exemplar 
Vertue and eminent Defert, thereto fhine in indeleble Charatters of — 
glory to all Pofterity. It is therefore Our divine will and pleafure,vo- 

‘ Juntarily, and out of Our own free and proper motion, meer grace _ 
and fpecial favor, by thefe prefents to fpecifie and declare to all Our | 
loving People, that it fhall be lawful for any Perfon whatfoever , that 
conceiveth him or her felf to be really endued with any heroical Ver- 
tue or tranfcendent Merit , worthy fohigh a calling and dignity, te 
bring their feveral pleas and pretences before Our Right Trufty and 
Welbeloved Cozen and Counfellor, Don Adercury and god Momus, &c, 
Our peculiar Delegates for that affair; upon whom we have transfer- 
red an ab(dlute power to conclude, and deternnne without Appeal 
or Revelation, accordingly asto their wifdomes it fhall in fuch ca- 
fes appear behooful and expedient. Given at our Palace in Olympus 

the firft day of the firft Month, in the-firlt year of the Reforma- 


tion. 


plut ws enters, an old man full of wrinkles, a bald head, athin white 
beard, fpectacles on his nofe, with a bunch back; and attir’din a 
Robe of Cloth of gold. 


Plutus appears. 
Merc. Who's this appears? ; 
Mom. This is a fubterranean Fiend, Plutus, in this Dialectterm’d — 
Riches, or the god of gold; a poyfon, hid by providence in thebot- 
tome of Seas, and Navil of the Earth, from mans difcovery, where if 
the (eeds begun to fprout above-ground , the excrefcence was careful- 
ly guarded by Dragons, yet at laft by humane curiofity brought to. 
light to their own deftruction; this being the true Pandora’s box, 
whence iffued all thofe mifchiefs that now fill the Univerfe. 
pPlut, That I prevent the meflage of the gods 
Thus with my haft, and not attend their fummons, 
Which ought in Juftice call me to the place- 
I now require of Right, is notalone 
To fhew the juft precedence that I hold 
Before all earthly, next th’immortal Powers 5 
But to exclude the hope of partial grace | 
Inall Pretenders, who, fince I defcend 
_ To equal tryal, muft by fole defert. 
Waving your favor, claym by my example, 
If Vertue muft inherit, fhee’s my flave 5 
Ilead her captive in a golden chaine, 
About the world; She takes her Form and Being 
From my creation; and thofe barren feeds 
That drop from heaven, if I not cherifhthem e 
With my diftilling dewes, andfotive heat , / 
They know no vegetation 5 butexpos'd 
To blafting winds of freezing Poverty , 
Or not fhoot forth at all, or budding, wither: ie 
: Should 
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Should I proclaim the daily facrifice 
- Brought to my Temples by the toyling rout , 
Not of the fat and gore of abject Beatts, 
But humane {weat, and blood poured onmy Altars, 
I might invoke the envy of the gods. 

Turn but your eyes and mark thebufie world 
Climbing. {teep Mountaines for the fparkling ftone’ 
Piercing the Center for the fhining Ore, 3 
And th’ Oceans bofome to rake pearly fands , 

Croffing the torrid and the frozen Zones, 

?Midft Rocks and {wallowing Gulfes, for gainful trade 

And though oppofing Swords, Fire, murdring Canon, — 

 Skaling the walled Town for precious {poiles - ; 

"Plant in the paflage to your heavenly feats, 

“Thefe horrid dangers, and then fee who dares 

- Advance his defperate foot ; yet am I fought, 

And oft in vain, through thefe, and greater hazards 5 

‘Icoulddifcover how your Deities } 

Are for my fake fleighted, defpis’d, abus'd, 

Your Temples, Shrines, Altars, and Images 

~ Uncover’d, rifled, robb’d, and difarray’d 
By facrilegious hands: yetis this treafure — 

To th’golden Mountain, where I fit ador’d 

"With fuperftitious: folemn rights convay’d, 

And becomes facred there, the fordid wretch 
Not daring touch the confecrated Ore, 

Or with prophane hands leffen the bright heap 5 

But this might draw your anger down on mortals, 
For rendring me the homage due to you: 

~ Yet whatis faid may well exprefs my power 
Too great for earth, and onely fit for heaven. 

Now, for your paftime, view the naked root, 

Which in the dirty earth, and bafe mould drown‘d, 
“Sends forth this precious Plant, and golden fruit. 

You lufty Swaines, that to your grazing flocks 
Pipe amorous Roundelayes; you toyling Hinds , 
That barb the fields, and to your merry Teames 

~ Whiftle your paffions 5 and you mining Moles 
That in the bowels of your Mother-earth 

Dwell the eternal burthen of her womb, 

Ceafe from your labors, when Wealth bids you play» 
Sing, Dance, and keep a chearful holiday, 


« 


They Dance the fourth Antimask,confifting of Conntrey people , My- 
Po fick, and Meafures, 
___ Mere. Plutus, the gods know and confefs your power, 
Which feeble Vertue feldom can. refift 5 
‘Stronger then Towers of Brafs, or Chaftity 5 
 Ffove knew you when he courted Danae, 
~ And Cupid wears you on that arrowes head 
‘That ftill prevailes. But the godskeep their Thrones 
To enftal Vertue, not her Enemies. — 


They dread thy force, which even themfelves have felt, 
... Aaa 2 Witnefle 
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Witnels Afount-Ida, where the Martial Maid, 

And frowning Fuz0, didtomortal Eies | 
Naked, for gold, their facred bodies fhow, 
Therefore for ever be from heaven banifh’d. 
But fince with toyle from undifcover’d Worlds 
Thou art brought hither, where thou firft didft breath 
The thirlt of Empire into Regal brefts, 
And frightedft quiet peace from her meek Throne , 
Filling the World with Tumult, Blood, and War, 
Follow the Camps of the contentious earth, 
And be the Conqu’rers flave, but he that can 
Or conquer thee, or give thee Vertues ftamp, 
Shall fhine in heaven a pure immortal Lamp. 

Mom, Nay ftay, and take my benedidion along with you. I 
could, being here a Co-Judge, like others in my place, now that you 
are condemn’d, either railat you, or break jefts upon you, but I ra- 
ther chufe to loofe a word of good councel , and intreat you, to be 
more careful in your choice of company, for youarealwaysfound et- _ 
ther with M ifers, that not ufe you.at all, or with fools, that know 
not how to ufe you well: be not hereafter fo referv’d and coy to men 
of worth and parts, and fo you fhall gain fuch credit , as the next 
Sefiions you may be heard with better fn. But tillyou are thus 
reform’d, I pronounce this pofitive fentence , That wherefoever you — 
fhall chufe to abide, your fociety fhall add no credit or reputation to ~ 
the party , nor your difcontinuance, or total abfence, be matter of 
difparagement to any man, and whofoever fhall hold a contrary 
eftimation of you, fhall be condemn’d to wear perpetual Motley, — 
unlefs he recant hisopinion. Now you may void the Court. 


Penia enters, awoman of a pale colour, large brims ofa hat upon — 
her head, through which her hair ftarted up like a fury, her Robe — 
was of a dark color full of patches, about one of her hands was tyed | 
a chaine of Iron, to which was faftneda weighty ftone, whichfhe 
bore up under her arm. 


Penia Enters. 
Merc. What Creature’s this ? 
Mom. The Antipodes to the other, they move liketwo Buckets 
or astwo nayles drive out one another; if Riches depart, Poverty ~ 
will enter. K 


Pov. I nothing doubt (Great and Immortal Powers) 
But that the place your wifdom hath deny’d an 
My foe, your Juftice will confer on mes 
Since that which renders him incapable, . 

Proves a ftrong Plea forme. I could pretend 
Even in theferags, a larger Soveraignty 
Then gaudy Wealth in all his pomp‘can boaft; , 
For mark how few they are that fhare the Worlds 
The numerous Armies, and the {warming Ants «+ 
That fight and toyl for them, are all my Subjects, 
They take my wages, wear my Livery : 
Invention too and Wit, are both my creatures, 

_ And the whole race of Vertue is my Off-{pring 5 
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As many mifchiefs iffue from my womb | 

And thofe as mighty, as proceed from gold; — 
Oft o’re his Throne I wave my awful Scepter, 
And in the bowels of his ftate command , 

When “midft his heaps of Coyn, and hils of Gold, 
I pine, and ftarve'the aviritious Fool. 

But I decline thofe titles, and lay claim 
Toheaven, by right of Divine contemplation ; 
She is my Darling, I, in my foft lap, 

Free from difturbing cares, Bargains, Accounts, 
Leafes, Rents, Stewards, and the fear of Theeves, 
That vex the rich , nurfe her in calm repofe, 

And with her, all the Vertues {peculative, 

Which, but with me, find no fecure retreat. 

For entertainment of this howr. Ile call 

A race of people to this place, that live 

At Natures charge, and not importune heaven 

To chain the winds up, or keep back the ftorms. 
To ftay the thunder, or forbid the hail 

To threh the unrep’d eare; but to all weathers, 
Both chilling froft, and skalding Sun, expofe 
Their equal face. Come forth, my {warthy train, . 
In this fair circle dance , and as you move, . 
Mark, and foretell happy events of Love. 


They Dance the fifth Antimask, of Gypfies. 


Mom. Y cannot but wonder that your perpetual converfation 
~ with Poets and Philofophers hath furnifhed you with no more Logick, 
‘ orthat you fhould think toimpofe upon usfo grofs an inference, as 

becaufe Plutvs and you ate contrary, therefore whatfoever is denyed 

‘of the one, muftbe true of the other 3 asif it fhould follow of ne- 

ceflity, becaufe he is not Jupiter, you are. No, Igive youto know, 

Tam better vers’d in cavils with the gods, then to {wallow fucha 

fallacie, for though you two cannot be together inone place, yet 

there are many places that may be without you both, and fuch 1s hea- 
ven, where neither of you arelikely to arrive: therefore let mead- 
vife you to marry your felfto Content , and beget fage Apothegms,. 
and goodly moral Sentences in difpraife of Riches, and contempt of 
the world, 
Mer. Thou doft prefume too much poor needy wretch 
Toclaim a ftation in the Firmament, 
Becaufe thy humble Cottage, or thy Tub 
Nurfes fome lazy or Pedantique vertue 
In the cheap Sun-fhine, or by fhady fprings 
With roots and pot-herbs 5 where thy rigid hand, 
Tearing thofe humane paffions from the mind, 
Upon whofe ftocks fair blooming vertues flourifh 
Degradeth Nature, and benummeth fenfe, 
- . And Gorgon-like, turns ative men to ftone, 
We niot require the dull fociet 
Of your neceflitated temperance, 
Or that unnatural ftupidity 


That 
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That knowsnorjoynor forrow; nor yourfor’d 

Falfly exalted paffive Fortitude 

Above the active: Thislow abje& brood, 

That fix their feats in mediocrity , 

Become your fervile minds 3 but we advance 

Such vertues onely as admit excefs, 

Brave bounteous Acts, Regal Magnificence, 

All-feeing Prudence, Magnanimity 

That knowes no bound, and that Heroick vertue 

For which Antiquity hath left no name, 

But patterns onely, fuch as Hercules , 

Achilles, Thefeus. Back, to thy loath’d Cell, 

And when thou feeft the new enlightned Sphear, 

Study to know but what thofe Worthies were, 


Tiche enters, her head bald behind, and one great lock before, — 
wings at her fhoulders, and inher handa wheel, herupper parts na- 
ked, and the fkirt of her Garment wrought all over with Crowns, — 
Scepters. Books, and fuch other things as exprefsboth her greateft 
and {malleft gifts. = 


Mow. See where Dame Fortune comes, youmay know her by her 
wheel, and that vail over eyes, with which fhe hopes like a feed 
Pigeon to mount above the Clonds, and pearch in the eighth Sphear: — 
liften, fhe begins, a 

"Fort. Tcome not here (you gods) to plead the rigkt 

By which Antiquity aflign’d my Deity, 

Though no peculiar {tation *mongft the Stars, 

Yet general power to.rule their influence, a 
. Or boaft the Title of Omnipotent, te 
Afcrib’d me then , by which I rival’d Jove, 
Since you have cancell’d all thofe old Records 5 

But confident in my good caufe and merit , 

Claim a fucceflion in the-vacant Orbe. 

For fince Aftrea fled to heaven, I fit 

Her Deputy on Earth, I hold her Skales 

And weigh mens Fates out,who have made me blind, 
Becaufe themfelves want eyes to fee my caufes, 

Call me inconftant, caufe my worksfurpafs 

The fhallow fathom of their humane reafon : 

Yet here, like blinded Juftice, I difpence 

With my impartial hands, their conftant lots, 

And if defertlefs, impious men engroffe 

My beft rewards, the fault is yours, you gods, 

That {cant your graces to mortality, 

And niggards of your good, fearce fpare the world 
One vertuous, for athoufand wicked men. 

It is no error to confer dignity, 

But to beftow it on a vitious man3 

T gavethe dignity, butyou made the vice, 

Make you men good,and Ile make good men happy. 
That Plutus is refus’d, difmayes me not , 
He ismy Drudgs and the external pomp, 
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In which he deckes the World, proceeds from me , 
Not him; like Harmony , that not refides 
In ftrings, or notes, but in the hand and voyce. 

The revolutions- of Empires, States, 

Scepters, and Crownes, ate but my game and fport, 
Which asthey hang on the events of War , 

So thofe depend upon my turning wheel. 

a You warlike Squadrons,- who in battels joyn’d , 
Difpute the Right of Kings, which I decide, 
Prefent the model of that martial frame, : 

By which, when Crowns are ftak'd, Irule the game. 


They Dance the fixth Antimask, being the reprefentation of a 
Batile, 


Mom, Madam, I fhould cenfure you, pro falfo clamore, for prefer- 
ting a fcandalous crof-bil of recrimination againft the gods, but your 
blindnefs fhall excufe you. Alas! what would it advantage you, if 

“vertue were as univerfal as vice is ? it would onely follow, that as 
the world now ‘exclaimes upon you for exalting the vicious, it would 
_then rail as faft at you for deprefling the vertuous; fo they would 
_ ftill keep their tune, though you chang’d their ditty. 
_ "Merc, The mifts, in which future events are wrapp’d, 
That oft fueceed befide the purpofes 
Of himthat works, his dull eyesnot difcerning 
The firft great caufe, offer’d thy clouded fhape 
To his enquiring fearch; fo in the dark 
The groping world firft found thy Deity, 
And gave thee rule over contingencies, 
‘Which to the piercing eye of Providence, 
| Being fix’d and certain, where paft and to come, 
Arealways prefent, thou doft difappear , 
Lofeft thy being, and art not all. . 
Be thou then only a deluding Phantome, 
At beft ablind guide, leading blinder fools 
Who, would they but furvey their mutual wants , 
And help each other, there were left no room « 
For thy vain aid. Wifdom, whofe ftrong-buile plots 
Leave nought to hazafd, mockes+thy futile power: 
Induftrious labor+drags thee by the locks , 
Bound to histoyling Car, and not attending 
Till thou difpence, reaches his own reward. 
Onely the lazy fluggard yawning lies 
Before thy threfhold, gaping for thy dole, 
And licks the eafie hand that feeds his floth. 
The thallow, rath, and unadvifed man 
Makes thee his ftale, disburdens all the follies 
OF his mifguided ations, on thy fhoulders. 
Vanith from hence, and feek thofe Ideots out 
That thy fantaftick god-head hath allowd, 
~~ And rule that giddy fuperftitious crowd, | 
. Hedone, Pleafure, a young woman with a fmiling face, in a light 
~ lafeivious habit, adorn’d with Silver and Gold, her Temples 
; ; . crown’d 
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Sips. 29) 4 


crown’d witha garland of Rofes, and over thata Rainbow circling her , ; 
head down to her fhoulders. : 4 


[ Hedone Enters 


Merc. What wanton’s this > 


Mom. This is the {prightly Lady Hedove, a merry gamefter,t 


people call her Pleafure. 


plea. The reafons (equal Judges) here alleag’d — 
By the difmift Pretenders, all concur . 
To ftrengthen my juft title to the Sphear. , 
Honor, or Wealth, or the contempt of both 
Have in themfelves no fimple real good, 
But as they are the means to purchafe Pleafure , 
The paths that leadto my delicious Palace 5 
They for my fake, I for mine own am priz’d. 
Beyond me nothing is, I am the Gole, ° 
The journeys end, to which the {weating world , 
And wearied nature travels: For this the beft 
And wifeft fect of all Philofophers, 
Made me the feat of fupreme happinefs. 
And though fome, more auftere upon my ruines, 
Did to the prejudice of nature, raife 
Some petty low-built vertues, “twas becaufe 
They wanted wings to reach my foaring pitch. 
Had they been Princes born, themfelves had prov’d , 
Of all mankind the moft luxurious, 
For thofe delights, which ta their low condition 
Were obvious, they with greedy appetite . 
Suck’d and devour’d: from offices of State , 
From cares of Family, Children, Wife, Hopes, Fears, 
Retird, the churlifh Cynick in his Tub 


Enjoy’d thofe pleafures which his tongue defam'd: ~ 


My neceflary offices preferve 
Each fingle man, and propogate the kind. 
Then am IJ univerfal as the light, 
Or common’ Ayr we breaths and fince I am 
The general defire of all mankind , 
Civil Felicity muft refide in me. 
Tell me what rate my choiceft pleafures bear, 
When for the fhort delight of a poor draught 
Of cheap cold water, great Lyfimachas, 
Rendred himfelf {lave to the Scythians. 
Should I the curious ftructure of my feats, 
The art and beauty of my feveral objects , _@ 
Rehearfe at large, your bounties would referve 
For every fence a proper conftellations . 
But I prefent their Perfons toyour eyes. 

Come forth my fubtle Organs of delight, 
With changing figures pleafe the curious eye, 
And charm the ear with moving Harmony. 


Nor am I rank’d ’mongtft the fuperfluous goods; 


They Dance the feventh Antimask, of the five Senfese 


‘ 


his 


y aC 


See 2 
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Merc. Bewitching Syren, guilded rottennefs , 

Thou haft with cunning artifice difplay’d 

Th’ enamel’d outfide, and the honied verge 

Of the fair cup, where deadly poyfon lurkes: 
Within, athoufand forrows dance the round. 

And like a fhell, Pain circlesthee without; 

Grief is the (hadow waiting on thy. fteps , . 
Which, as thy joyes’gin tew'rds their Weft decline, 
Doth to a Gyants {preading form extend 
Thy Dwarfith fature. Thou thy felf art Pain, 
Greedy, intenfe Defire, and the keen edg 

OF thy fierce Appetite , oft ftrangles thee, 

And cuts thy flender thread 5 but ftill the terror | 
And apprehenfion of thy hafty end, | 
-Minglee with Gall thy moft refined {weets , 

Yet thy Cyrcean charms transform the world : 
Captains, that have refifted War and Death, : 
Nations, that over Fortune have triumph’d , 

Are by thy Magick made effeminate. 

Empires, that knew no limits but the Poles, 

Have in thy wanton lap melted away. 

Thou wert the Author of the firft excefs 

‘That drew this reformation on the gods. 
; Canft thou then dream, thofe Powers, that from heaven have 
Bist Banith’d th’ etfe@t, will there enthrone th’ caufe ? 
a To thy voluptuous Den, fly Witch, fromhence, 
- There dwell, for ever drown’d in brutifh fenfe. 


J as 


: © 
| PY Mow. 1 concur, and am grown fo weary of thefe tedious pleadings, 
_asTle pack up too and be gone: Befides, I fee a crowdof other fui- 
“tors prefling hither , Tle {top ‘em, take their petitions and prefer 
‘em above 5 and as I came in bluntly without knocking, and nobo- 
dy bid me welcome; fo lle depart as abruptly without taking leave, 
z and bidno body farewell ! 


Merc. Thefe, with forc’d reafons, and ftrain’d Arguments, 
Urge vain pretences, whilft vour Actions plead, 
And witha filent importunity 
Awake the droufie Juftice of the gods 
To Crown your deeds with immortality. , 
The growing Titles of your Anceftors, } 
Thefe Nations glorious As , joyn’d to the ftock 
Of ‘your own Royal vertues, and the clear 
Reflex they take from th’ imitation | 
OF your fam’d Court, make Honors ftory full, 
And have to that fecure fix’d ftate advane’d | 
‘Both you and them, to which the labouring world, 
Wading through ftreams of blood, fweats to a{pire. 
Thofe antient Worthies of thefe famous Ifles, 
That long have flept, in frefh and lively fhapes 
Shall ftraight appear, where you fhall fee your felf 
Circled with modern Heroes, who fhall be 


In AG, what-ever elder times can boaft, é 
- Bbb Noble; 
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Noble, or Great; as they in Phrophefie , 
Were all but what you are. Then fhall you fee 
The facred hand of bright Eternity 
Mould you to Stats, and fix you in the Sphear. 
To you, your Royal half to them fhee'll joyn 
Such of this train, as with induftrious fteps 
In the fair prints your vertuous feet have made; 
Though with unequal paces, follow you. 
This is decreed by Jove, which my return 
Shall fee perform’d; but firft behold the rude 
And old Abiders here, and in them view 
The point from which your full perfections grew 
You naked, antient wild Inhabitants, 
That breath’& this Ayr, and preft this flowery Earth , 
Come from thofe fhades where dwels eternal night, 
And fee what wonders Time hath brought to light. 


Atlas, and the Sphear vanifheth , and a new Scene appears o 


fs 


mountaines , whofe eminent height exceed the Clouds which paft 
beneath them , the lower parts were wild and woody : out of this 


place comes forth a more grave Antimask of Picts, the natural In-_ 
habitants of thisIfle, antient Scots and Irifh , thefe dance'a Perica 


or Marfhal dance. . 


When this Antimask was paft, there began to arife oat of the 
earth the top of a hill, which by little and little grew to bea huge 
mountain that covered allthe Scene 5 the under-part of this was wild 
and craggy, and above fomewhat more pleafant and flourifhing: © 
about the middle part of this Mountain were feated the three King- 
domes of England, Scotland, and Ireland; all richlyattired inregal _ 
habits, appropriated to the feveral Nations, with Crowns on their 


heads, and-each ofthem bearing the ancient Arms of the Kingdoms 


they reprefented: At a diftance above thefe fat a young man ina white — 
embroidered robe, upon his fair hair an Olive garland with wings - 
at his fhoulders, and holding in his hand a Cornucopia, fill’d with — 


Corn and Fruits, reprefenting the Genius of thefe Kingdoms. 


The firft SON G. 


. GENIUS. 
e Aife from thefe rockie cliffs, your heads, 
Brave Sonnes, and fee where Glory [preads 
Her glittering wings, where Majefty 
Crown'd with {weet {miles , fhoots from ber eye 
Diffufive joy, where Good and Fair , 
United fit in Honours Chayr. 


Call forth your aged Priefts, and chryftal ftreams, 
To warm their hearts, and waves in thefe bright beames. 


KINGDOMES. 
From your confecrated woods, 
Holy Druids, 2. Silver floods , 
From your channels fring’d with flowers, 


3. Hither moves forfake your bowers 
1. sStrew'd with hallowed Oaken leaves , 
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Deck'd with flags and fedgie fheaves, : 
And ‘behold a wonder. 3. Say, 
What do your duller eyes furvay ? 
CHORUS of DRUIDS and RIVERS, 
We fee at once in dead of night 
a: A Sun appear, and yet a bright 
 *—. Noonday, {pringing frou star-light 
GENUS: 


Look, up, and fee the darken’'d sphear 


en  Depriv’d of light, her eyes fhine there + 
‘ee CHORUS, 

o.. _ Theferare more fparkling than thofe were, 
a 7 KINGDOMES. 


1. Thefe fhed a nobler influence, 

2, Thefe by a pureintelligence 

Of more tran{cendent Vertue move, 
é 3. Thefe firft feel, then kindle love, 
‘i. 24 From the bofom they infpire, 


5 Thefe receive a mutual fire 5 
% 1, 2. 3, Aud where their flames impure return ; 
% Thefe can quench as. well as burn. 


GENIUS. 
Here the fair vidorious eyes 
Make Worth onely Beauties prize , 
Here the hand of Vertue tyes 
“Bout the heart loves amoreus chain, 
Captives triumph, Vaffals reign, 
And none live here but the flain. 
P , CHORUS. 
Thefé are th’ Hefperian bowers, whofe fair trees bear 
Rich golden finit, and yet no Dragon near. 
a GENIUS. 
Then, fron your imprisning womb , : 
_. Which is the cradle and the tomb 
. Of Britifh Worthies (fair fons) fend 
A troop of Heroes , that may lend 
Their hands to café this loaden grove , 
And gather the ripe fruite of love. 
a KINGDOMES. 
I. 2. 3, Open thy ftony entralles wide, 
And break old Atlas, that the pride 
ae . Of three fam'd Kingdomes may be fpy'd. 
* CHORUS. 
Pace forth thou mighty Britifh Hercules, . 
With thy choye band, for only thou, and thefe, 
May revell here, in Loves Hefperides. 


__ At this the under-part of the Rock opens , and out of aCave are 
- feen to come the Mafquers , richly attired like ancient Heroes, the 
Colours yellow, embroydered with Silver, their antique Helmes 
 Curioufly wrought, and great plumes on the top; before them 2 
troop of young Lords and Noblemens Sons, bearing Torches of 
_ Virginwax , thefe were apparelled after the old Britifh fafhion in 
: | Bbb 2 | white 


ae 


ape 
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white Coats, embroydered with filver, girt, and full gathered, cut 
fquare coller’d , and round caps on their heads, with a white feather 
wreathen about them 35 firft. thefe dance with their lights in their 
hands: After which, the Mafquers defcend into the room, and dance 
their entry. a 
The dance being paft , there appears in the farther part ofthe hea- - 
ven coming down a pleafant Cloud, bright and. tranfparent, which — 
coming foftly downwards before the upper part of the mountain, 
embraceth the Genius, but fo as throughit all his body isfeen5 and _ 
then rifing again with a gentle motion bears up the Genius of the — 
three Kingdomes, and being paft the Airy Region, pierceth the 
heavens, and isno more feen: At that inftant the Rock with the — 
three Kingdomes on it finks, and is hiddeninthe earth. This ftrange 
. fpectacle gave great caufe of admiration, but efpecially how fo huge 
a machine , and of that great height could come from under the 
Stage, which was but fix foot high. | 


I, 
2 
3 


3- 


The Second Ss ON CG. 


KINGDOMES. 
ta Nee are fhapes form’d fit for heaven, 
}  Thefe move gracefully and even, 
Here the Ayr and paces meet 


So juft, as if the skilful feet 


Had firack, the Vials, 1, 2.3. So the Ear 


Might the tuneful footing hear. 
CHORUS. 
And had the Mufick, filent been, 


_ The eye a moving tune had feen. 


GENIUS. 
Thefe muft in the unpeopled skie 
Succeed , and govern Defting, 
Jove 7s temp'ring purer fire, 
And will with brighter flames attire 
The{e glorious lights. I muft afcend , 
And help the Work. 
* KINGDOMES: ~ 
1. We cannot lend. 
Heaven fo much treafure, 2, Nor that pay, 
But rendring what it takes away. 
Why fhould they that here can move 
So well, be ever fix'd above? 
CHORUS. 


Or be to one eternal pofture tyd, 
That can into fuch various figures fide. 


GENIUS. 
Jove fhall not, to enrich the skie, 
Beggar ihe Earth, their Fame fhall flie 
From hence alone , and in the spheare 
Kindle new Starres , whilft they refe heres 
KINGDOMES. 


1, 2,°3+ How can the fhaft fray in the quiver, 


Vet hit the mark? . 


Any 


GENIUS. 
Did not the River 
Eridanus, the grace acquire 
In Heaven and Earth to flow, 
Above in ftreans of golden fire, 
In filver waves below ¢ 
KINGDOMES. 
1.2.3. But shall not we, now thou art gone 
Who wert our Nature, whither, 
Or break, that triple Union 
Which thy foul held together ? 
GENIUS. 
In Concords pure immortal {pring 
1 will my force renew, 
‘ And a more ative Vertue bring 
4 At my return, Adien, . 
1 KINGDOMES Adieu. CHORUS Adieu. 
~ The Mafquers dance their main dance 3 which done, the Scene 
d into a new and pleafant profpect, clean differing from 
all the other, the neareft part fhewing a delicious garden withfeveral 
_ walks and per-terra’s fet round with low trees,and on the fides againft 
thefe walkes, were fountaines and grots, and in the furtheft part a 
Palace, from whence went high walkes upon Arches, and above 
them open Tarraces planted with Cyprefle trees, and all this toge- 
ther was compofed of fuch Ornaments as might exprefle a Princely 


‘. « - - . 
again 1s varie 


defcendiag into the roome, goes up to 


The third SONG 


By the Chorus going up to the Queen. 
‘Hilft thus the darlings of the Gods 
From HonorsTemple, to the Shrine 
Of Beauty, and thefe fweet abodes 
Of Love, we guide, let,thy Divine 
Afpedis, (bright Deity) with fair 
And Halcyon beames , becalve the Ayr, 


We bring Prince Arthur or the brave 
“St. George himfelf (great Queen) to you 
Youll foon difcern hines and we have ; 
A Guy, 4 Beavis or fome irue 
Round-Table Knight, as ever fought 
For Lady, to each Beanty brought. 


Plant in their Martial hands, War's feat, 
Your peaceful pledges of warm fuow, 
And, if a {peaking touch repeat ; 
In Loves known language , tales of woe 5 
Say , in foft whifpers of the Palme, 
As Eyes hoot Darts, fo Lips fhed Balut. bot 
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‘For though you feeme like Captives, led . ae 
Jn triumph by the Foe, away , ‘ Ris 
Tet on the Congu’rers necke you tread, 
And the flerce Vicor proves jour prey. 
What heart is then fecure from you, 
That can, though vanquifh'd, yet fubdue? — 
The Song done they retire, and the Mafquers dance the Revels with — 
the Ladies, which continued a great part of the night.. bi 
The Revels being paft.and the Kings Majefty feated underthe State _ 
by the Queen 5 for Conclufion to this Mafque there appeares coming — 
forth from one of the fides, as moving by a gentle wind, a great 
Cloud, which arriving at the middle of the heaven, ftayeth ; this was _ 
of feverall colours, and {o great,that it covered the whole Scene, Out 
of the further part ofthe heaven, beginnes to breake forth two other 
Clouds, differing in colour and fhapes and being fully difcovered 
there appeared fitting in one of them, Religion, Truth, and wifdomer _ 
Religion was apparelled in white and part of her face’ was covered - 
with a light vaile,in one hand abooke,and inthe other a flame of fire. 
Truth in a Watchet Robe,a Sunne upon her fore-head and bearing in 
her hand a palme. Wifdome ina mantle wrought with eyesand hands; 
golden rayes about her head, and Apollo's Cithere in her hand, In tht 
other Cloud fate Concord, Government, and Reputation. The habit ~ 


of Concord was Carnation, bearing in her hand a litle faggot of {tickes — 
bound together, and onthe top of ita hart, and a garland of come — 
on her head: Government was figured ina coat of Armour, bearing — 
afhield; and on it a Medufa's heads uponher head a plumed helme, — 
and in her righthand a Lance. Reputation, a young man in purple — 
robe wrought with gold, ahd ‘wearing'a laurell wreath on his heads _ 
Thefe being come downe in an equall diftance to the middle part of,” 
the Ayre, the great Cloud beganne to breake open, out of which — 
ftroke beames of light; in the midft fufpended in the Ayre, fate Eter- _ 
nity on a Globe, his Garment was.long of a light blue, wrought all 
over with Stars of gold, and bearing in his hand a Serpent bent into 
a circle, with his taile in bis mouth. Inthe:firmament. about him, was | 
a troope of fifteene ftarres, exprefling the ftellifying of our Britifh — 
Heroes 5 but one more great and eminenrthan the reft, which was ove om 
his head, figured his Majefty. And in the lower part wasfeene a _ 
farre off the profpect of Windfor Cattle, the famous feat of the moft 

honourable Order of the Garter. wt) y 


The fourth SONG. 
Eternity, Eufebia, Alethia, Sophia, Homonoia, Dicxarche, Euphemia. 
ETERNITIE. ; 


R E fix'd you rapid Orbes, that beare 
The changing Jeafons of the yeare 


On your {wif t wings, and fee the old ' 

Decrepit Spheare growne darke and colds ~ 
Nor did love quench her fires, thefe bright > 
Flames, have eclips'd her fullen light: 

This Royall payre, for whom Fate will . 
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Make Motion ceafe, and Time ftand flill; 
Since Good is here fo perfect, as no Worth 


Is left for After Ages to bring forth, 


EUSEBIA. 
Mortality cannot. with more 
Religious zeal, the gods adore. 
. A TLETHIA. 
My Truths, frou human eyes conceal'd; 
Are naked to their fight reveal’d. 
SOPHIA. 
Nor do their Adions, from the guid 
Of my exaceft precepts flide. 
HOMON OTA. 
And as their own pure Souls entwin'd, 
So are their Subjetts hearts combin'd, 
‘*DICHARCHES. 
So juft, fo gentle is their fway 
As it feemes Empire to obay. 
-EUPHEMIA. 
And their fair Fame, like incenfe hurl’d 
 Altars, hath perfum'd the World, 
SO. Wifdom, AL. Truth, EUS, Pure Adoration, 
HO. Concord, DI, Rule EUP, Clear Reputation; 
CHORUS, 
Crown this King, this Queen, this Nation. 
, CHORUS, 


gy Wifdome, Truth prt elrer 


ETERNITIE, 


Brave Spirits, whofe adventrous feet 


Have tothe Mountains top afpird, 


Where fair Defert, and Honour meet, 


Here, from the toyling Prefs retir’d, 
Secure fron all difturbing Evil, 


“For ever in my Temple revell, 


With wreaths of Stars circled about, 
Gild all the {pacious Firmament, 


. And failing on the panting rout 


That labor in the fleep afcent , 
With your refiftle(s influence guide 
Of humane change th’ incertain tide, 


EUS. ALE, SOP: 


‘But oh you Royal Turtles, hed, | ; 


When you from Earth remove , 


On the ripe fruits of your chafte bed, 


‘ Thofe facred feeds of Love. 
| CHORUS. 
Which no Power can but zours difpence, 


.. Since you the pattern bear from hence. 


HOM, DIC. E UP. 
Then from your fruitful race fhall flow 
Endlefs Succeffion , * St 
Stepter fhall bud, and Lawrels blow 
"Bout their Immortal Thrones, 
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CHORUS. 


Propitions Stars fhall Crown each Birth , 
whilft you rule then, and they the Earths 


The Song ended , the two Clouds, with the perfons fitting on 


them, afcend 5 the great Cloud clofeth again, and fo pafleth away 
leaving behind it nothing but a ferene Skye. ” 


Overthwart the Scene 5 
After which, the Mafquers dance their laft dance, and the Curtain 


w 


was let fall. 
es 


RE, oes Sa en tT REPEAT. PL, ee : 
: — 
The Names of the Mafquers, . 
The Kings Majefty. 


Duke of Lenox, Lord Fielding. j 2 
Earl of Devonfhire. | Lord Digby. & 
Earl of Holland. Lord Dungarvin- f 
Earl of Newport. | Lord Dunluce, ; 
Earl of Elgin. Lord Wharton. 
Vifcount Grandefon. Lord Paget. 
Lord Rich. --| Lord Saltine. 
The Namesof the young Lords and Noblemens Sons. 
Lord Walden. Mr. Thomas Howard, 
Lord Cranborne. Mr. Thomas Fger ton. 2 
Lord Brackley. = Mr. Charles Cavendith. 
Lord Shandos. Mr, Robert Howard. 4 
Mr. William Herbert. Mr. Henry Spencer. . 
OB eg ere 
. “et 
Th TEMPLE of LOVE A Mafque. 
Prefented by the Queens Majefly, = 
and ber Ladies ac Whitehall. % 


The ARGUMENT. . 
: . >" 
. *-. 


Ney Ivine Poefie ( the Secretary of Nature) is fent ‘by Fate to 
% Indamora, Queen of Natlinga, to fenifietbe timeprefix'd 


4 , thofe leffer Lights, her contributary Ladies) the Temple of 


ple being long fought for by certain Magee (Enemies to chaft Love) 


intending to ufe it to their intemperate cH 


; mas by Divine Poefie biddem 


in mifts and clouds 5 fo as the Magicians being fruftrate of their hopes, 


fought by enchantments to hinder all. others: from finding its an 


d by this 


a 


ah, 


Ra was come, when by the influence of her Beauty Cattended with 


Chaft Love should be re-eftablifhed im this Lfland 5 which Tem= — 


impofture many Noble Knights and Ladies have been tempted ane mzif-led. 
The 
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Ce EEE mee 
The fare of this Temple of Love being quickly {pread over all the Eaftern 
world, enflamed a company of noble Perfian youths, borderers on India, 

“40 travel in queft of it 5 who arriving , were by the illufions of the Ma- 
gicians, and their fpirits of several Regions, almoft feduced, as others had 

heen: But Divine Poefie appearing, difcover'd unto them fome part of the 
Temple unfhadow d, and prophected of the time when Indamora and her 

“Frain fhould arrive to effect this miracle 5 which though it fens fomewhat 
hard Dottrine to moft young men, yet thefe being {pirits of the higheft rank, 
forfaking the falfe Magicians and their allurements , were refolved to en- 

“tertain themfelves to contemplate on this Apparition, until the coming of 
‘he glorious Indian Queen, at whofe fight they being infpir’d with chaft 
. flames . wight be permitted by thetr farthful obfervance and legitimate af= 
“Yettions, to enter and enjoy the Priviledges of that Sacred Temple. Then 

Divine Poefie fends Orpheus her chief Prieft in a Bargue (affifted by 
“the Brachmane and Priefts of the Temple, who meet him on the shores) to 
calme the Seas with bis Harp , that a Maratime Chariot prepared by the In- 

“dian Sea Gods, might fafer, and more fwiftly convay then toatchive this 
Noble Adventure; after whofe landing, having paid their Ceremonies by mo- 

ving in harmonical and numerous figures, Sunefis avd Thelema (which in- 
timate the underftanding and the will) joyning together, the True Temple ap- 

‘pears, and Chaft Love defcends to invoke the laft and living Heroe (Inda- 
mora’s Royal Lover) that he may help and witue/s the Confécration of 

gh ‘ 


4 


Th TEMPLE of LOVE. 


A T the lower end of the Banqueting Houfe,o ppofite to the State 
. A wasa Stage of fixfoot high, and onthat was raifed an Orna- 
ment of a new Invention agreeable to the Subject, confifting 
' of Indian Trophies : onthe one fide upona bafement fate a 
naked Indian on a whitifh Elephant, his legs fhortning towards the 
neck of the beatt , his tire and bafes of feveral coloured feathers, re- 
* prefenting the Indian Monarchy : On the other fide an Afiatique inthe 
habit ofan Indian Borderer, riding on a Camel; his Turbant and 
~ Coat differing from that of the Turks, figured for the Afian Monar- 
chy: over thefe hung fhields like Compartiments: In that over the 
Indian was painted. Sun rifing, and inthe otheran half Moon; thefe 
“had for finifhing the Capital of a great pillafter, which ferved as a 
ground to ftick them of, and bore upalarge freeze or border with a 
Coronice, In this over the Indian lay the figure of an old man, with a 
long white hair and beard, reprefenting the flood Tigris5 on his head: 
a wreath of Canesand Seadg, andleaning upon a great urne, out of 
which run water, by him, in an extravagant pofture ftooda Tyger. 
_ At the other end of this freeze lay another naked man, reprefea-- 
ting Meander, the famous River of Afia, who likewife had a great 
Silver Urne , andby himlayan Unicorn, | 


_ Inthe midft of this border was fixeda rich Compartiment, behind 
which was acrimfon Drapery, part of it born up by naked Children 
tack‘d upin feveral Pleats, and the re{t was at each end of the Freeze 
tyed witha great knot, and from thence hung down in foulds to the 
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Oval was written TEMP LUM AMORTS: allthefe Figures were 
in theit natural colours bigger than the life, and the Comparti- 
ments of Gold. | 
A Curtain flying up the firft Sceane was difcover’d , in which ap- 
peared a f{pacious grove of fhady trees 5 and afar off on a Mount 
with a winding way tothe top, was feated a pleafant bower, envi- _ 
rened with young Trees , and in the lower part walkes planted with 
Cyprefs, reprefenting the place where the Soules of the Anctant Po- 
ets are feigned to refide : the delight of this profpect was quickly di- 
verted tothe fight of a more ftrange apparition; for, out of the hea-— 
ven by little and little broke forth a great Cloud of a Rofie Colour, 
which being come down fome little way, began to open, and in it was 
feen fitting a beautiful woman, her garment was Sky-colour fet all 
with Stars of Gold,her head was crowned with Laurel, with a {pang- 
led vaile hanging down behind, and her hair in artificial curles gra- 
cioufly drefs'd, reprefenting Divine Poefre, and by hera milk whi 
Swan , asthe defcends finging; out of thofe venerable fhades came 
forth acompany of ancient Greek Poets, as Demodicus, Femius, Ho- 
mer, Hefiod, Terpander, and Sapho a Poetefle inhabits varied and of — 
feveral colours, with laurel wreaths on their heads. Divine Poefie 
fung this - 5 


[aa __ enn TEEnnIEEIREEIIENIETTEEREnEINEREIRENEIEEEEERSREREEREREEEEEEEEEEE emer eeemennneennnnnnnnnn nnn ’ y- 
Divine Poefie. 


I. 
' & 8 chearful as the Mornings light, 
Comes Indamora from above, 
To guide thofe Lovers that want fight , q 
To fee andknow what they fhould love. i 
2 


Her beames into each breaft will fteal, 

And fearch what ev'ry Heart doth mean , 
The fadly wounded fhe will heal, 

And make the fouly tainted clean. 


Bi 

Rife you, from your dark fhades below, 
That firft gave words an harmony, 

And made falfe Love in numbers flow, 
Till vice became amyftery. 


4. 
And when Ive purifi'd that Ayr 
To which death turn’d you long agoe, 
Help with your voyces to declare 
What Indamora comes to how. 


The Poets. 
Soul of our Science! how infpir’d we come ? 
By thee reftor’d to voyces that lay dumbe, 
And loft in many a forgotten Tombe. 
D, Poefie. 


D. Poefie, 
Lave fpirits all; and have fo long 
From flefh, and frailty abfent bin, 

That fure though Love foould fill your Jong, 
it could not relifh now of fix, 
The Poets, . 

Vex. not our fad remembrance with onr fhame ! 
_. We have bin punifrd for ill-gotten fame, 
For each loofe verfe ,, tormented pith a flame, 
i a D. Poefie. 
——- dDefcend then, and become with me, 
= The happy Organs to make known 

ero 
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~ 


In an harmonious Embaffie, 
Our great affair to yonder Throne, 
~ She being defcended to the ground in a Majeftick pace 
‘the State, attended by the fore-namied Poets x and he iat diets 
brought her down, clofeth as it afcends. 

e 
| i D. Poefie. ; 
Thou Monarch of mens hearts rejoyce t 

so much thou art belov'd in heaven, 
That Fate hath made thy reign her choyce , 
In which Love's blelfings foal be given, 
The Poets. 
Truth foall appear, and rule ‘til fhe refifts 
Thofe fubtle charmes, and melts thofé darker mifts, 
In which Lov’s Temple’s hid from Exorcifts, 
D.. Poefie. 
Thofe Magi that with plegfant Arts : 
| To their falfe Temple led of yore 
The nobleft youth, with'ring their Hearts 
With lufiful thoughts, foall be no more. 
: The Poets, 
- For Inidamora with her beauties light, 
The truer Tentple fhallreftore to fight, 
The falfe {hall be obfew'd in endlefs Night. 


4 


Pe ae 


The Song after they have retir’d (playing on their 
Inftruments) by the Chors of Poets. 


AP 

Take leave now of thy heart, 

The beauty thou fhalt flreight furoay 
Will tempt it to depart | 
Thy royal breaft , and melt away. 
Yet when fhe finds thy breaft is empty grown, 
In juft remor{e foee'l fill it with her own, 

So neither heart can mourn, or ftray- 

5) 


Back to our fhades we 20, 


But {ee how heavily we move,! 
Ccc2 ‘ Alas! 
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Alas! their feet are flow, 

That leawe the Obje# which they love. 
Our dwelling is beneath, but thofe whofe Bayes 
ts chaftly earn’d in thy corvetted dayes, 

Shall after death refide above, 


After this, Divine Poefle, and the Poets go forth 5 then the whole 
Scene changeth into Mift and Clouds, through which fome glimpfe 
of a Temple ishere and there fearcely difcern’d. 


The Entry of the Magicians. 


Out of Caves from under ground come forth three Magicians, one 
more eminent than the reft, their habits of f{trange fafhions, deno- 
ting their qualities, and their perfons deformed, > 


(1) Tell me, thou wife Protector of our. Art, 
Why doft thou walk with fuch a hideous brow > 
Darknefs, and Clouds do hover o’re thine eyes 5 
Thou look’ft_asthou hadft fuck’d the vapor of 
A poys nous Fenne, fill it has made thee drunk , 
There’s venom’d foam about thy lips. 

(2.) Isthy belov'd 
Old witch, dead and entomb’d > or haft thou heard 
Til news from hell? Does the grand fiend 
Chain up thy fpirits from thy ufe? Speak, Art 
Thou not within thy Circle ftill a Soveraign Prince? 
When thou doft lift with magick power thy white 
Inchanted Scepter thus, do not the thin 
Unbodied people bow and obey? 

(3..) Othe Temple of Love, the mifts that hid, 
And fo referv’d it from our finful ufe, 

(Whilft we feduc’d the more voluptuous race 

Of Men, to give falfe worfhip in ourown) muft be 
Difpell’d! this is the fad ill néws 5 and it 

Is come from Heaven! A troublefome Deity 
(Whom forfooth they ftile’ Divine Poefie) 

This morne proclain’d it from a falling Cloud. 

(2.) Who? Divine Poefie ? 

(3.) I know her well, 

(1..) But who {hall bring this mifchief to our Art>? 

(3-.) Indamora, the delight of Deftiny ! 

She, and the beauties of her Train 5 who fure 
Though they difcover Summer in their looks, 
Still carry frozen Winter in their ‘blood. 
They raife ftrange doctrines, and new fects of Love: 
Which muft not woo or court the Perfon, but 
The Mind 5 and prattice generation not 
_ Of Bodies but of Souls. 
(2.) Believe me , my Magical friends, 
They mutt bring bodies with ’em that worthip 
In our pleafant Temple : I have an odd 
- Fantaftick faith per{wades* we there will be 
Little 
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Little paftime upoa earth without Bodies, 


Your Spirit’s a cold Companion at midnight. 
(1.) Have we fo long mif-led and entertain'd 
. The youthful of the world, I mean their bodies) 
And now do they betake themfelves unto 
The dull imaginary pleafures of 
Their foules > This humor cannot laft, 
(2.) If it fhould, we may rid our Temple: 
Of all our Perfian Quilts, imbroyder’d Couches , 
And our ftanding Beds 5 thefe (7 takeit) are 
Bodily implements; our foules need ’em not. 
But where fhall this new Sect be planted firft> 
(3.) Ina dull Northern Ie, they call Britaine. 
(2.) Indeed ’tis a cold Northerly opinion; — 
And fle lay my life begot fince theirlate 
Great Frofts; It will be long enoughe’re it 
Shall fpread, and profper in the South! Or if 
The Spaniard or Italian ever be 
Perfwaded out of the ufe of their bodies, 
I'le give mine to a Raven for his Sapper, 
(3.) The Miracle is more increas’d, in that 
It firft takes birth and nourifhment in Court. 
4 (2.) But my good damn’d friend tell me > Isthere not 
* One Courtier will refent the caufé, and give 
Some countenance to the affairs of the body? 
(3..)Certain young Lords at firtt difliked thePhilofophy . 
As moft uncomfortable, fad, and new3 
But fooninclin’d to a fuperior vote, , 
And are grown as good Platonical Lovers 
Asare to be found in an Hermitage, where he 
That was’ born laft, reckons above fourf{core, 


To thefe come forth in haft another Magician , in fhape and habit diffe- 
ving frou the other, and fpake as followeth. s fe 


(1.) Here comes abrother of our miftick Tribe! | 
(3. He knows th’ occafion of our grief, and by 
His haft imports difcoveries more ftrange ! 
_ (4.)sNews! news ! my fad companions of thefhade ! 
There’s lately landed on our fatal fhore 
Nine Perfian youths, their habit and their looks 
So fmooth , that fromthe Pleafures i’th Elifian fields 
Each female ghoft will come, and enter in 
Their flefh again, to make embraces warm. 
(2.) I hope thefe are no Platonical Lovers, 
Nofuch Carthufian Poets asdo write 
Madrigals to the mind? more of thy news! © 
| (4.) The reftinfers fmall joy , and little hope : 
For thoughat firft their youth and eager thoughts 
Directed them where our gay Altar ftood, 
And they were ready too for facrifice , 
I cannot tell what lucklefs light inform’d 
Their eyes, but Loves true Temple ftraight they {py’d 
Through 
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Through the afcending mifts, and would have enter‘d it 
To read grave frofty Homilies, i 
And antick laws of chaitity, but that 
(As my fwift Spirit brought me word) a voyce 
Sent from within bad them with reverence 
Defitt till Zvdamora did appear, for then 
The Gates would open, ahd the mifts dry up : 
That thus conceal’d it from the general view, 
Which now their expectation doth attend. 
(3..) ’Tistime to wake our drowfie Art, and try, 
If we have power to hinder Deftiny. 
Mount ! mount ! our charmes/ fetch me,whilft you afpire, 
A Spirit of the Element of fire! 
(2.) Me one of Ayre! (1. The water me fupplies! 
4.) Mine from the center of the earth fhall rife ! 
(3.) Thefe thall infufe their fev’ral qualities 
In men; if not tupheld the faction of 
The fleth, yet to infect the queafie age 
With-blacker Sins: if we(now we have joyn’d 
The force of allthe Elements t’affift 
The horror of our will.). fhall not prevail 
Againtt this, hum’rous -vertue: of the Time, 
Nature, our weaknefs muft be thought thy crime. ; 
>. To thefe Ile add aife@ of modern Divels 5 } 
Fine precife Fiends that hear the. devout clofe 
At ev’ry vertue*but their own, that claim 
Chambers and Tenements in - heaven, as they 
Had purchas’d there, and all the Angels were 
Their harbingers. With thefeTle vex the world. 
(3.) Tis well defign'd ! Thanks to thy courteous Art! 
Let’s murmure foftly in each others eats? p.de- 
And thofe we firtt invok’d, will ftraight appear ! 
Enough! they comel, to’th woods let’s take our flight, | 
We have more difmaal bufinefs yet e’re night. 


ae ee 


. 


The Autimaskh of the.Spirits. 
as Entry. 


The fiery Spirits allin flames 5 and their Vizards of "4 Cholerick 
Complexion. 


The Airy Spirits with fangypine vizards , their Garments and Caps 


all of feathers. 
The Watery Spirits were. all over wrought with fcales, and had 


fifhes heads and fins, 


The Earthy Spirits had theirgarments wrought all over withleave- ° 


lefS trees and bufhes,, with Serpents an other little Animals here and 
there about them, and on their heads barren rocks. Le 


2. Entry. 


Brought in by the fiery Spirits, were debofht and quarrelling me 


- 


with a loofe Wench amongft them. 
. 3. and 
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-¢ 3. and 4, Entry, 


Brought in by the Spirits of Ayr, were of amorous men and wo- 
men in ridiculoushabits and Alchimifts. 


me 


5. Entry, 


Brought in by the Spirits of Water , were drunken Dutch {kip- 
pers. 


6. Entry. 


- Brought in by the Spirits of Earth, were Witches, Uferers, and 
Fools. d 


7. Eniry. 
Was of a Modern Divel, a fworn enemy of Poefie, Mufick , and 
all ingenious Arts, but a great friend to murmuring, libelling, and 
all feeds of difcord, attended. by his factious followers all which 
was expreft by their Habits and. Dance. 
_ After thefe was anentry of three Indians of quality, of Izdamo- 
‘tas train in feveral ftrange habits, and their dance as ftrange. 


A Perfian Page comes leaping in. 


Ey! hey! how light I am ? all foul within > 

H Asmy dull flefh, were melted through my fkin ? 
And though a Page when landed on this fhore, 

_T now am grown a brisk Ambaflador ! 
From Perfian Princes too, and each as fierce 
A Lover, as did ever fighin verfe ! 
Give Audience then, you Ladies of, this Ifle! 
Lord how you lift your fannesupnow, and{fmile! 
To think (forfooth) they are fo fond to take 
So long a journey for your beauties fake! — 
For know, th’are come! but fure, ere they return, 
Will give your female thips fome caufe to mourn ! 
For Imuft tell you, that about them all 
There’s not one grain, but what’s Platonical | 
So bafhful that I think they might be drawn 
(Like you) to wear clofe Hoods, or vailes of Lawn. 
My Matter is the chief that doth protec, 
Or (as fome fay) mifs-lead this precife fet : 

One heretofore that wifely could confute 
A Lady at her window with his Lute, 
There devoutly in a cold morning ftand 

_ Two hours, prayfing the {now of her white hand 3 
_Andwhen he could not rule her to’s intent, 
Like Targuiz he would proffer ravifhment. | 
But now, no fear of Rapes, untill he find 
A maydenhead belonging to the mind, iy 
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The reft are all fo modefttoo, and pure , 
So virginly, fo coy, and fo demure, , 
That they retreat at kifling, and but name 
Hymen, or Love, they bluth for very thame « 
Ladies! I muft needs laugh! you’le give me leave 

‘ [hopes and ‘tis tothink how you deceive 
Your felves with all this precious art, and care 
Tane in your glafs to drefs your looks, and hair ! 
When (in good faith! ) they heed no outward merit, 
But fervently refolve to wooe the Spirit ! 
Hah! do you all look melancholy now 3 
And caft a Cloud of anger o’re the brow? 
’Tis time to flye, and my beft {wiftnefs ufe, 
For fear I’m kill’d with Bodkins for my news. 


The Page retires, andthe Noble Perfian youths make their entry, 
apparelled in Afian Coats of Sea-green embroidered that reached 
down above their knees , with buttons and loops before, and cut up 
{quare to their hips, and returned down withtwo fhort skitts; the 
fleeves of this Coat were large without feam, and cut fhort to thé 
bending of the Arm, and hanging down long behind, trimm’d: with — 
buttons as thofe of the breaft; out of this caméa fleeve of white — 
Sattin embroydered , and the Bafis anfwerable to the fleeve , hung 
down in gathering underneath the fhorteft part of their Coat; on 
their heads they wore Perfian Turbants filver’d underneath, and 
wound about with white Cyprefs, and one fall of a white feather | 
before. = 

Their Dance ended, the mift and Clouds at an inftant difappear, 
and the Scene is all changed into a Sea fomewhat calm, where the 
billows moving fometimes whole,and fometimes breaking, beat gent- 
ly on the land, which reprefented a new and ftrange profpect 5 the” 
neareft part was broken grounds and Rocks, with a mountainous 
Countrey, but of a pleafant afpett , in which were trees of {trange 
form and colour, and here and there were placed inthe bottom feye- 
ral Arbors like Cottages, and ftrange beafts and birds, far unlike the 
Countrey of thefe parts, expreffing an Indian Landfchape. In the 
Sea were feveral Iflands, and a far off a Continent terminating with 
the Horizon. 

Out of a Creek came waving fortha Batque of an Antique defign, 
adorn’d with Sculpture finifhing in Scrowles, that on the Poope had 
for Ornament a great mafque head of a Sea-God; and allthe reft en- 
rich'd with emboft work touch’d with filver and gold. In the midftof 
this Batque fat Orpheus with hisHarp , he wore a white Robegirt , 
on his fhoulders (was tyed with a knot) a Mantle of Carnation, — 
and his head crown’d with a Laurel Garland: with him, other per- 
fons in habits of Seamen , as Pilotsand Guiders of the Barque, he 
playing one ftrain, was anfwered with the voycesand Inftruments of 
the Brachmani joyn’d with the Priefts of the Temple of Love, in ex. 
travagant habits forting to their titles: whilft this Barque moved gent- 
ly on the Sea, heaving and fetting , and fometimes rowling , arrived © 
near to the farther fhore,it turn’d and return’d to the port from whence 
it came. | 


The 


A Mafque. 


The Song of the Brachmani, in An{wer to Orpheus 
his Harp. 


oe iG, 
¥ VYEark! Orpheus % 4 Seaman grown , 
H No winds of late have rudely blown, 
Nor waves their troubled heads advance ! 
His Harp hath made the winds fo mild, 
They whifper now as reconcil'd, 
The waves are footh’d into a dance, 


2.) 
see how the lift’ning Ah play! 
And willingly miftake their way , 
As when they heard Arions ftraines ! 
Whom once their fealy Anceftor , 
Convay'd upon his back to fhore, 
And took bis mufick for his pains. 


2. 
‘We Priefts that burn Loves Sacrifice, 
Our Orpheus greet with ravifh'd eyes 5 
For by this calmneffe we are fure , 
His Harp doth now prepare the way, 
That Indamora’s voyage may 
Be more delightful, and fecure. 


4. 
And now th’-inchanted mifts fhall clear , 
And Loves true Temple ftraigth appear, 
(Long hid from men by facred power,) 
Where noble Virgins ftill fhall meet, 
And breath their Orizons, more {weet 
Than is the Springs ungather'd flower, 


The Barque having taken port, the Mafquers appear ina Maratime 
Chariot, made of a{pungie Rockftuff mixt with fhels, Sea-weeds, 
Corral, and Pearl, born upon an Axletree with golden wheels with- 
outa rimme, with flat {pokes like the blade of an Ore comming out 
ofthe Naves, This Chariot was drawn by Seamontters , and floated 
with a {weet motion in the Sea: Izdamora Queen of Navrfinga, fate en- 
thron’d in the higheft part of this Chariot, in arich feat, the back of 
which was a great Skallpo Shell, Thehabitof the Mafquers was of 
Yabella Colour, and Watchet, with Bafesin large panes cut through, 
all over richly embroidered with filver, and the drefling of their 
_ heads was of filver, with {mall falls of white feathers tipp’d with Watch- 
et. This fight thus moving on the water, was accompanied with 


| the Mufick and Voyces of the Chorus, 


Ddd 1. She 
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Ge 
G He comes! each Princefs in ber iraing hath all 
That wife enamor’d Poets, beauty callf 
So fit and ready to fubdue : 
That had they not kind hearts which take a care 
To free, andcounfel , who their eyes enfnare, 
Poor Lovers would have caufe to rue. 
25) 
More welcome than the mee? Sea-wans flar , 
When in the Night the Winds make canfelefs war 5 
Until his Barque fo long is toft , 
That's fayles to ragges are blown 5 the Main-yeard beares 
Not fheet enough towipe, and dry thofe tears 
He fhed to fee his Rudder loft. 


Ney) 


The Song ended, all the forepart of the Sea was in an inftant turn’d 
to dry land, and Izdamora with her Contributary Ladies defcended 
intothe room, andmade their entry, Then for entermedium the 
Mufick began again, and fung this Song. 


The SONG. 


Gi: 
He Planets thongh they move fo faft, 
4 Have power to make their fwiftnefs laft, 
But fee, your firength is quickly gone ! 
Yet move by fenfe and rules of Art, 
And each hath an immortal part, 
Which cannot tire, but they have none, 
(2.) 
Let then your foft , andnimble feet 
Lead and in various figures meet. 
Thofe ftranger Knights, who though they came 
Seducd at firft byfalfe defire , 
You'le kindlein their breafts a fire 
Shall keep Love warn, yet not inflaure, 
; 3) 
At firft they wear your beautics prize , 
Now offer willing Sacrifice 
Unto the Vertues of the mind, 
And each fhall wear when they depart , 
A lawful theugh a lovin g heart, 
And wifh you fiill both firié and kind. 


The Mafquers having awhile repofed, danced their fecond Dance, 
which ended,and the Queen being feated under the State by the King, 
the Sceen was changed into the true temple of Chaft Loves this 
Temple inftead of Columnes had terms of young Satyrs bearing up 
the returns of Architrane Freeze and Coronice, all enrich’d of Gold- 
Smiths work , the farther part of the Temple running far from the eye 
was defign’d of another kind of ArchiteCture, with Pilate a 

| ches, 
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ches,and Statues, and inthe midfta ftately gate adorn’d with Co. 
_lomns and their Ornaments, and a Frontifpice on the top, all which 
feemed to be of burnifh’d Gold. Into this Temple enters Sunefis and 
Thelema 3 Sunefis aman of a noble Afpect , and richly attir’d; his gare 
‘ment of Cloth of Gold reaching down below his knees, and girt with 
a tuck at the waft,with wide fleeves turn'd upshis mantle of Watchet 
faftned onboth fhoulders, and hanging Iohg down behind, a Garland 
_ of Sinope on his head, with a flame of fire iffuing out of it, his But. 
kins were yellow, wrought with Gold. Thelema a young woinan in a 
Robe of changeable Silk , girt with feveral tucks, under her breaft 
and beneath her wait, and great leaves of filver about her fhoulderg 
hanging down to the midft-of her Arm$ upon her head a Garland of 
great Marigolds , and puffs of filver’d Lawn between, And at her 
fhoulders were Angels wings, thefe fung this Dialogue, affifted by the 


Chori, 


we The SONG. 
Sunefis avd Thelema. 


Sunefis. 
Ome melt ihy foul in’ mine, that wher unite, 
We may become one vertuous appetite. 
Thelema. 
Firft breath thine into me, thine is the part 
More heavenly, and doth more adorue the heart; 
Seem Both. 
Thus mix'd, our love will ever be difcreet, 
And all our thoughts and attions pure, 
| When perfeé Will, and ftrengthened Reafon mect, 
Then Love's created to endure. 
; Chorus. 
Were Heaven more diftant fromus, we would ftrive 
To reach't with Pray’rs to make this Union thrive. . 
~ Whilft this Song continued, there came foftly down from the 
higheft part of the heayen a bright and tranf{parent Cloud, which be- 
ing come to the middle part of the Ayt it opened, and out of it came 
Amianteros, or Chaft Love flying down, clad all in Carnation and | 
White, and two Garlands of Laurel in one hand, and crown’d with 
another of the fame; whilft he defcended the Cloud clofeth again and 
feturns upwards, and 1s hidden in the heavens 3 Chaft Love being 
come down to the earth , was accompanied by Sunefis and Thelema, 
Divine Poefie, Orpheus, and the reft of the Poets up to theState, the 
great Chorus following at a diftance , where they fung this Song: 


~ 
| The Song. 
Amianteros, or Chaft Love. 
| me 9) 
W's by a mixture thus made one; 


Y arth Emblem of my Deitie, . 
: Ddd2 And 
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And now you may in youder Throne , 
The pattern of your Union fee. 
ae 


Sofily as fruitfull fhowres I fal, 
And th’ undifcern’d increafe I bring, 
Is of wore precious worth then all 
A plentuous Summer x Spring. 
3. 
The benefit it doth impart, 
Will not the barren earth improve, 
But fruétifie each barren heart , 
And give eternal growth to Love. 
; ‘Sunefis. 
To CHARLES the Mightieft and the Beft , 
And to the Darling of his breaft, 
' (Who rule b’ example as by power ) 
May youthful bleffings fill increafe , 
Andin their Off-[pring never cease » 
Till Time's too old to laft an bower. 
Chorus. 
Thee wifhes are fo well deferv’d by thee, 
_ And thought fo modeft too by Deftiny, 
That heaven hath feal'd the grant as a Decree. 


Afcer which they all retire to the Scene, and Indamora and her La- 
dies begin the Revels with the King and the Lords., which continue 
the moft part of the night. Thus ended this Mafque, which for the y 
newnels of the invention, variety of Scenes, Apparitions, and richnefs 
of habits was generally approved to be one of the moft magnificent 
that hath been done in Englands 


ete a A ee Se ea an 


The Mafquers Names. 
The Queens Majefty. ; 

_ Lady Marquefs Hamilton. ©  |Lady Katherine Howard 
Lady Mary Herbert. Lady Anne Carre. 
Countefs of Oxford, Lady Elizabeth Feilding 
Countefs of Berk shire. | |Lady Thimbleby. 
Countefs of Carnarvan. . |Miftrifs Dorothy Savage. 
Countefs of Newport. Miftrifs Vi@ory Cary.’ 
Lady Herbert. Miftrifs Newz. 


The Lords and others that prefented the Noble 


Perfian Youths. 
The Duke of Lezox, . Lord Doncafter, 
Earl of Newport. Matter Thomas Wefton, 
Earl of Defmond. Matter George Goring. 


Vifcount Grandefon. Mafter Henry Murrey< 
Lord Rufoel. A a Ae 
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The TriumPus of the Prince D'Amour. 
A Mafque Prefented by his Highne/s 
gt bis Palace in the Middle 

Temple. | 
SS ee 


To Every READER. 


§ He Intention of this Entertainment to the Prince Eletor , 
being haftilyprepar’d , as from eager hearts that could delay 
noCeremony, that might render anexpreffion of their Loves: 
: 1t could not be, but L muft fhare the iaconvenience of that 
a = haft: fince length of time is fill allowed to thefe Compo- 
fares: and this (devis'd and written in three days) wright happily have 
found anexcnfe, if the prefentation had been as {uddenly perform'd, asit 
was prepara < but there was a fad necéffityfor the delay , andi may juft- 
cA ly fileit a misfortune, that the general work could not receive the benefit 
of alteration by that unprofitable leafure , which fince we have rather loft 
thanenjoyd. Though fome Truths are not conveniently urged, this I was 
‘forc'd tofay ina malignant time, when moft men ftrive to raife them- 


Telues a reputation of Wit, byCavil and Diflike. 


A Mafque prefented by agro. , at he 
Pallace in the Middle- Femple. 


BH) Efore the Scene was difcovered, the Princes being prepared 
m under the State at the upperend of the Hall; the Matter of 
5 Ceremonies tothe Prince d’ Amour , receives an Imployment 
~ by awhifper from his Mafter, then moves to the Prince Elector (to 
whom this Entertainment was onely directed). and {peaks this. 


S) R, this fhort journey from my Princes Throne, 
.) Is meant in Embaflie to you alone 
To you, whom he receives not as his Guett , 
For you are both his Ornament and Feaft. 
Although his Greatnefsis not taught to bow, 
His Subjects fear, he will do homage now, 
Which, he efteems no. lefs’ning to his State , 
Since ’tis his Love decrees it, not his Fate. 
Nay more, his Meflage, moves fo low, Ifear , 
© What founds like tender Courtfhip in your ear, 
~ His jealous Barone wil! diflike, and cry, 
Iam perverted to Difloyalty 5 3 
Urge 


A Mafqué 


Urge’my Commiffion falfe, then tax me for 
An eafie Traytor , no Ambaflador. . 
As if my words would pull his Empire down , 
Shorten his Scepter, and contra& his Crown ; 
Thus whifper’d by my fears, I muf impart 
For Ceremony now, whatis his heart, 
Though with content of Truth, I may report 
You have a num’rous Faction in his Court. 
This Pallace firft, by {word, then law maintain’d 
His few, but mighty Anceftors have raign’d, 

Is confecrated yours; which he doth give, 
Not in regard he hath fhort time to live ; 

For fo, fince his Succeffor is unknown, 

You take what is his Subjects, not his own, 
And what is a Surrender now, would be 
Receiv’d to morrow as a Legacy -: 

If more of his free love, I fhould relate , 
They'd ftile it homage in our jealous ftate. 


At the upper end, oppofite to the State, was a {tage of fixfoot 


high : and there was prefented to fight a Front of Architedurewith 
two Pillafters at each fide, and inthe middle of the Coronicha Com- _ 
partiment, with this infcription inan Oval. . 


Les Triumphes duPrince d’ Amour, 


The Curtaine flying up, on'thefuddain the Scene was difcovered _ 
witha Village confifting of Ale-honfes and Tobacco shops, each fronted 
witha red Letttce, on which black Indian Boyes fate beftriding Roles 
of Tobacco, and in the place of Signes, Globes hung up, ftuck 
up full of broken Pipes. Before each door were feen old Logs 
and Trunks gf hollow Trees, onthem fate the Perfons of the firft 
Antimafque drinking, and making to each other fuch ridiculous fa- 
lutes, as did intimate a joy of meeting, and acquaintance. This 
continued a while, and then they prepared for their firft Ens 
iry, 


The Firft Anti-Mafque. 


Two, whofe Habits prefented them, for {waggering Souldiers, 
and of the cheaper quality , fuchas are faid to roare, not fight , 
their Beards mifhapen, with long Whitkers of the Stilletto cut. 

Two Dutch Sea Officers, a Gunner and a Boatfwaine, 
An old over-grown debauch’d Cavalier, that feem’d unwieldly with 
his weight, his Riots had fo inlarg’d him. 

A Begging Souldier, with a Knapfack hanging at his back, 


A 
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A Sutlers wife, denoted by her drefs of theCamp, herheadbe- 


ing bound witha Saddle girth, inftead of Phylliting. 
Thefe after their Entry was perform’d, retire. 


On the fudden, the Scene wholy changing, appears a Camp of 
“Tents, diftinguifhed by their feveeat Coe ene the gee. 
‘difcover’d the Temple of afars, the formbeirg fquare , and of the 
Dorick Order, with Trophies of Arms on the Front. Within the 
middle of the Temple ftood the Statue of Afras, of a Copper up- 

on a Pedeftal. ‘ 

This having continu’d a while in profpec&, the Priefts of Mars 
‘came out of the Temple, cloathed in Crimfon Robes, of the Antick 
fhape , girt in the walt, and being tucked up, fall ina fold; ontheir 
heads, Miters of a Helmet form, with a Ponyard advauc’d on the 
top, and they fing this by way of Preparation. 


I. 
Come fhut our Temple and Se 
Our bold feditious God fhall fay; 
We'll ferve no facrafice to day , 
Our humor is to Feaft, not Pray, 


Ga: 
The Battel which our Knights have won, 
Did laft until th’ amaz'd Sun 
For fear, did mend his ufual pace, 
And fet betimes to hide bis face. 


; (3.) 
And now the ftory of their fight 
Is univerfal, as his light , 
Which Fame upon her {wifter wing 
Hath early brought for us to fing. 


* This Song ended, with a flow pace they defcend (playing on 
their Inftruments) and being advanc’d near the State , fing this to 
fignifie {ome Battel lately fought. 


. We 
 Heark! heark! the ee ihe day draws near , 
And now the Drum doth teach the heart to beat, 
Whilft Trumpets cherifh not, but wound the ear 
’ “of fuch, whoare ordain'd for a defeat, 


Chorus. 
Heark! heark! fome groan, and cuvfe uncertain F ale 5 
Which us for blood and ruine, doth create. 


‘ De) 
Charge! charge! cries ev'ry bold ambitious Knight, 
Whilft artificial darknefs hid their way, 
The lightning of their Swords was all their light, | 
For duft, and fulphrous clouds had chock'd the day 
Chorus. 
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Chorus. 
‘Heark! heark! fome groan , and curfe uncertain Fate, 
Which us for blood and ruine doth create. 


a: 
Burn, burn, was firaight the noyfe in ev'ry Tent, 
Whilft fome mif-led by their diforder'd fear, 
Did help to kindle what they fhould prevent , 
And feap'd the Van to perifh in the Rear. 


Chorus. 
Heark! heark! fome groan, and curfé uncertain Fate, 
Which us for blood and ruime, doth create. 


(4.) : 
Fly, fly, cryes then the tame dejected Foe , 
Each wondring at the terror which he feels, 
And in the hurry of their overthrow, 
Forfook their Arms, and trufted to their heels. 


Chorus. 
Heark! heark! fome groan, and cure uncertain Fate, 
Which us for blood and ruime, doth create , 


5 
Stand! fiand! was now “ word our Knights did give, 
For weary of pur{uit, they had no will 
Tograce with death, who bafely fought to live, 
As if unworthy of their pains to kill. 


Chorus. 
Heark! heark,! fome groan, and curfe uncertain Fate, 
Which us for blood and ruine, doth create, 


The Prielts of Afzrs retire , and {trait the Mafquers appears v co- 
ming out of feveral Tents, their Habits being Martial and richly 


imbroider’d, inclining near the old Roman fhape; their Helmets 


Triumphantly plum’d, whiles the Bevir falling o’re the face, ferv’d 
for a difguife, and fupply“d to each the office of a Vizard. Thefeby 
their appearance and demeanor were devized to intimate thofe he- 
roique Knights Templers, to which the Pallace of the Prince d’? Amour 
was antiently Dedicated, They defcend with a Majeftick pace,and 
dance their firft entry, then retire towards the Scene : whilft with 
amazement they difcover Czpid defcending in a bright cloud, 
who at their interview fings this, 


I. 

Whither fo gladly, an f Wal, 
As if you knew all danger paft 

Of Combat, and of War? 
As you believ’d my arms were bound , 
Or when I fooot , ftill ev'ry wound 

ft make is but a fear, 

Arie 
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iB (tot Ri 1390 (2.) 
Arme now your brefts with foields of fteel, 
And plates of Brafs , yet you Shall feel 
My arrows are: fo, keen, 
Like lightning thatnot hurts. the Skin, 
vet melts the folid parts within, 
they'l wound although. unfeen. 
Hl 2 thiw 3)“ 
» My Mothertaught me long ago 
To ayn. my shafts, and draw sy Bow 
; When Mars fhe did fubdue. 
- And now you muft refign to Love, 
‘our warlike hearts, that fhe may prove 
Thofe antick Stories true, 


_ This being Sung , Cupid having difperfed his darts amongft them 
which charmes them from defigns of war to inclinations of love, they 
all retire. aio i,t : 

The Scene wholly changing, thereappearsa fquare Piazza, refem- 
bling that of Venice, and ’tis compos’d of Pallaces, and lefler Fabricks, 
with Courtizans looking out of Windows and Balconees, fantaftical- 
ly adorn’d, fome in Italian, others in a Turkith drefs, and this profpea 
prepares the fecond Anti-mafque, who ftrait are difcovered walking 


j inthe Piazza. 
The Second Anti-Ma/que. 


The Firft. 
A grave formal Spanith Lover,-who»addrefling himfelf to fome 
- Courtizan, in a Balconee, falutes her often with congies tediousand 
low. 

The Second. 

A jealous Italian Lover, who fixing hiseyeson another Miftrefs at 
her window, denotes the vexation of his humor, by defperate fighes, 
beating on his breaft , and fometimes a'melancholy pofture, ftanding 
with his Arms wreath’d. 
: | The Third. 

A giddy Fantaftick French Lover, who being likewife addreffed to 
fome beauty, gazing at her window, his humor is difcern’d by ftrange 
ridiculous cringes, and frisks in his falutes, with which he feems to 
invite her acquaintance: having divers notes of Levitie in his habit, 
and wearing his Miitrefs Fanne ty’d with a Ribband in hisear. 

EC). The Fourth. : 

- A dull Dutch Lover, perfonating fome yonker of Utrecht, who ga- 
zing upwards too, doth often apply his Handkerchief to his eyes, as 
ifthe grief of hisdefpairdid make him weep. 

lo 40 The Fifth. 

A furious debauch’d Englith Lover, who in his habit ftriving to 
imitate his Neighbor (the Monfieur) full outdoes his vanity, which 
his accouttrement doth feverally exprefs, and he hangs in the right 
ear his Miftrefs Mutfe, in the left her Shoo'with a Chapeen. He is not 
fix'd'to one Balconee, but directs himfelf 'to all, offers to draw his 


Sword, and feems to threaten with his fit, as he would rather 
Bree) Yous! 4 break. 
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4.00 A Mafque. 
break their windowes, then defire them opened, that he might gain 
k from*his Lady, \ i 
: ee ia humors being a whileartificially expreffed, they def 
cend, and dance their fecond entry, and retire. 

The Scene wholly changing again: There wasobferv’d inaGrove 
of Cyprefs intermingled with Mirtle Trees, the Temple of Vezus, 
being an eight {quare of the Corinthian order: within the Temple her 
Statue of Silver, {tanding in an Neech, with Cupid by her, to whom 
fhe feems to deliver an Arrow; the Pilafters, and Ornaments were . 

ightned with Silver, . : 
gee this Temple the Priefts of Venus are difcetn’d to come in f 
loofe white Robes, their heads adorn’d with Coronetsof Flowres, 
and playing on their Inftruments, they defcend and Sing this,» 


Gt 
Onarm! unarme! no ie your fights 
Muft caufe the virgins tears , 
But fuch as in the filent nichts 
Spring rather from their fears, 
7. 
Such diff ‘rence as when Doves do bill, 
Muft now be all your ftrife : 
For all the blood that you faall fpill; : 
Will ufher in a life, 


3.) 
And when your Padick fally coy 
Shall tinecrous appear, 
Believe, they then would fain enjo 
What they pretend to fear. 


| 4. | 

Breath then each others Breath, and kifs 
Your foules to unions 

And whilft they fhall injoy this blifs, 


Your bodies too, are one. 


: (5-) 
Too morrow will the hafty sun 
Be fear'd more of each Lover, 
For hindring to repeat what's done, 
Than what it may di(cover. 


The Prielts of Yewus retire, and the Mafquers appear in the Scene, 


their vefts altered toa more foft and Courtly change , with feveral 
adornments, that might prefent them to every underftanding fora 
Troop of noble Lovars, Their fecond eutry being danc’d, they re- 
tire into the Temple. E: 
The Scene wholly changing, ftrait was perceiv’d in a Grove .of 
Lawrel Trees, the Temple of Apollo, being round and tranfparent, of : 
the orderof Compofita, the Columnes and Ornaments, being height- 
ned with Gold, his Statue of Gold, ftanding in the middle of the 
Temple, upona round Pedeftal: behind and between the Columnes 
did appear a profpect of Landskap. 
The Pricfts. of Apolo approach from feveral parts of the Temple, 


cloath’d in Carnation Robes, with wreathes of Laurel on their 
heads, they fing’this when they defcend. 


Make 


a 
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e ry 
Make room for dur God-too, make room, . 
For now furpriz’d , and ravifl'd with delight 
Apollo # from Delphos come, 
T’ infpire, and breath himfelf im every Knight, 
: ai | 
His God-head is inclin’d £ rats 
How juftly proud, and happy you will be, 
' When with the powers of War ee, Love, 
He shall unite bis wifer Deity. 


Zi 
Then fiill, as if not made. of Earth, | 
Exprefs your thank fulnefs in. aFive pleafure. 
Whilft you defign yourearts to Mirth, . 
Tour cars to numbers, and your feet to meafure. 


This ended, the Priefts of Apollo retire to make way for a new dif= 
covery of certain perfonsin the Scene, which feem half hidden behind 
the Trees: Then invite them hs defcend by finging this. 
. i more. : 
Behold, how this conjunGion thrives ! 
His radiant beams Apollo firives 
so much to-firengthen and increafe, 
As growth and verdure nere fhould ceafe, 
2 


(2). 
Come you induftrious flaves of plenty, bring 
AU that is hop'd for in an Eaftern Spring: 
Or all that Autumne yields , when fhe doth pay 
Thofe promis'd bopes where ‘tis perpetual day. 


2: 
Come ftrew this ground (delay ws not with fiowth) 
Strew till we walk. on {weet Cicilian Flowres , 
To prove how Seeds have haftued in their growth, 
Drop Indian Fruits, as thick as. April fhowres. 


Now defcending from the Scene, appears twelve men, wildly habi- 
ted, Waftcoats of Flefh colour, made them thew naked to the middle , 
their heads cover'd with greem leaves , their wafts girt withthe like , 
and a green Bafis fring’d, reach‘d to their knees, which did declare 
them Labourefs on a fruitful Soyl; and what they carried did de- 
monfttate a fruitful Seafon. — : 

_ For moving down in order towards the State, each fupported in his 
Armes ; 4 {mall {quare ftaine, the wood hidden with green Boughs, 
and on that borea Charger full of precious fruits , and cover’d with 
bloffom’d twigs and flowres: which being fix’d near to the State,were 
fo joyned together, that there was {traight difcovered a Table richly 
farnith’d witha Banquet , that look’d asit were hidden ina Grove : 
And whilft the Princes accepted of this entertainment; ' the Prid{ts be- 
longing to the three feveral Deities fung this. . 

The Song of Valediction, after the Banquet. 
Priefts of Afars. 
The furious Steed, the Phyph and Drum 
Invite you fiill to Triumphs of the War , ‘sik 
rf 
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ail il aang 
Till you as glorious shall become 

On Earth as Mars, in Heaven as bright a Star, 

' “Priefts of Venus, 9° cite 

the Balues rich fwet , the Myrhs fect tears - 

Perfume your breath when you would Paffion move: 
And may her heart, that you indears , . 

the center be, her Eye the Sphear of Love! ...- 

Priefts of Apollo. 

And may your Language be of force 

To body winds, and animate the Trees, 
so full of wonder your difcourfes. | 
~~ all all your gueffes shall be Prophecies. 

FON Chorus of all. 


Till you are render d [o Divine, — d 
Twill be no Sin t implore your Influence. 


ET ae 


to decay, thishad an ends yetmay livemention’da while, if the en- 
vy of fuchas were abfent do not rebuke the courteous memory ofthofe 


who vouchfaf'd to enjoy it. 


The Mafquers Names, according as they ete rank’d by 
their Antiquity, in that Noble Society. 


Edw. smyth. 
Edw. Turnor. A 
Tho, Way, 

Tho. Trenchard. 
Geo. Probert, 


Tho. Maunjel. 
will. Morgan. 
will. Wheeler. 
Mich. Hutchenfon. 


Laur. Hyde. 
Tho. Bourke. | 

| Thofein the Firft Anti- Mafque. 
Phillip Morgane Clement Spillman. 


Jobn Norden, 
Will. Lyfle. 


Fohn Freman. 
John Bramfton- 


Ed. Smythe 1 
Thole inthe Second Anti Mafque. i 
John stepkin, Rich. May. 
Giles Hungerford. f, 


Charles Adderly. 
John Ratcliffe. 


The Mufick of the Songs and Symphanies were excellently compo- 
fedby Mr, Henry, and Mr, William Laws his Majefties Servants, 
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The Magnificent. 
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The Scene, RHODES. 


THE 


4 oe.  eTOMTHE 
RIGHT HONOURABLE 
‘The EARL of 


~CLARENDON, 
~~ Lord High Chancellorof ENGLAND, &e. 


MY LORD, 


Hough Poems have loft much of their Ancient 
value, yet I will prefume to make this a Pre- 
| fent to your Lordfhip; and the rather, be# 
| caufe Poems (if they have any thing pretious 
inthem) do, like Jewels, attra& a greater efteem when 
they come into the pofleffion of great Perfons, than when 
they are in ordinary hands. 
_ The excufe which men have had for dedication of * 
- Books, has been to proteét them from the malice of Read- 
~ ers: but a defence of this nature was fitter for your forces, 
when you were early known to learned men (and had no 
other occafion for your abilicies, but to vindicate Authors) 
than at this Seafon, when you are of extraordinary ufe to 
_ the whole Nation. : 
‘Yet when I confider how many, and how violent they 
-- aré who perfecute Dramatick Poetry, { will then rather call 
 thisa Dedication than a Prefent; as not intending by it to 
_ pafsany kind of obligation, but to receive a great bene- 
- fits fince I cannot be fafe unlefs I am fhelter’d behind 
_ your Lordfhip. 
‘Your name is fo eminent in the Juftice. which you con- 
_ vey, through all the different Members of this great Emi- 
pire,that my Khodians feem to enjoy a better Harbour in the 
Pacificque [hames,than they had on the Mediterranean ; and 
-Thave brought Solyman to be arraign'd at your Tribunal, 
where you are the Cenfor of his civility and magnificence. 
Dramatick Poetry meets with the fame perfecution now, 
from fuch who efteem themfelves the moft refin’d and ci- 
vil, as it.ever did from the Barbarous. And yet whilft 
thofe vertuous Enemies deny Heroique Plays to the Gentry, 


they 
ae 
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they entertain the People with a Seditious Farce of their | 
own counterfeit Gravity. ButI hope you will not be un- 
willing to receive (in this Poetical drefs) neither the Be- 
fieg’d nor the Befiegers,fince they come without their vices: 
for as others have purg’d the Stage from corruptions of the 
Artof the Drama, fo have endeavour’d tocleanfe it from 
the corruption of manners; nor have I wanted care to ren- 
der the Ideas of Greatnefs & Vertue pleafing and familiar. 

In old Rome the Magiftrates did not only proteét but ex- 
hibic Plays; and not long fince, the two wife Cardinals did 
kindly entertain the great Images, reprefented in Tragedy — 
by Monfteur Corneille. My Lord, it proceeds from the fame 


mind, not to be pleas’d with Princes on the Stage, and not -_ 


to affe& them in the Throne; for thofe are ever moft in- — 
clin’d to break the Mirrour, whoare unwilling to fee the 
Images of {uch as have juft authority over their guile. 

In this Poem I have reviv’d the remembrance of that de- 
folation which was permitted by Chriftian Princes, when 
they favour'd the ambition of {uch as defended the diverfi- 
ty of Religions (begot by the factions of Learning) in 
Germany; whilft thofe who would never admit Learning 
into their Empire (left it fhould meddle with Religion,and 
intangle it with Controverfie) did make Rhodes detence- _ 
lefs ; which was the only forrify’d Academy in Chriftendom, — 
where Divinity and Arms were equally profefs’d. Ihave 
likewife, for variety, foftned the Martial Encounters be- 
tween Solywan and the Rhodians, with intermingling the 
conjugal vertues of Alphonfo and Laathe. 

If I fhould proceed, and tell your Lordthip of what ufe 
Theatres have anciently been, and may be now, by height- 
ning the Characters of Valour, Temperance, Natural Ju- 
ftice, and Complacency to Government, I fhould fall into 
the i!] manners and indifcretion of ordinary Dedicators, 
who go about to inftru& thofe from whofe abilities they 
expect protection.. The apprehenfion of this errour makes 
me haften to crave pardon for what has been already faid 


by, 
MY LORD, 


Your Lordfhips moft humble,and 


moft obedient Servant 


Will. D'avenant. 


THE 


SIEGE. 
RHODES. 


“QTL E Ornament which encompafs d the Scene, con- 
“fifted of feveral Columns, of grofs Ruftick work 5 
which bore up a large Freefe. In the middle | 
) a = oof the Freefe was a Compartiment , wherein 
was written RHODES. The Compartiment was {upport- 
ed by divers Habiliments of War; intermix’d with the Mi- 
- litary Enfigns of thofe feveral Nations, who were famous for 
| defence of that Ifland 5 which were the French, Germans, 
and Spaniards, the Italians, Avergnois, and Englifh: The 
© Renown of the Englifh V. alour, wade the Grand Mafter Vil- 

“Yerius, to fele&t their Station to be moft frequently commanded 
by bimfelf. The principal enrichment of the Preefe was a 
—Crimfon Drapery , whereon feveral Trophies of Arms were 
fixt, Thofe on the Right hand, reprefenting fuch as are 
chiefly in ufe amongft ithe Weftern Nations, together with 


the proper Cognizance of the Order of the Rhodian Knights 5 


and on the left, fuch as are moft efteem'd in the Eaftern 
Countries; and on an Antique Shield the Crefcent of the 
Ottomans. 


The Scene before the Firft Entry. 


“NEVE Curtain being drawn up, a lightfow Skie ap- 
'& pear'd, difcow'ring a Maritime Coaft, full of craggy 
Rocks, and high Cliffs, with feveral Verdures naturally 
growing upon fuch Situations 5 and afar off, the true Pro- 
_ fpett of the City of RHODES, when it was in profperous — 
eftate ; with fo much view of the Gardens and Hills about 
it, as the narrownefs of the Roow could allow the Scene. In 
that part of the Horizon, terminated by the Sea, was repre- 
fentcd the Turkilh Fleet, making towards a Promontory, fome 
few miles diftaut from the Towa, 4 
, asd WV é 


2 The Siege off RHODES. 
The ENTRY is prepared by Inftrumental Mufick, — 
The Frft EN TRY. 
Enter Admiral. 
Aduir. RM, Arm, Villerivs, Arm! 


Thou haft no leifure to grow old; 
Thofe now muft feel thy courage warm, 
Who think thy blood is cold. 
Enter Villerius. 
Villers Our Admiral from Sea? 
What ftorm tran{porteth thee? 
Or bringft thou ftorms that can do more 
Than drive An Admiral on fhore? 
Admir. Arm, Arm, the Ba/ffa’s Fleet appears 5 
To Rhodes his Courfe from Chios fteers 3 
Her fhady Wings to diftant fight, 
Spread like the Curtains of the Nighe. 
Each Squadron thicker and {till darker grows; 
The Fleet like many floating Forefts fhows. 
Viller. Arm, Arm! Let our Drums beat 
To all our Out:Guards, a Retreat 5 
And to our Main-Guards add 
Files double lin’d from the Parade. 
Send Horfe to drive the Fields; 
Prevent what rip’ning Summer yields, ; 
To all the Foe would fave 
Set fire, or give a fecret Graves 
Admir. Vie to our Gallies haft, 
Untackle ev’ry Matt; 
Hale *em within the Peer, 
To range and chain ’em there, 
And then behind St. Nic’las Cliffs 
Shelter our Brigants, Land our Skiffs. 
Viller. Our Field and Bulwark-Cannon mount with hafts 
Fix to their Blocks their brazen bodies faft: 
Whilft to their Foes their [ron-Entrails fly : 


Difplay our Colours, raife our Standard high! LExit. Adme 


Enter Alphonfo. 

Alphow. What various Noifes do mine ears invade? 
And have a Confort of confufion made? 
The thriller Trumpet, and Tempeftuous Drum: 
The deaf’ning clamor from the Cannons wombs 
Which through the Air like fudden Thunder breaks, 
Seems calm to Souldiers fhouts, and Womens fhrieks. 
What danger (Rev'rend Lord) does this portend? 

Viller. Danger begins what muft in Honour end. 

Alphon. What Vizards does it wear? 

Viller. Such, gentle Prince, 
As cannot fright, but yet muft warn you hence. - 


What. 
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The Siege of RHODES. 
What can to Rhodes more fatally appear 

’ Than the bright Crefcents which thofe Enfigns wear ; 

Wife Emblems that encreafing Empire fhow 5 

Which mutt be {till in Nonage and ftill grow. 

All thefe are yet but the fore-running Vaz 

Of the Prodigious Grofs of Solyman. 

Alphon. Pale thew, thofe Crefcents to out bloody Crofs 5 
Sink not the Weftern Kingdoms in our lofs? ¢ 
Will not the Avsfrian Eagle moult her Wings, 

That long hath hover’d o're the Gallick Kings 
Whofe Lillies too will wither when we fade 5 
And th’ Englifh Lyon fhrink into a fhade. ) 

viller. Thou feeft not, whilft fo young and guiltle(s toa 
That Kings mean feldom what their States-men dos : 
Who meature not the compafs of a Crown - 

To fit the Head that wears it, but their own 5 

~ Still hind’ring peace, becaufe they Stewards are, 

Without account, to that wild Spender, War. 
Enter High Marfhal of Rhodes. 

Mar. Still Chriftian Wars they will purfte, and boaft 
 Unjult fuccefles gain’d, whillt Rhodes is loft : 

 Whilft we build Monuments of Death, to thame 
Thofe who forfook us in the Chafe of Fame. 

Alphon. We will endure the Colds of Court-delays 5 
Honour gtows warm in Airy Vetts of Praife. 

On Rocky Rhodes we will like Rocks abide. 

Viller Away, away, and haften to thy Bride > 
‘Tis fearce a Month fince from thy Nuptial Rites 
Thou cam’{t to honour here our Rhodian Knights: 

To dignifie our facred anoual Feaft : 
We love to Lodge, not entomb a Guett. 
Honour muft yield, where Reafon fhould prevail. 
Abroad, Abroad, and hoife up ev'ry Sail 
That gathers any Wind for sicily! 
war. Men Jofe their Virtu’s Pattern, lofing thee. 
Thy Bride doth yield her Sex no lefs a Light, 
But, thy life gone, will fet in endlefs Night. 
Ye mutt like Stars thine long ere ye expire. 
Alpbon. Honour is colder Virtue fet on fire: 
My Honour loft, her Love would foon decay : 
Here for my Tomb or Triumph I will ftay. 
My Sword againft proud Solywan I draw, 
“His curfed Prophet, and his fenfual Law. 
Chorus. Our Swords againft proud solywan we draw, 
His curfed Prophet, and his fenfual Law. _Exeunt. 


Enter Ianthe, Melofile, Madina (her two Women) bearing two 
open Caskets with Feels. 


zanth. To Rhoder this fatal Fleet her courfe does bear. 
Can L have Love, and not difcover Fear? 
When he, in whom my plighted heart doth live 
(Whom.Hymen gave me in reward 
Of vows; which he with favour heard, 
‘And is the greateft Gift he e’re can give) rea 
Sha 
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Shall in a cruel Siege imprifon’d be, 
And I, whom Love has bound,, have liberty 2 f 
Away! Let’s leave our flourifhing abodes . 
In Sicily, and fly to with’ring Rhodes. - a 
agelo. Will you convert to Inftruments of War, i 
To things which to our Sex fo dreadful are, ‘a 
Which terrout add to Death’s detefted face, 
Thefe Ornaments which fhould your Beauty grace? 
Mad. Beauty laments! and this exchange abhors 5 
Shall all thefe Gems in Arms be {pent 
Which were by Bounteous Princes fent 
To pay the Valour of your Anceftors? 
- Janth. If by their fale my Lord may be redeem’d, 
Why fhould they more than trifles be efteem’d, 
Vainly fecur’d with, Iron Bars and Locks? 
They are the Spawn of Shells, and Warts of Rocks. 
Mad. All Madam, all>. Will you from all depart? 
tunth. Love a Confumption learns from Chymifts Art. 
Saphyrs, and harder Di‘monds mutt be fold ; 
- And turn’d to fofter and more current Gold. 
With Gold we curfed Powder may prepare, 
Which muft confume in fmoak and thinner Air. 
Melo. Thou Idol-Love, le worfhip thee no more, 
Since thou doft make us forrowful and poor. 
tanth. Go feek out Cradles, and with Child-hood dwells 
Where you may {till be free 
From Loves Self-Flattery, 4 
And never hear miftaken Lovers tell } .s 
Of bleflings, and of joys in {uch extreams | _ 
As never are poffeft but in our Dreams. _ ie 
They woo apace, and haften to be {ped s 
And praife the quiet of the Marriage-bed: 
But mention not the Storms of grief and care 
When Love does them furprize 
With fudden Jealoufies, 
Or they are fever’d by ambitious War. 
Mad. Love may perhaps the Foolifh pleafe : 
But he thall: quickly leave my heart 
When he perfwades me to depart 
From fuch a hord of precious things as thefe- 
anth. Send out to watch the Wind! with the firft Gale 
['le leave thee sicily, and, hoyfing Sail, 
Steer {trait to Khodes. For Love and I muft be 
Preferv'd CAlphonfo!) or elfe loft with thee. Exentt, 


: Chorus. 
' By Souldiers of feveral Nations. 
1. Come ye Termagant Turks, | 
if your Baila dares Land ye, 
Whilft the Wine bravely works 
Which was brought us from Candy. 


ial wealth 
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2. Wealth, the leaf? of our care is, 
For the poor ner are undone 3 
Avous, Monfieur of Paris, 
To the Back-fwords of London. 


3. Diego, thoz, iz a trice, 
Shalt advance thy lean Belly; 
For their Hens and their Rice 
Make Pillau like a Jelly. 


4. Let’em Land fixe and free 5 
. For my Cap though an old one, 
Such a Turbant fhall be, 
Thou wilt think it a Gold one. 


5. It is feven to one odds 
They had fafer sail'd by us: 
Whilft our Wine lafts in Rhodes, 
They foall water at Chios. 


End of the firft Entry. 


The Scene is chang’d, and the City, Rhodes, appears beleagur'd 
| at SeaandLand, 


The ENTRY is again prepar’d by Inflrumental Maufick, 
a The Second Entry. 
Exter Villerius azd Admiral. 


Admir. HE Blood of Rhodes grows cold: Life muft expire! 

Filler. i The Duke {till warms it with his valours fire! 
Admir: \f he has much in Honours prefence done, 

Has fav’d our Enfigns, or has others won, 

Then he but well by your Example wrought; ; 

Who well in Honours School his Child-hood taught. 

viller. The Foe three Moons tempeftuoufly has {pent 

Where we will never yield nor he relent; 

Still we, but raife what muft be beaten down; 

Defending Walls, ‘yet cannot keep the Town; 

_ Vent'ring laft ftakes where we can nothing win5 

And, fhutting flaughter out, keep Famine in. aa 
_ Admir. How oft and vainly Rhodes for fuccour waits 

From triple Diadems, and Scarlet Hats? 

Rome keeps her Gold, cheaply her Warriours pays, 

At firft with Bleflings, and at laft with Praife. 

Viller. By Armies, ftow’d in Fleets, exhaufted spaix 
Leaves half her Land unplough’d, to plough the Main; 
And {till would more of the old World fubdue, 

As if unfatisfi'd with all the New. . 
~~ B S  Admir. France 
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Admir. France {trives to have her Lillies grow as fair 


In other Realms as where they Native are. 
Viller. The Englifh Lyon ever loves to change 
His Walks, and in remoter Forefts range. 


Chorus. All gaining vainly from each others lofss 


Whilft ie the Crefcent drives away the Crofs. 


Exter Alphonfo. 


Alphou. 1. How bravely fought the fiery French, 


Their Bulwark being {torm’d ? 
The colder Alwans kept their Trench, 
By more than Valour warm’d. ) 


2. The grave Italians paus'd and fought, 
The folemn Spaniards too 
Study’ng more Deaths than could be wrought 
By what the rafh could do, 


3. Th’ Avergnian Colours high were rais‘d, 
Twice tane, and twice reliev’d. 
Our Foes, like Friends to Valour, prais’d 
The mifchiefs they receiv'd. 


4. The cheerful Exglifh got renowns 
Fought merrily and faft: 
’Tis time, they cry’d, to mow them down, 
Wars Harveft cannot laft, 


5 If Death be Reft, here let us dye, 
Where wearinefs is all 
We daily get by Vidtory, 
Who mutt by Famine fall. 


6. Great Solyman is landed now 5 
All Fate he feems to be; 
And brings thofe Tempefts in his Brow 
Which he deferv’d at Sea. 


Viller. He can at moft but once prevaal, 
Though arm’d with Nations that were brought by mere 
Grols Gallies then would ferve to hale 
This Ifland to the Lycian fhore. 
Adm. Let us apace do worthily and give 
Our ftory length, though long we cannot live, 
Chorus. So greatly do, that being dead, 
_ Brave wonders may be wrought 
By fuch as fhall our {tory read 
And ftudy how we fought. Exennte 


Enter Solyman, Pirrhus. 


Soly, What fudden halt hath ftay’d thy {wift Renown, 
O’re-running Kingdoms, {topping at a Town? 
He that will win the Prize in Honours Race, 
Muft nearer to the Goal {till mend his pace. 
If Age thou feel’ft the active Camp forbear 5 


In fleepy Cities reft, the Caves of fear. 


Thy 
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Thy mind was never valiant, if, when old, 
Thy Courage cools becaufe thy blood is cold, 

- Pir. How can ambitious Manhood be expreft 
More then by marks of our difdain of Reft> 
What lefs than toyls inceflant can, defpight 
Of Cannon, raife thefe mounts to Caftle-height> 
Or lefs than utmoft or unwearied ftrength 
~ Can draw thefe Lines of batt’ry to that length > 

Soly. The toyls of Ants, and Mole-hills rais’d in {corn 
OF Labour, to be levell’d with a fpurn. 
Thefe are the Pyramids that thew your pains; 
But of your Armies valour, where remains 
One Trophy to excufe a Baffa's boalt > 
Pir. Valour may reckon what fhe bravely loft; 
Not from fucceffes all her count does raife: 
By life well loft we gain a thare of praife. 


4g If we in dangers Glafs all Valour fee, 


+ In Honours Orb the Chriftians fhine; 


And Death the fartheft ftep of danger be, 

_ Behold our Mount of Bodies made a Grave ; 

And prife our lofs by what we fcorn’d to fave. 

_ Soly. Away! range all the Camp for an Affault / 
Tell them, they tread in Graves who make a halt. 
Fat Slaves, who have been lull’d to a Difeafe ; , 
Cramm‘d out of breath, and crippled by their eafe! 
Whofe active Fathers leapt o’re Walls too high 

For them to climb: Hence from my anger fly 
Which is too worthy for thee, being mine, 

And mutt be quench’d by Rhodiaz blood or thine. - 
Exit Pirrhus, bowing. 


Their light in War does ftill increafe 3 
Though oft mifled by mifts of Wine, 
. Or blinder love, the Crime of Peace, 
Bold in Adult’ries frequent change 5 

And ev'ry loud expenfive Vice 
Ebbing out wealth by ways as ftrange 
____ Asat flow’d in by- avarice. 
_ Thus vilely they dare live, and yet dare dye. 
If Courage be a vertue, ’tis allow’d 
_ But tothofe few on whom our Crowns rely, 
And is condemn’d as madnefs in the Crowd. 


Enter Muftapha, Tanthe veil d. 


ee Great Sultan, Hail! though here at Land 

Loft Fools in oppofition ftand 5 

- Yet thou at Sea doft all command. 
Soly.W hat is it thou would{t fhew,and yet doft fhrow’'d? 
Mufta. I bring the Morning pictur’d in a Cloud; 

A Wealth more worth then all the Sea does hide 5 

Or Courts difplay in their triumphant pride. 
Soly. Thou feenrft to bring the daughter of the Nights 

_ And giv’ft her many ftars to make her bright. 

Difpatch my wonder and relate her ftory. 

_ Mufta. “Yisfall of Fate, and yet has much of glory, 
: tat . B 2 
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A Squadron of our Gallies that did ply 
Welt from this Coaft, met two of sicily, . 
Both fraught to furnifh Rhodes, we gave *em chafe, ae 
- And had, but for our Number, met difgrace. 
For, grapling, they maintain’d a bloody Fight, 
Which did begin with Day and end with Night. 
And though this bafhful Lady then did wear 
Her Face {till vail’d, her valour did appear: 
She urg’d their courage when they boldly Fought, 
And many fhun’d the dangers, which fhe fought. 
Soly. Where are the limits thou would’ft fet for praife? 
Or to what height wilt thou thy wonder raife? 
Musa. This is Ianthe, the sicélian Flower, 
Sweeter then Buds unfolded in a fhower, 
Bride to Alphonfo, who.in Rhodes fo long 
The Theme has been of each Heroick Song 5 
And (he for his relief thofe Gallies fraught 5 
Both {tow’d with what her Dow’r and Jewels bought. 
Soly. O wond’rous vertue of a Chriftian Wife! 
Advent’ring lifes fupport, and then her Life 
To fave her ruin'd Lord! bid her unvail ' [Ianthe fleps back, 
Janthe. It were more honour, Sultan, to affail 
A publick ftrength againft thy forces bent, 
Then to unwall this private Tenement, 
To which no Monarch, but my Lord, has right 5 
Nor willit yield to Treaty or to Might: 
Where Heav’ns great Law defends him from furprife: 
This Curtain only opens to his eyes. 
soly. If Beauty vail'd fo vertuous be, 
’Tis more then Chriftian Hufbands know 5 
Whofe Ladies wear their Faces free, 
Which they to more then Hufbands fhow. 
Zanthe. Your Bala fwore, and by his dreadful Law, 
None but my Lords dear hand this Vail fhould draw 5 
And that to Rhodes I fhoutd conducted be,» 
To take my fhare of all his deftiny 
' Elfe I had quickly found ’ 
Sure means to get fome wound, 
Which would in deaths cold Arms 
My honour inftant fafety give ; 
From all thofe rude Alarms ' 
Which keep it waking whilft Iive. 
- goly. Haft thou engag’d our Prophets plight 
To keep her Beauty from my fight, 
And to condué her Perfon free | “a 
‘To harbour with mine Enemy ? 
Mufta. Vertue conftrain’d the priviledge I gave: 
Shall I for facred Vertue pardon crave? 
Soly. Lenvy not the conquefts of thy fword: 
Thrive ftill in Wicked Wars ‘ 
But, Slave, how did’ft thou dare, 
In vertuous Love, thus to tranfcend thy Lord? 
Thou did’ft thy utmoft vertue fhow: “> 
Yet fomewhat more does reft, 7, 
Not yet by thee exprefts Which — 


. Which vertue left se me to do. 
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Thou great example of a Chriftian Wife, 


Enjoy thy Lord, and give him happy Life. 


Thy Gallies with their fraight, 
For which the hungry wait, 
Shall ftraic to Rhodes condutted be3 


’ And as thy paflage to him fhall be free, 


So both may fafe return to Sicilie. 
Ianthe. May Solyman be ever far 

From impious honours of the War; 

Since worthy to receive renown 

From things repair d, not overthrown. | 


And when in peage his vertue thrives, 


Let all the race of Loyal Wives 
Sing this his bounty to his glory, 
And teach their Princes by his {tory. 
Of which, if any Victors be, 
Let them, becaufe he conquer’d me, 
Strip cheerfully each others Brow, 
And at his feet their Laurel throw. 
Soly. Strait to the Port her Gallies fteers + 


Then hale the Centry at the Peer. 


And though our Flags ne’re ufe to bow, 
They thall do Vertue Homage now. 


. Give Fire {till as the paftes by, 


"And let our Streamers lower fly. 


= 


Exeunt feweral ways. 


Chorus of Women, 


1. ET ws live, live! for being dead, 
; The pretty Spots, 
Ribbands and Knots, 
And the fine French drefs for the Head 5 
‘No Lady wears upon her | . 
in the cold, cold, Bed of Honour. 
Beat down our Grottoes, and hew down our Bowers, 
Dig up our Arbours, and root up our Flowers. 


Our Gardens are Bulwarks and Baflions become: 


Thex hang up our Lutes, we muft fing to the Drum. 


2. Our Patches and our Curls 
(So exa in each flation) 
Our Powders and our Purls 
Are now out of fafhion. 
Hence with our Needles, and give us your Spad& 3 
We, that were Ladies, grow coorfé as our Maids. 
Our Coaches have drove us to Balls at the Court, 
We now muft drive Barrows to earth up the Port, 


The End of the Second Entry. 
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The Further part of the’Scene is open’d, and a Royal Pavillion 
appears difplay‘d, Reprefenting Solywan’s Imperial Thrones 
and about it are difcern’d the Quarters of his Baf/as and inferiour - 
Officers. - 


The ENTRY is prepared by Inftrumental Mufick. | 
"The Third ENTRY. 


Enter Solyman, Pirrhus, Muftapha.: 


Soly. J yirrins, Draw up our Army wide! 
PThen from the Grofs two {trong Referves divide 5 
And {pread the Wings5 
As if we were to Fight, 
In the loft Rhodians fight, 
With all the Weftern Kings! 
Each Wing with Jaizaries line 5 
The Right and Left to Haly’s Sons affign 5 
The Grofs to Zawgiban. 
The Main Artillery 
With A4uflapba fhall be: 
Bring thou the Rear, we lead the Vaz. 
pirrbus. It fhall be done as early as the Dawn 5 
As if the Figure by thy hand were drawn. * 
- Masta. We with that we, to eafe thee, could prevent f 
All thy Commands, by gueffing thy intent. 
soly. Thele Rhodians, who of Honour boat, 
A lofs excufe, when bravely loft: 
Now they may bravely lofe their Rhodes, 
Which never play’d againft fuch odds. 
To morrow let them fee our ftrength, and weep 
Whilft they their want of lofing blame 5 
Their valiant folly ftrives too long to keep 
What might be render’d without fhame. 
Pirrbus. ’Tis well our valiant Prophet did 
In us not only lofs forbid, " 
But has conjoyn’d us ftill to get. 
Empire muft move apace, 
When fhe begins the Race, 
And apter is for Wings than Féet. 
Mufta. They vainly interrupt our {peed, 
And civil Reafon lack, 
To know they fhould go back 
When we determine to proceed. 
Pirrhus. When to all Rhodes our Army does appear 
Shall we then make a fudden halt, 
And give a general Affault ? econ 
Soly. Pirrhus not yet, Ianthe being there: ay 
Let them our valour, by our Mercy prize. 
The refpite of this day 
To vertuous Love fhall pay 
A debt long due for all my Victories. 


~ 


Mushy If 
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Adufd. If vertuous Beauty can attain fuch grace 
Whilft the a Captive was, and hid, 
What wifdom can his Love forbid 
When Vertu’s free, and Beauty fhews her Face? 
Soly. Difpatch a Trumpet to the Town; 
Summon Janthe to be gone 
Safe with her Lord. When both are free 
And in their Courfé to sicily. 
Then Rhodes fhall for that valour mourn 
Which ftops the haft of our return. 
Pirrhus. Thofe that in Grecian Quarries wrought, 
_ And Pioneers: from Lycia brought, 
Who like a Nation in a throng appear, 
So great their number is, are landed here: 
Where fhall they work ? 
- oly. Upon Philermus Hill. 
There, ere this Moon her Circle fills with days, 
They thall, by punifht {loth and cherifh’d fkill, 
A fpacious Palace in a Caftle raife: 
A Neighbourhood within the Rhodians view 5 
Where, if my anger cannot them fubdue, 
My patience fhall out-wait them, whilft they long 
Attend to fee weak Princes make them ftrong: 
_ ThereTle grow old, and dye too, ifthey have 
The fecret Art to faft me to my Grave. 


Exeunt. 


The Scene is chang’d to that of the Town Befieg’d. 
Enter Villerius, Admiral, Alphonfo, Ianthe. 


vill. Hen we, anthe, would this ac& commend, 
We know no more how to begin 
. Than we fhould do, if we were in, 
How fuddenly to make an end. 
__ Adm. What Love was yours which thefe {trong bars of Fate 
Were all too weak to feparate? 
Which {eas and ftorms could not divide, 
' Nor all the dreadful Turhi/h pride ? 
Which pafs'd fecure, though not unfeen, 
Even double guards of Death that lay between. 
Vill. What more could Honour for fair Vertue do > 
What could /phonfo venture more for you ? 
Adm. With wonder and with fhame we muft confefs 
All we our felves can do for Rhodes, is lefs. 
vill. NNor did your Love and Courage act alone. 
Your Bounty too has no lefs wonders done. 
And for our Guard you have brought wifely down 
A Troop of Vertues to defend the Town: 
The only Troop that can a Town defend 
Which Heav’n before for ruine did intend. an 
_ Adm. Look here ye Weftern Monarchs, look with fhame, 
Who fear not a remote, though common Foe3 
The Cabinet of one-illuftrious Dame 


jy, Does more than your Exchequers joyn’d did do. 
Alpbou. Indeed 


wid 


po 


12 


The Siege of RHODES. — 


Alphon. Indeed I think, Zanthe, few 
So young and flourifhing as you, 
Whole Beauties might fo well adora 
The Jewels which by them are worn, 
Did ever Mufkets for them take, 
Nor of their Pearls did Bullets make. 
ranthe. When you, my Lord, are fhut up here,’ 
Expence of Treafure muft appear 
So far from bounty, that, alas! 
It covetous advantage was: 
For with fmall coft I fought to fave 
Even all the Treafure that [ have. 
Who would not all her trifling Jewels give, 
Which but from Number can their worth derive. 
If he could purchafe or redeem with them 
One great ineftimable Gem? 
Adm. O ripe perfection in a breaft fo young! 
vill. Vertue has tun’d her heart, and Wit her tongues 
Adm. Though Rhodes no pleafure can allow 
I dare fecure the fafety of it now 5 
All will fo labour to fave you, 
As that will fave the City too. 
tanthe. Alas! the utmoft I have done 
More than a juft reward has won, 
If by my Lord and you it be but thought, 
I had the care to ferve him as I ought. 
vill. Brave Duke farewel, the Scouts for Orders wait, 
And the Parade does fill. 
Alph. Great Mafter, Pil attend your pleafure ftrait, 


And ftrive to ferve your will. Exeunt Vil. Adm. 


Ianthe after all this praife 
Which Fame fo fully to you pays, 
For that which all the world befide 
Admires you, I alone mutt chide. 
Are you that kind and vertuous Wife, 
Who thus expofe your Hufbands Life? 
The hazards, both at Land and Sea, 
Through which fo boldly thou haft run, 
Did more aflaule and threaten me 
Than all the Sultan could have done. 
Thy dangers, could I them have feen, 
Would not to me have dangers been, 
But certain death: Now thou art here 
A danger worfe than death I fear. 
Thou haft, Zaxthe, honour won, 
But mine, alas, will be undone: 
For as thou valiant wer't for me, 
I fhall a Coward grow for thee. 
tanthe.Take heed Alphonfo, for this care of me, 
Will to my Fame injurious be 5 
Your love will brighter by it thine, 
But it eclipfes mine. 
Since I would here before, or with you fall, 
Death needs but beckon when he means to call. 


Alphow. 
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__Alph. Tanthe, even in this you fhall command, ~ ie 
: And this my ftrongeft paffion guide 5 
Your vertue will not.be deny'd: — ~ 
It could even solyman himelt withftand 5 
é To whom it did fo beauteous fhow: 
Tt feem’d to civilize a barb’rous Foe. 
Of this your ftrange e(cape, Janthe, fay; 
Briefly the motive and the way. 
janthe. Did I not tell you how we fought, 
How [ was taken and how brought 
Before great solymane but there 
I think we interrupted were. ' 3 
Alph. Yes, but we will not be fo here; 
Should solyvan himfelf appear. 
Janthe. It feems that what the Baffa of me faid, 
“Had fome refpect and admiration bred 
In Solpman and this to me encreaft 
The jealoufies which honour did fuggetft.. 
All that of Turks and Tyrants I had heard 
» But that I fear'd not Death, I fhould have fear’d. 
I, to excufe my Voyages urg’d my Love 
To your high worth3 which did fuch pity move, 
That {traight his ufage did reclaim my fear. 
He feem’d in civil Frances aud Monarch there : 
For foon my Perfon, Gallies, Fraight, were free 
| -By his command. 
 Alph. O wondrous Enemy ! 
Janthe. Thefe are the {malleft gifts his bounty knew: 
Alph. What could he give you more ? 
Tanthe. He gave me you 
And you may homewards now fecurely go 
* Through all his Fleet. 
Alpb. But honour fays not (Pa P ae 
ranthe. Uf that forbid it, you fhall never fee 
, That { and that will difagree. 
Honour will fpeak the fame to me. 
Alph. This Generous Turk amazes me, my Dear! 
How long, Zanthe, ftay’d you there? 
Janthe. Two days with Adustapha. 
Alph, How do you fay? 
Two days, and two whole nights? alas ! 
Janthe. That it, MY Lord, no longer was, 
Isfuch a mercy, 2s too long’I ftay, 
Fre at the Altar thanks to Heav'n I pay- 
Alph, To Heavn, Confeffion fhould prepare the way- 
se (exit Tanthe. 
She is all Harmony, and fair as light, 
But brings me difcord, and the Clouds of night. 
And solyman does think Heaven's joys to be 
In Women not fo fair as fhe. 
‘Tis ftrange! Difmils fo fair an Enemy ! 
- She was his own by right of War, 
~ Weare his Dogs, and fuch as fhe, his Angels are. 
; O wondrous Turkith Ghats ! 


: r Gallies, fraight, and thofe to fend 
on iio'a Toon which he would take! 
Are we befieg’d then by a Friend > 
Could Honour fuch a Prefent make, 
Then when his Honour is at ftake > 
Againtt it felf, does Honour booty play > 
We have the liberty to go away! — 
Strange above miracle! But who can fay 
If in his hands we once fhould be 
What would become of her? For what of me, 
_ Though Love is blind, ev’n Love may fee. 
Come back my thoughts, you mutt not rove! 
For fure Zanthe does Alphonfo Love! 
Oh Solyman, this miftick a@ of thine, 
Does all my quiet undermine : 
But on thy Troops, if not on Thee, 
This Sword my cure, and my revenge fhal] be. . Exite 
The Scene changes to Solymans Camp. 
Exter Roxolana, Pirrhus, Ruftan. 
Rust. You come from Sea as Venus came before 5 
And feem that Goddefs, but miftake her fhore. 
Pir, Her Temple did in fruitful Cyprus Ctand 5 
The sultan wonders why in Rhodes you land. 
Ruf?. And by your fudden Voyage he doth fear 
The Tempeft of your paffion drove you here. 
Hox. Ruftan, I bring more wonder than I find : 
And it is more than humour bred that wind 
Which with a forward Gale 
Did make me hither fail. 
Ruft. He does your forward Jealoufie reprove. 
Rox. Yet Jealoufie does {pring from too much Loves 
If mine be guilty of excefs, 
I dare pronounce it {hall grow lefs. 
Pir. You boldly threaten more than we dare hear. 
Hox. That which you call your Duty is your fear. 
Rut. We have fome Valour or our wounds are feign’d 
Rox. What has your Valour from the Rhodians gain'd? 
UoleG&, Iunthe, asa prize, you boaft; 
Who cow has got that heart which I have loft. 
Brave Conquelt, where the Takers felf is taken! 
And, as a Prefent, I 
Bring vainly, e’re I d as 
That heart to him which he has now. forfaken, 
Raft. Whifpers of Eunuchs, and by Pages brought 
0 Licza, you have up to Story wrought. 
fox. Lead to the sultans Tent, Pirrhus, away | 
For I dare hear what he him(elf dares fay. 


Chorus. 
Of Men and Women. 
Men. E wives all that are, and wives would be, 
NY sae all ye learnt here, of one another, 
And all ye have learnt of an Aunt or a Mother - 
Then firait hither come, a new Pattern to fee, 


Which 


i] Ea Rann 
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‘Which in a good'humour kind fortune did fend 5 
A Glafs for your minds, as well as your Faces: 
Make hafte then and break your own Looking-glaffes 3 
If you fee but your felves , you l never amend. 
Women. You that will teach us what your Wives ought to do 
Take heeds there's a Pattern in, Town too for you. , 
Be you but Alphonfos, and we 
Perhaps anthes will be. 
Men. _—-Be you but Tanthes, and we 
‘ Alphonfos 2 while will be. 
Both. Let both fides begin then, rather than neither 5 
. Let's both joyn our hands, and both mend together. 


End of the Third Entry. 


The Scene is vary’d to the Profpect of Mount Philermus: Artificers 
appearing at work about that Caftle which was there, with won- 
derful expedition, erested by Solyman. His great Army is dif 
covered in the Plain below, drawn up in Battalia, as if it were 

_ prepar’d for a general Affault. 


~The ENT RY is again prepared by Inftrumental Mufick. 
The Fourth ENTRY. - 


Enter Solyman,. Pirrhus, Muftapha- 


 Soly. | aera my Pafs-port, and refolve to dye 5 

a4 Only for fafhions fake, for company ? 
Oh coltly fcruples! But Pll try to be, 

Thou {tubborn Honour, obftinate as thee. 
My Pow’r thou fhalt not vanquith by thy will, 
‘LT will enforce to live whom thou would’ft kill. 
Pirrbus. They into morrows ftorm will change their mind, 
_ Then, though too late inftructed, they fhall find, — 


; _ That thofe who your prote¢tion dare reject 


No humane Power dares venture to protect. 
~ They are not Foes, but Rebels, who withftand 
“The pow’r that does their Fate command. 
Soly. Oh Muftapha, our {trength we meafure ill, 


We want the half of what we think we have; 


For we enjoy the Beaft-like pow’r to kill, 
But not the God-like power to fave. 
Who laughs at Death, laughs at our higheft Pow’r 5 
The valiant man is his own Emperour. 
Mufia. Your pow’r to fave, you have to them. made known, 
Who fcorn’d it with ingrateful pride 5 
Now, how you can deftroy, muft next be fhown 3 
And that the Chriftian world has try’d. 
Soly. | °Tis fuch a fingle pair 
As only equal are 
Unto themfelves; but many fteps above 


All others who attempt to make up Love: ° 
Bier GC. Theit 
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Their Lives will noble Hiftory afford, 
And muft adorn my Scepter, not my Sword. 
My ftrength in vain has with their virtue ftrove 5 
In vain their Hate would overcome my Love. 
, My favours I'll compel them to receive: 
- Go Mustapha, and ftricteft Orders give, 
Through all the Camp, that in Affault they {pare 
(And in the Sack of this prefumptious Town) 
The lives of thefe two ftrangers with a care. 
Above the prefervation of their own. 
Alphonfo has fo oft his courage fhown, 
That he to all but Cowards muft be known. 
Tanthe is fo fair that none can be 
Miftaken amongft thoufands, which is fhe. - 


‘The Scene returns to that of the Town befieg’d. 


Enter Alphonf, Tanthe. 


Lanthe. Alphonfo, Now the danger grows fo near, 
Give her that loves you leave to fear. 
Nor doI blufh, this paffion to confefs, 
Since it for object has no lefs 
Than even your liberty, or life; 
I fear not as a Woman, but a Wife. 
We were too proud no ufe to make 
OF Solyman’s obliging proffer 5 
For why fhould Honour {corn to take 
_ What Honour’s felf does to it offer. 
Alph. To be o’recome by his victorious Sword, 
Will comfort to our fall afford; 
Our {trength may yield to hiss but ’tis not fit 
Our vertue fhould to his fubmit5 
In that, Zanthe, I muft be 
Advanc’d, and greater far than he. . 
Tanthe.Fighting with him who ftrives to be your friend, 
You not with Vertue, but with Pow’r contend. 
Alpb. Forbid it Heav'n, our friends fhould think that we 
Did merit friendfhip from an Enemy. 
Janthe. He is a Foe to Rhodes and not to you. 
Alph. In Rhodes befieg’d, we mutt be Rhodians too. 
Tanthe. *Twas Fortune that engag‘d you in this War. 
Alph.’ Twas Providence! Heaven’s Pris’ners here we are. 
Tanthe. That Providence our Freedom does reftore 3 
The hand that fhut, now opens us the Door. 
Alph. Had Heav'n that Pafs-port for our freedom fent 
Tt would have chofe fome better Inftrument 
Than faithlefS solywan. 
fanth. O fay not fo! . 
To {trike and wound the vertue of your Fo 
Js cruelty, which War does not allow: 
Sure he has better words deferv’d from you. 
Alphon. From me, Ianthe, Nos 
- What he deferves from you, you beft muft know. 


. Ianthe. What - 
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Tanthe. What means my Lord? 

Alphon. For t confefs, Tt muft 
The poyfon’d bounties of a Foe miftruft: 

And when upon the Bait I look, 
Though all feem fair, fufpec the Hook. 

Tanthe. He, though a Foe, ts generous andrue: 
What he hath done, declares what he will do. 

Alphon. He in two days your high efteem has won: 
What he would do I know; who knows what he has done? 
Done? Wicked Tongue, what haft thou faid ? fc Ald 
What horrid falfhood from thee fled > elas 
Oh, Jealoufie (if Jealoufieitbe)* —-* 

WouldI had here an Afp inftead of Thee! 

Ianthe. Sure you are fick, your words, alas! 

- Geftures, and looks, diftempers fhew. 
Alphon. Ianthe, you may fafely pats 5 
The Pafs, no doubt, was meant to you. . 
__ ganthé. He’s jealous fure; Oh, Vertue! can it be > 
Have I for this ferv’d Vertue faithfully > 
- Alphonfo 
Alpbon. Speak, Ianthe, and be free. 
_ganthe. Havel deferv'd this change? 
_ Alpbon. Thou do’ft deferve 
So much, that Emperours are proud to ferve 
The fair Zanthe3 and not dare | 
To hurt a Land whilft fhe is there. 
Return (Renown'd Ianthe) {ately home 5 
3 And force thy paflage with thine Eyes 3 
To conquer Rhodes will be a prize 
Lefé glorious than by thee to be o’recome. 
But fince he longs (itfeems) fo much to fee, 
And be poffeft of me, 
Tell him, I fhall not fly beyond his reach : 
Would he could dare to meet me in the Breach. Exit. 
tanthe. Tell him! tell him? Oh no, Alphox/o, no. 
Let never man thy weaknefs know3 
Thy fudden fall will be a fhame 
To Man’s and Vertue's name. 
Alphonfo’s falfe! for what can falfer be 
Than to fafpect that falfhood dwells in me? 
Could solyman both Life and Honour give? 
And can Alphonfo me of both deprive ? 
Of both Alphonfo3 for believe 
Ianthe will difdain to live 
So long as to let others fee 
Thy true, and her imputed, infamy. 
No more let Lovers think they can poflefs 
More than a month of happinefs. 
We thought our hold of it was ftrong 5 
We thought our Leafe of it was long: 
_ But now, that all may ever happy prove, 
Let never any love. 
And yet thefe troubles of my Love tome _ 
Shall fhorter than the pleafures be. 
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Pll cll to morrow laft; then the Affault 
Shall finith my misfortune and his fault. 

I to my Enemies fhall doubly ow, 

For faving me before, for killing now. 


Enter Villerius, Admiral. 


- Adw. From out the Camp a valiant Chriftian Slave 
Efcap’d, and to our Knights affurance gave 
That at the break of day 
Their Mine will play. 
vill. Oft Martiningws {truck and try’d the ground, 
And counter-digg’d, and has the hollows found: 
We fhall prevent . _ y, 

_ _ Their dire intent. : 
Where is the Duke, whofe valour ftrives to keep 
Rhodes {till awake, which elle would dully fleep? 

Adm. His Courage and his Reafon 1s o’rethrown. 
vill. Thou fing’ft the fad deftruction of our Town. 
4Adw. Vmet him wild as all the winds, 
When in the Ocean they conteft: 
And diligent fufpition finds . 
He is with Jealoufie poffett. 
vill. That Arrow, once mifdrawn, mult ever rove. 
O weaknefs, fprung from mightinefs of Love! 
O pity’d Crime! 
Alphonfo will be overthrown 
Unlefs we take this Ladder down, 
Where, though the Rounds are broke, 
He does himfelf provoke 
Too haftily to Climb. 
Adm. Ynvilibly, as dreams, Fame’s wings 
Fly every where5 
Hov'ring all day o’re Palaces of Kings 5 
At night fhe lodges in the people's ear : 
Already they perceive Alphonfo wild, 
And the belov’d Zanthe griev'd. 
vill. Let us no more by Honour be beguil’d 
This Town can never be reliev’d5 
Alphonfo and Ianthe being loft, 
Rhodes, thou doft cherifh Life with too much coft / 
Chorus. Away, unchain the Streets, unearth the Ports. 
Pull down each Barracade 
Which womens fearshave made, 
And bravely Sally out from all the Forts! 
Drive back the Crefcents, and advance the Crofs, 
Or fink all humane Empires in our lofs! 


Enter Roxolana,Pirrhus,Ruftan, avd two of her Women. 


Roxol. Not come to fée me e’re th’Affault be paft? 
Pir. He fpoke it not in anger, but in hafte. 
Rust. If mighty Solymwan be angry grown, 
It is not with his Emprefs but the Town. 
Rox. When ftubborn Rhodes does him to anger move, 
’Tis by detaining there what he does love.- 


Exit, 


Pir. He 
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pir. He is refolv’d the City to deftroy- 
Rox. But more refolv’d Janthe to enjoy. 
Ruff. T’avoid your danger ceafe your Jealoufie. 
‘Rox. Tell them of danger who do fear do dye. 
pir. None but your felf dares threaten you with Death. 
3. Wow. Do not your beauty blaft with your own breath: 
= 2.Wom. You leffen’t in your own efteem 
When of his Love you jealous feem. 
 +.Wom. And'but a faded beauty make it 
: When you fufpect he can forfake it. 
| 2.Wow. Believe not, Emprefs, that you are decay'd, 
For fo you'l feem by jealous paflion fway'd. 
Rox. He follows paffion, I purfue my Reafon : 
‘He loves the Traitor, and I hate the Treafon. 
Enter Haly. 
 Haly. Our Foes appear! Th’aflaule will ftrait begin. Pirrhus, 
They Sally out where we muft enter in. SR 
. Rox. Let Solyman forget his way to Glory, zn Chorus. 
ncreafe in Conquett and grow lefs in Story: 
‘That honour which in vain 
= . His valour fhrinks to gain, 
When from the Rhodians he Ianthe takes, 
‘Ts loft in lofing me whom he forfakes. Exeunt feveral ways. 


Chorus of Wives. 


I. 


mo curfed Jealonfie, what is't © 
2. Tis Love that has lost it felf in a Mift. 
3, Tis Love being frighted out of his wits. 
4. “Tis Love that has a Fever got5 
Love that is violently hots 
But troubled with cold and trembling fits, 
Tis yet a more unnatural evid < 
Chorus. “Tis the God of Love, ‘tis ihe God of Love, poffe/t with a 
(Devil. 
a 


1. °Tis rich corrupted Wine of Love, 
which fharpeft-Vinegar does prove. : 
9, From all the fiveet Flowers which might Honey make, 
It does a deadly Poifon bring. 
3. Strange Serpent which it felf doth fring! 
A. It never can ficep, and dreams fill awake. 
5. It fiuffs up the Marriage-bed with Thorns. 
Chorus. It ores it felf, it gores i felf, with imagin d horns. 


The End of the Fourth Enirys 
| The 
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The Scene is chang’d into a Reprefentation of a general Affault 


givento the Towns the greateft fury ofthe Army being difcern’d 
at the Englifh Station. | 


The ENTRY is again prepar'd by Inflrumental Mujick, 
The Fifth ENTRY. 


ry 


Enter Pirrhus. 


Pir. yt Raverfe the Cannon/ Mount the Batt’ries higher! 
T More Gabions, and renew the Blinds; 
Like duft they Pouder {pend, 
And to our faces fend 
The heat of all the Element of fire; 
And to their Backshave all the winds. . oe 
Enter Muftapha. . 
Mufta, More Ladders, and reliefs to feale! 
The Fire-crooks are too fhort! Help, help to hale! - 
That Battlement is loofe, and {trait will down! 
Point well the Cannons and play faft! ! 
Their fury is too hot to Jaft. i 
That Rampire fhakes, they fly into the Town. - - 
Pir. March up with thofe Referves to that Redout ! 
Faint flaves! the Janizaries reel! 
They bend, they bend! and feem to feel 
The Terrours of a Rout. 
Mufia: Old Zanger halts, and re-inforcement lacks! 
Pir. March on! 
Mufta. Advance thofe Pikes, and charge their Backs / 
Enter Solyman. 
Soly. Thofe Plat-forms are too low to reach! 
Hafte, hafte! call Haly to the Breach! 
Can my domeftick Jaizaries flye! 
And not adventure life for victory ! ESTOGR 
Whote childhood with my Palace milk I fed: vat 
Their youth, as if I were their Parent bred. 
What is this Monfter Death, that our poor Slaves, 
Still vext with toy], are loth to ref{t in Graves > 
Mujfia. If life fo precious be, why do not they, . oe 
Who in War's trade can only live by prey, OM 
Their own afflited lives expofe 
To take the happier from their Foes> : 
Pir. Our Troops renew the Fight! 
And thofe that fally’d out 
To give the Rout, 
Are now return’d in flight! 
Soly. Follow, follow, follow, make good the Line! 
In, Perrbys, in! Look, we have fprung the Mine! Exit Pirrhus. 
Atufia. Thofe defp'rate Exglifh, ne'r will fly ! 
Their firmnefs {till does hinder others flighe, 
As if their Miftreffes were by 
To fee and praife them whilft they fight. 
Soly. That 
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soly. That flame of valour in Alphonfo's eyes, 
Outhhines the light of all my Victories! 
Thofe who were flain when they his Bulwark ftorm’d, 
Contented fell, 
As vanquifh’d well 5 
Thofe who were left alrve may now, 
Becaufe their valour.is by his reform’d, | 
Hope to make others bow. 
Mufia. E’re while Lin the Exgli/b {tation faw 
Beauty, that did my wonder forward draw, 
Whole valour did my Forces back difperfe5 : 
Fairer than Woman, and than man more fierce: 
It (hew’d fuch courage as difdain’d to yield; 
And yct {eem’d willing to be kill’d. 
Soly. This Vifion did to me appear: 
Which mov'd my pity and my fear: 
{c had a Drefs much like the Imagrie 
For Heroes drawn, and may Iazthe be. 


Enter Pirrhus. 


rir. Fall on! the Englifh {toop when they give fire ! 
They feem to furl their Colours and retire! 

soly. Advance! I only would the Honour have 
To conquer two, whom I by force would fave. 


Enter Alphon{o with his sword drawn. 


Alph. My Reafon by my Courage is mifled ! 
Why chafeI thofe who would from dying flye, 
Enforcing them to fleep amongft the dead, 
Yet keep my felf unflain that fain would dye? 
Do not the Pris’ners whom we take declare 
How Solyman proclaim’d through all his Hoft, 
That they Zazthe’s life and mine {hould fpare > 
Life ill preferv’d, is worfe than bafely loft. 
_ Mine by dipatch of War he will not take, 
But means to leave it lingring on the Rack 5 
That in his Palace might live, and know 
Her fhame, and be afraid to call it fo. : 
Tyrants and Devils think all pleafures vain, 
But what are ftill deriv’d from others pain. 


Enter Admiral. 


Adm. Renown'd Alphonfo, thou haft fought to day, 
As if all 4fia were thy valour's prey. 
But now thou muft do more 
Than thou haft done before 
Elfe the important life of Rhodes is gone. 
Alph. Why fromthe peaceful grave 
Should I ftill ftrive to fave 
The lives of others, that would Jofe mine own? 
“adm. The Souldiers call, Alphonfo! thou haft taught 
The way to all the wonders they have wrought 5 
Who now refufe to fight 


- it lour’s fight. 
uit aoe 1g af Alphs 
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Alph. T would to none example be to flye 5 
But fain would teach all humane kind to dye. 
Adm. Hafte, hafte! Ianthe in difguife 
At th’ Englifh Bulwark wounded lies 5 
And in the Frezch, our old great Mafter ftrives 
From many hands to refcue many lives. — 
Alphon. Ianthe wounded ? where ? alas/ 
Has mourning Pity hid her face? 
Let Pity fly, fly far from the oppreft, 
Since fhe removes her Lodging from my brelt! 
Adm. You have but two great cruelties to chufe 
By ftaying heres you mutt Zznthe lofe, 
Who ventur’d life and fame for yous 
Or your great Matter quite forfake, 
Who to your Childhood firft did fhew 
The ways you did to Honour take. 
Alphon. Ianthe cannot be 
In fafer company : 
For what will not the valiant Englifh do 
When Beauty is diftrefs’d and Vertue too? 
Adm. Difpatch your choice, if, you will either fave, 
Occafion bids you run5 
You muft redeem the one 
And I the other from a commen grave. 
Alphonfo, hatte! 
Alphon. Thou urgeft me too faft. 
This Riddle is too fad and intricate; 
The hardeft that was e’re propos’d by Fate. 
Honour and pity have. 
_ Of both too thort a time'to chufe! 
Honour the one would fave, 
Pity, would not the other lofe. 
Adm. Away, brave Duke, away ! 
Both Perifh by our ftay. 
Alph. 1 to my Noble Matter owe 
Allthat my Youth did Nobly do: 
He in War's School my Mafter was, 
The Ruler of my Lifes 
She my lov’d Miftrefs5 but, alas, 
My now fufpected Wife. 
Adm. By this delay we both of them forfake! 
Which of their refcues wilt thou undertake ? 
Alph, Hence Admiral, and to thy Mafter high! 
I will as fwiftly to my Miftrefs fly 5 
Through Ambufh, Fire, and all impediments 
The witty cruelty of War invents: . 
For there does yet fome tafte of kindnefs laft, 
Stull relifhing the vertue that is pat. 
But how, Junthe, can my {word fuccefsful prove, 
Where honour ftops, and only pity leads my love? : 
Exenut feveral ways: 


Enter Pirrhus. 
Pir. O fudden change! repulft in all the heat 


Of Victory , and fore’d to lofe retreat! 
Seven 
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Seven Crefcents, fixt on their Redouts, are gone! 
Horfe, horfe! we fly 
From Victory ! 
~ Wheel, wheel from their Referves, and charge our own! 
Divide that Wing! . 
More fuccour bring! 
Rally the Fled, 
And quit our Dead! 
Refcue that Enfign and that Drum! 
Bold {laves! they to our Trenches come: 


~@ Though ftill our Army does in pofture {tay 


~ Drawn up to judge, not act, the bufinefs of the day 
As Rome, in Theaters, faw Fencers play. 


Enter Muftapha. 


Mufta. Who can be loud enough to give command? 
Stand, Haly, make a ftand! 

- Thofe Horfes to that Carriage fpan! Drive; drive! 

Zanger is fhot agen, yet ftill alive! 

Coyns for the Culv’rin, then give fire 

_ Tocleer the Turn-Pikes, and let Zager in! 

Look, Pzrrbus, look, they all begin 

_ To alter their bold Count’nance; and retire! 


The Scene returns to that of the Cafile on Mount Philermus. 


Enter Solyman. 


‘Soly. How cowardly my mum’rous flaves fall back ! 

Slow to Affault, but dext’rous when they fack! 
Wild Wolves in times of peace they are; 
Tame fheep and harmlefs in the War. 

Crowds fit to {top up breaches; and prevail 

But fo as fhoals of Herrings choak a Whale. 

_ This Dragon-Duke fo nimbly fought to day, 

As if he wings had got to ftoop at Prey, 

_ Fanthe is triamphant, but not gone; 

And fees Rhodes {till beleaguer’d, though not won. 

- Audacious Town! thou keep’ft thy ftation ftill 5 


- And fo my Caftle tarries on that Hill, 


Where I will dwell till Famine enter Thee 5 
And prove more fatal than my Sword could be. 
~ Nor hall zavthe from my favours run, 

But ftay to meet and praife what fhe did fhun. 


The Scene is chang’d to that of the Town befieg’d. 
Enter Villerius, Admiral, Ianthe. 
She in a Night-Gown and a Chair is brought in, 


Viller. Air Vertue, we have found 
i” No danger in your Wound. 
Securely live, 
_ And credit give 
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To us and to the Surgeons Art. 
Tanthe. Alas! my wound is in the Heart 5 
Or elfe, where e’re it be, 
Imprifon’d life it comes to free, 
By feconding a worfer wound that hid doth lie: 
. What practice can affure 
That Patient of a Cure, 
Whofe kind of grief {till makes her doubt the remedy ? 
Adm. The wounded that would foon be eas’d 
Should keep their fpirits tun’d and pleas’d 5 
No difcords fhould their mind fubdue: 
And who in fuch diftrefs 
As this, ought to exprefs~ . 
More joyful harmony than you > 
*Tis not alone that we affure 
Your certain cure 5 
But pray remember that your bloods expence 
. Was in defence : 
Of Rhodes, which gain’d to day a moft important Victory : 
For our fuccefs, repelling this Affault, 
Has taught the Ottomans to halt; 
Who may, walting their heavy body, learn to fly. 
Vill. Not only this fhould haften your content, 
But you fhall joy to know the inftrument 
That wrought the triumph of this day 5 
Alphonfo did the Sally fway 5 
To whom our Rhodes, all that fhe 1s does owe, ‘ 
And all that from her Root of Hope can grow. 
Ianthe. Has he fo greatly done? 
Indeed he us’d to run 
As fwift in Honours Race as any He 
Who thinks he’ merits Wreaths for Victory. 
This 1s to all a comfort, and fhould be, 
If he were kind, the greateft joy to me. 
Where is my alter’d Lord? I cannot tell 
If I may afk, if he be fafe and well 2 
For whil’ft all ftrangers may his actions boaft, 
Who in their Songs repeat 
The Triumphs he does get, 
IT only mult lament his favours loft. 
vill. Some wounds he has; none defperate but yours 5 
Ianthe curd, his own he quickly cures. 
Zanthe. If his be little, mine will foon grow lefs. 
Ay me! What Sword 
Durft give my Lord . 
Thofe wounds, which now Jamthe cannot drefs 2 
Adm. Tanthe will rejoyce when fhe did hear 
How greater than himfelf he does appear 
In refcue of her Life; allacts were flight, 
And cold, even in our hotteft Fight, 
Compar’d to what he did, 
When with Death’s Vizard fhe her Beauty hid. 


vill, Love 


vill. Love urg’d his anger, till it made fuch hafte 
» And rufhe fo fwiftly in, 
That fcarce he did begin 
E’re we could fay, the mighty work was paft. 
Janthe. Allthis for me? fomething he did for you: 
But when his Sword begun, 
Much more it would have done 
If he, alas!.had thought Zzvthe true. 
Adm. Be kind, Zanthe, and be well! 
q It is too pitiful to tell 
, What way of dying is expreft 
When he that Letter read 
You wrote before your Wounds were dreft 5 
When you and we defpair’d you could recover: 
Then he was more than dead, _ 
And much out-wept a Hufband and a Lover. 


Enter Alphonfo wounded, led ix by two Mutes. 


Alphon. Tear up my wounds! IJ had a paffion coorfe 
And rude enough to ftrengthen Jealoufie5 
But want that more refin’d and quicker force 
Which does out-wreftle Nature when we dye. 
Turn toa Tempeft all my inward ftrife: 
Let it not laft, 
But ina blaft 
Spend this infectious vapour, Life! 
- Ianthe. It ismy Lord! Enough of ftrength I feel, 
To bear me to him, or but let me kneel. 
He bled for me when he atchiev’d for you 
This days fuccefs; and much from me is due, 
Let me but blefs him for his Victory, 
And haften to forgive him e’reT dye. 
Alphon. Be not too rath, Tanthe, to forgive, 
Who knows but I ill ufe may make 
Of pardons which I could not take 5 
For they may move me to defire to live. 
Janthe. If ought can make Iamthe worthy grow 
Of having pow’r of pard’ning you, 
It is, becaufe fhe perfectly doth know 
That no fuch pow’r to her is due. 
Who never can forget her felf, fince fhe 
Unkindly did refent your Jealoufie. 
_A paffion againft which you nobly ftrove: 
I know it was but over-cautious love. 
Alphon. Accurfed crime! Oh, let it have no name 
Till I recover Blood to fhew my fhame. 
Ianthe. Why {tay we at fuch diftance when we treat ? 
As Monarchs children, making Love 
By Proxy, to each other move, 
And by advice of tedious Councils meet. 
Alphon.Keep back, Zanthe, for my ftrength does fail 


_ * When on thy cheeks I fee thy Rofes pale. 
aly Draw 
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Draw all the Curtains, and then lead her in 5 
Let mein darknefs mourn away my fin. wel. Exennt. 


Enter Roxolana, and Women Attendants. 


soly. Your looks exprefs a triumph at our lofs. 
Roxol. CanI forfake the Crefcent for the Crofs ? 
soly. You with my fpreading Crefcent fhrunk no lefs. 
Roxol. sultan, 1 would not lofe by your Succefs. 
soly. You are a friend to the Befiegers grown! 
Roxol. { with your Sword may thrive 
Yet would not have you ftrive 
To take Ianthe rather than the Town. 
Soly. Too much on wand’ring Rumour you rely 5 
Your foolifh Women teach you Jealoufie. 
1. Wom. Wefhould too blindly confident appear, 
If, when the Emprefs fears, we fhould not fear. 
2. Wom. The Camp does breed that loud report 
: Which wakens Eccho in the Court. 
1. Won. The World our Duty will approve, 
If for our Miftrefs fake, 
We ever are awake 
To watch the wand’rings of your Love. 
soly. My War with Rhodes will never have fuccels, 
Till I at home, Roxava, make my peace. 
I will be kind, if you'l grow wifes 
Go, chide your Whifp’rers and your Spies, 
Be fatisfy'd with liberty to think 5 
And, when you fhould not {ee me, learn to wink. 


as 


Chorus of Souldiers. 


I. 


WwW. a fine merry Gale, 
Fit to fill ev'ry Sail, 
They did cut the fiooth Sea 
That our skins they might flea: 
still as they Landed, we firkt them with Sallies5 
We did bang their [ilk Shafhes, 
Through Sands and through Plafhes 
Till amain they did run to their Gallies. 
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They firft were fo mad 
As they Fealoufies had grek 
That our Ifle dur$ not frag, 
But would float ftrait away 5 

For they Landed fiill faster and fafter 5 
And their old Baff Pirrhus 
Did think he could fear us 5 

But himfelf fooner fear'd our Grand-Mafter. 


3. Then 
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Then the hug'ous great Turk; 
Came to make us more works 
With enow men to eat 
All he meant to defeat; 

Whofé wonderful worfhip did confirm us 
In the fear be would bide here 
go long till he Dy'd here, 


By the Cafile be build on Philermus. 


~~ 


Ae 


You began the Affault 
With a very long Hault 5 
And, as haulting ye came, 
So ye went off as lames 


And have left our Alphonfo to feof’ ye. 


To himfelf, as a Daintie, 
He keeps bis lanthe 5 


Whilft we drink good Wine, and you drink, but Coffee. 


The End of the Fifth Entry. 


The Curtain is let fall. 


FINIS. 


THE: 


SIEGE 


OF 


RHODES, 


The Second Part: 


Prologue. 


Hat if we ferve you now atrick? and de 
Like hint who pofled Bills that he would how 
So many aFive feats, and thofé fo bigh, 
That Court and City came to fee hin fly? 
But be, good man, careful to.empty Still 
The Moncy-Boxes, as the Honfé did fill, 
of all his Tricks, had time to fhew but one: 
He lin'd his Purfe, and, Prefto! he was gone! 
Many were then as fond, as you are now, 
Of fceing firanger things than Art can fhorwe — 
We way perform as much as he did do3 
We have your Money, and 4 Back: Door too. 
Go, and be couzen'd thus, rather than flay 
And wait to be worfé couzen'd with our Play. 
For you fall hear fuch coorfé complaints of Love, 
such (illy fighing, as no more will move 


Your Paffion than Dutch Madrigals can ‘do, ; a 


When Skippers, with wet Beards, at Wapping wooe. 

Hope little from our Poets wither'd Wits 

From Infant -Players, fcarce grown Puppets yet. 

Hope from our Women left, whofe bafhful fear, 

Woudred to fee me dare to enter here: 

Each took her leave, and wifht my danger pafts 

And though 1 come back fafe and undifgrac'd, 

ret when they fpiethe WITS here, then I doubt 

No Amazon cau make em venture out. 

Though I advis'd ’em not to fear you much 3 

For I prefume not half of you are fuch. 7 
a 
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But many Trav'lers here as Judges comes 

From Paris, Florence, Venice, and from Rome : 

Who will defcribe, when any Scene we draw, 

By each of ours, all that they ever fam. 
Thofe praifing, for extenfive bredth and height, 

_ Andinward diftance to deceive the fight. 

When greater Objects, moving in broad Space, 

You rank with leffér, in this narrow Place, 

Then we like Chefs-men, on a Chefi-board are; 

And feem to play like Pawns the Rhodian War. 

Oh Money! Money! if the WITS would drefi, 

With Ornaments, the prefent face of Peace 5 

And to our Poet half that Treafure fpare, 

Which Faction gets from Fools to nourifh Wars 

Then his contracted Scenes fhould wider be, 

And move by greater Engines, till you fee 

(Whilft you Securely it.) fierce Armies meet, 

And raging Seas difperfé « fighting Fleet. 

Thus much he bad me fay5 and I confefs, 

I think he wonld, if rich, mean nothing lefz3 

But, leaving you your felves to entertain, 

~ Like au old Rat retire to Parmizan. 


ACT the Firft, SCENE the Firft. 


The SCENE isa Profpe& of Rhodes beleagur’d at Sea 
and Land by the Fleet and Army of Solyman. 


Enter Alphonfo, Admiral, Marthal of Rhodes. 


- Alpbh. Hen fhall we {cape from the delays of Rome? 
y \ And.when, flow Venice, will thy Succours come > 


Mar. How often. too have we in vain 
Sought aid from long confulting Spain 2 
Adm. The German Eagle does no more 


About our barren I{land Sore. 
Thy Region, famifht Rhodes, fhe does forfake; 
And cruelly at home her Quarry-make. 
Alph. The furious French, and fiercer Exglifh fail. 
Adm. We watch from Steeples and the Peer 
What Flags remoter Vefiels bear 3 
But no glad Voice cries out, a Sail! a Sail! 
Mar. Brave Duke! I find we are to blame 
In playing flowly Honours Game, 4 
Whilft lingring Famine wattes our ftrength, 
And tires afflicted Life with length. vig Hie 
| E Alph. The 
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Alph. The Council does it rafhnefs call 
When we propofe to hazard all 
The parcels we have left in one bold Caft: - 
But their Difcretion makes our Torments ta (tee 
‘dm, When lef’ning Hope flyes from our Ken, — 
And {till Defpair fhews great and near, A 
Ditcretion feems to Valour then 
A formal fhape to cover fear. 
Alph. Courage, when it at once adventures all, 
And dares with humane aids difpente, - 
Refembles that high confidence . 
Which Priefts may Faith and Hea’ aly valour call. 
Adm. Thole whoin latter dangers of fierce War 
To diftant hope and long confults are given, 
Depend too proudly on their own wife care 5 
And {eem to truft themfelves much more than Heavn. 
Alph. Let then the Elder of our Rhodian Knights 
Difcourfe of flow defigns in anctent Fights 5 
Let them fit long in Council to contrive 
How they may longeft keep lean Fools alive 
Whilft (AZarjhal) thou, the Admiral, and 1 
(Grown weary of this tedious ftrife 
Which but prolongs imprifon’d Life) 
Since we are freely Born will freely Dye. 
Ada. From fev’ral Ports wee'l Sally out 
With all the bolder Youth our Seas have bred. wi 
Mar. And weat Land through ftorms of War haveled, 
Then meet at Afustapha’s Redoubt. 
Alph. And this laft Race of Honour being run, 
Wee'l meet agen, far, far, above the Sun. 
Adm. Already Fame her Trumpet founds: 
“Which more provokes and warms 
Our Courage than the {mart of W ounds. 
Away ! to Arms! to Arms! 


Enter Villerius. 


vill. What from the Camp, when no Affault is near, 
Fierce Duke does thee to Slaughter call ¢ 
Or what bold Fleet does now at Sea appear, 
To hale and boord our Admiral ? 
Adm. We give, Great Matter, this alarm 
Not to forewarn your Chiefs of harm: 
To whom affaults from Land or Sea 
Would now but too much welcom be. 
Alph. We want great dangers, and of mifchiefs know 
No greater ill but that they come too flow. 
Adm. Why fhould we thus, with Arts great care 
Of Empire, againft Nature war? 
Nature, with fleep and food, would make Life lafts 
But artful Empire makes us watch and fatt, 
Alph. Uf Valour virtue be, why fhou!d we lack 
The means to make it move? 
Which progrefs would improve 5 
But cannot march when Famine keeps it back. . 
; Ada. When 
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Adu. When gen’ral Dearth 
Afilitts the Earth, 
Then even our loudeft Warriours calmly pine. . 
High courage (though with Sournefs {till 
It yields to Yokes of humane will ) 
_ Yet gracefully does bow to Pow’r Divine. 
Alph. But when but mortal Foes 
Imperioufly impofe 
A Martial Lent 
P. - “Where ftrength is {pent 5 
That,Famine, doubly horrid, wears the face 
_ Both of a Lingring death, and of difgrace. 
Mar. For thofe, whofe Valour makes them quickly dye, 
_ Prevent the Faft to fhun the infamy. pare: 
vill. Whom have I heard? ’Tis time all Pow’r fhould cea(e 
When men high born, and higher bred 
(Who have out-done what moft have read, ) 
Grow like the Gowd, impatient of diftrefs, 
_ Is there no room for Hope in any Breatt > 
Adm. Not fince fhe does appear 
Boldly a dweller where 
She firft was entertain’d but as a Gueft. 
Alph. She may in Sieges be receiv’d, . 
Be courted too and much beliey’d 
_ And thus continue after wants begin 5 
But is thruft out when Famine enters in., ' 
_ vill. Yow have been tir’d in vain with paffivenefs; 
But where, when active, can you meet Succefs? 
Alph. With all the {trength of all our Forts 
Wee’ll fally out from all the Ports; 
And with a hot and hot alarm 
Still keep the Turkifh Tents fo warm 
That Solywan fhall in a Fever lye. 
Mar. His Baflas, marking what we do, _ 
anes Shall find that we were taught by you’ 
- To manage Life, and teach them how to dye. 
_ Vill. Valour’s defigns are many heights above 
_ All pleafures fancy’d in the dreams of Love. 
But whilft, voluptuoully, you thus devife 
Delightful ways to end thofe miferies 
Which over-charge your own impatient mind; 
Where fhall the tofter Sex their fafety find? 
When you with num’rous Foes lye dead, 
(I mean alleep in Honour’s Bed ) 
They then may fubject be 
To all the wild and fouler force 
: Of rudeft Victory 5 } 
Where noife thall deafen all remorfe. 
Alph. If {till concern’d to watch and arm. = * 
That we may keep from harm 
All who defencelefs are 
And feldom fafe in War, 
When, Admiral, fhall we 
From wearinefs be free?. | er at 
E 2 vill. The 


he pe a 


on ep RAOESS | 


Vill. The Rhodians by your gen’ral Sally may 
~ Get high renown 3 : 
Though you at laft muft bravely lofe the day, 
And they their Town. 
Then when by anger’d Solyzzan ‘tis fway'd, 
On whom fhall climbing Infants {mile for aid ? 
Or who hall lift and refcue falling Age, 
When it can only frown at Tarkifh rage ? 
The living thus advife you to efteem P 
And keep your Life that it may fuccour them: 
But though you are inclin’d to hear Death plead 
As ftrongly to invite you to the Dead, 
Whilft glory does beyond compaffion move, 
Yet ftay till your Zanthe {peaks for Love! 
Alph. Ianth’s name is fuch a double charm, 
As ftrait does arm me, and as foon unarm. 
Valour as far as ever Valour went, 
Dares go, not {topping at the Sultans Tent, 
To free Ianthe when to Rhodes confin'd: 
But halts, when it confiders I 
Amidft ten Thoufand Turks may dye, 
Yet leave her then to many more behind. 
Adm. Since Life is to be kept, what muft be done? 
vill. All thofe attempts of Valour we muft fhun 
Which may the su/tan vex; And, fince bereft 
Of food, there is no help but Treaty left. 
Adm. Rhodes, when the World thal! thy fubmiffion know, 
Honour, thy ancient friend, will court thy Foe. | 
Adar, Honour begins to blufh, and hide his face: 
For thofe who Treat fheath all their Swords, 
Totry by length of fencing words 
How far they may confent to meet difgrace. 
Alph. As noble minds with fhame their wants confefs5 
So Rhodes will bafhfally declare diftrefs. 
A Shout within, and aNoife of forcing of Doors. 
Vill. Our guards will turn confed’rates with the crowd, 
Whofe mis’ries now infult and make them loud. 
Their leaders {trive with praifes to appeafe, 
And foften the mif-led with promifes. [exit Admiral. 
Alph. Thefe us’d with awe to wait 
Far from your Palace gates 
But, like lean Birds in Frofts, their hunger now 
Makes them approach us and familiar grow. 
vill. They have fo long been Dying, that ‘tis fit 
They Deaths great privilege fhould have 5 
Which does in all a parity admit: 
No rooms of State are in the Grave. 


Enter Admiral. 


Adn. The Peoples various minds 
(Which are like fudden winds, 
Such as from Hilly-coafts ftill changing blow) 
Were lately as a fecret kept 
In many whifpers of fo foft a breath, - 
4 And 
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And ina calm fo deeply low, 
Asif all Life had foundly flept5 
But now, as if they meant to waken Death, . 
They rafhly rife, and loud in Tumults grow. . 
Mar. They fee our {trength is hourly lefs; 
Whilt solywan’s does ftill increafe. 
Adm. Thus, being to their laft expectance driven, 
Ianthe, now they cry ! 
Whole name they raife fo high 
And often, that it fills the vault of Heaven. 
Alph. \f Solywan does much her Looks efteem, 
Looks captive him, and may enfranchife them. 
Adm. By many Pris’ners, fince our Siege began, 
They have been told, how Potent Solyman, 
In all aflaults, feverely did command 
That you and fhe 
Should {till be free 
From all attempts of every Turkz/h hand. 
Alph. Yt rudenefs were in me not to confefs 
That Solynean has civil been, 
! And did much Chriftian honour win 
When he Janthe refcu’d from diftrefs. 
Adm. They were from many more advertis'd too, 
That he hath Pa(s-ports fent for her and you: 
Which makes them hope the Pow’r divine | 
Does by fome bleffed caufe defign 
Ianthe to procure their Liberty : 
Or if by Heav’n ’tis not entirely me‘nt 
That powerful Beauties force fhould {et them free, 
Yet they would have her ftrait in Treaty fent 
To gain fome reft for thofe, 
Who of their reftlefs foes 
Continual wounds and fafts are weary grown. 
Mar. Whofe mighty hearts conceiv'd before, 
That they were built to fuffer more 
Affaults and Battries thenourRocky Town. _ 
vill. Thole who, with Gyant-ftature, fhocks receiv’d, 


~ Now down to Dwarfith fize and weaknefs fall. 


Mar. Who once no more of,harm from fhot believ’d 
Than that an Arrow hurts a wounded Wall. 
_ Alph. She Treat? What pleafant, but what frantick dreams, 
Rife from the Peoples Fever of extremes ? 
| I will allay their Rage, ortry | 
How far Janthe will comply. / Exit. 


Enter Janthe and her two Women at the other Door. 


Tant. Why, wile Villerivs, had you power to {way 
_ That Rhodiaz Valour, which did yours obey ? 
Was not that pow’r deriv’d from awful Heav'n 
Which to your Valour hath your Wifdom given ¢ 
And that dire¢ts you to the Seafons meet 
F or deeds of War, and when ’tis fit to treat. 

Vill, E’re we to Solyman can fue, 


Ianthe, we mutt treat with you. ded 
The 
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The people find that they have no defence 
But in your Beauty and your Eloquence. 
Mar. To your requelts Great Solywax may yield. 
Jant. Can hope on fucha weak foundation build ? 
Mar. In you the famifh’t peoples hopes are fed. 
Tant. Can your difcerning eyes 
(Which may inform the wife) 
Be by vain hope, their blind Conductor, led ? 
vill. When winds in Tempefts rife 
Pilots may {hut their eyes. 
Mar. And though their practice knows their way, 
Mutt be content a while to ftray. . 
lant. . Though Solyan fhould fofter grow 5 
And to my tears compaflion fhow 3 
What fhape of comfort can appear to me, 
When all your outward War fhall ceafe, 


Uf then my Lord renew his jealoufie 


And ftrait deftroy my inward peace? 

vill. The Rhodian Knights fhall all in Council fit 5 
And with perfwafions, by the publick Voice, 
Your Lord fhal! woo till you to that fubmit 
Which is the Peoples will, and not your Choice. 
No arguments, by forms of Senate made, 
Can Magifterial Jealoufie perfwade; _ 
It takes no Counfel, nor will be in awe 
OF Reafons force, neceflicy, or Law, 


[Exit with the Marthal and her Women. 


Rill, Call thy experience back, 
Which fafely coafted ev’ry fhore5 
And let thy reafon lack 
No wings to make it higher foar; 
For all thofe aids will much tog weak appear, 
With all that gath’ring fancy can {upply, . 
When fhe hath travell'd round about the Sphere, 
To give us ftrength to govern Jealoufie. 
Adm. Will you bélieve that Fair Zanthe can 
Confent to go, and treat with Solywan, 
Vainly in hope to move him to remorfe? 
Vill. ~ °Twill not be {aid by me . 
. That fhe confents, when fhe’ 
Does yield to what the People would inforce. 
Their f{trength they now will in our weaknefs find, 
Whom in their plenty we can {way, 
But in their warts muft them obey, 
And wink when they the Cords of pow’r unbind, 
Adm. ’Tislikely then that fhe muft yield to go. 
Vill. Who can refift, if they will have it fo? 
Adm. Where e’re fhe moves fhe will laft innocent. 
Vill. Heaven's fpotlefs Lights are not by motion {pent. 
Adm. Alphoxfo's Love cannot fo fickly be 
As to exprefs relapfe of Jealoufie. 
Vill. Examine Jealoufie and it will prove 
Fo be the careful! tendernefs of Love. 2 
fe 
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Pepa ae ae 
It can no fooner than Celeftial fire 


‘Be either quench’, or of it felf expire. 


Adm. No figns are feen of Embers that remain 
For windy paflion to provoke. 
vill. Talk not of figns; Celeftial fires contain 
No.matter which appears in fmoke. 
Be heedful, Admiral; The private peace 
Of Lovers fo Renown’d requires your care: 
Their League, renew’d of late, will if it ceafe 
As much perplex us as the Rhodian War. Exit. 
adm. How vainly muft | keep mine eyes awake, 
Who now, Alphonfo, am. enjoyn‘d to take, 


For publick good, a private care of thee 5 


When fhall rather need thy careof me? 
Love, in Zanthe’s fhape, paf’t through my eyes 


“And tarries in my Breaft. But if the wife 


Villzerins does high Jealoufie approve 
As Virtue, and becaufe it {prings from Love: 


_ My Love, I hope, will fo much Virtue be 


- Asfhall, at leaft, take place of Jealoufie. 


For all will more refpect 
The canfe than the effect. 
What I difcern of Love, feems virtue yet, 


And whillt that Face appears ’'ll cherith it. LExt. 


a a ea ea 


The fame Scene continues. 
The Second ACT. 
A great Noife is heard of the People within. 


Enter Villerius, Admiral, Marfhal. 


| Adm. Heir murmurs with their hunger will increafe: 


Their noifes are effects of emptinefs. ] 
Murmurs, like Winds, will louder prove 
When they with larger freedom move. 
vill. Winds which in hollow Caverns dwell, 
Do firft their force in murmurs waftes 
Then foon, in many a fighing blaft, 
Get out, and up in Tempefts fwell. 
Adme Your practis’d ftrength no publick burden fears 5 
Nor ftoops when it the weight of Empire bears. 
Vill. Pow’r is an Arch which ev'ry common hand 
Does help to raife to a magnifick height : 
And it requires their aid when it does ftand 
With firmer ftrength beneath increafing weight. 
Adm. *Tis noble to endure and not refent 
The bruifes of Afflictions heavy hand, 
But can we not this Embaffy prevent? . 
Vill. Ianthe needs mutt go. Thofe who withftand ane 
c 
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The Tide of Flood, which is the Peoples will, . 
Fall back when they in vain would onward row: 
We ftrength aad way preferve by lying ftill. 
And fure, fince Tides ebb longer than they flow, 
Patience, which waits their Ebbs, regains 
Loft time, and does prevent our pains. 
_ Adm. Can we of faving and of gaining boat 
Tn that by which Iavthe may be loft? _ 
She wholly Honour is3 and, when bereft 
OF any part of that, has nothing left. — 
For Honour is the Soul, which by the Art 
OF Schools, is all contain’d in ev'ry part. 

vill. The GuiltlefS cannot Honour Jofe, and thé 
Can never more than Virtue guilty be. 

Adm. The talking World may perfecute her name. 

vill, Her Honour bleeds not, when they wound her Fame. 
Honour’s the Soul, which nought but Guile can wound; 
Fame 1s the Trumpet which the People found. 

Adm. Can no expedient {top their will > 

Vill. The practice grows above our fkill. _ 

Laft Night, in fecret, Ia Pris’ner fent 

To Muftapha, with deep acknowledgment 

For fair Janthe’s former Libertie, 

And Pafs-ports, offer’d fince, to fet her free. 
My Letters have no ill acceptance met 5 

But his reply forbids all means to treat, 

Unlefs Iazthe, who has oft refus’d 

That Pafs, which honour might have fafely us’d, 
Appear before Great Solywan, and fue 

To fave thofe Lives which Famine muft fubdue. 

Adm. Sad Fate! Were all thofe drowfieSyrrups here [sides 
Which Art prefcribes to Madnef3, or to Fear, ‘ 
To jealouGe! or careful States-mens Eyes, 

To waking Tyrants, or their watchful Spies, 
They could not make me {leep when fhe is fent 
To lie Love's Lieger in the su/tan’s Tent. [A great fhout within. 

Mar. What fudden pleafure makes the Crowd rejoyce? 
What comfort can thus raife the publick Voyce? 

Vill. ’Tis fit that with the Peoples infolence, 

When in their forrows rude, we fhould difpence; 
Since they are feldom civil in their joys: 

Their gladnefs is but an uncivil Noife. 

_ ddm. They feldom are in.tune, and their tunes Jaf 
But like their Loves rafh Sparkles {truck in bafte. 

Vill. Still brief, as the concordance of a Shout. 

Adm. What is fo fhort as Mufick of the Rout? 

Vill, Though fhort, yet ‘tis as hearty as ‘tis loud. 

Adm, Dillembling is an Art above the Crowd. 

vill. Whom do they dignifie with this applaufe > 


Enter Alphonto, Ianthe. 


Alph. OF this, grave Prince, Zanthe is the Caule. 
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I from the ‘Temple lead fer now : 
Where the for Rhodes pay’d many a vow 5 
And did for ev’ry Rhodiaz mourn - 
With forrows gracefully devout: 
But they pay’dback at our return .. 
More vows to her than the laid out. 
pill. Vf they fuch gratitude exprefs 
- For your kind Pray’rs in their diftrefs, . , 
Tanthe, think, what the BeGeg’d will do 
When the Befi ieger 1s O'recome by you? 
; Though Rhodes by Kings has quite forfaken bin. 
Without, whilft all forfake their Chiefs within; 
Yet who can tell but Heav’n has now defign’d 
~ Your fhining beauty and your brighter mind 
To lead us from the darknefs of this War, 
Where the Befieg’d forgotten Pris’ners are: 
Where glorious minds have been fo much obfcur’ d 
That Fame has hardly known 
What they haveboldly done, © , 
And with a greater boldnefs have endur’d. 
Alph. If Heaven of Innocence unmindful were, 
Janthe then might many dangers fear. 
Your hazards, and what Rhodes does hazard too, 
© Are lefs than mine when I adventure you; 
Who doubtful perils run 
That we may try to fhun 
Such certain lof as nought can elfe prevent. ve 
Adm. Revolted Jealoufie! can heconfent? — ., [ Alide. 
Tant. If Rhodes were not concern‘ at all 1 
In what I am defired to undertake | 
I fhould it lefs than Duty nal 
To feek the Sultax for Alphoufo's fake. ) 
Alph. The sultaw has with forward hafte 
Climb’d to the top of high Renown; 
And fure, he cannot now as faft, 
By breaking truft, run backward down. 
Jant. We fhould not any with Sufpicion wound 
Whom none detect, much lefs poiske that thofe 
in whom by trial we much vertue. found 
Can quickly all their ftock of virtue lofe. 
Adm. Bow {weetly fhe, like Infant-Innocence, [ Afide. 
Runs harmlefly to harm? 
High Honour will unarm 
It felf to furnifh others with defence. 
Mar. Her mind, afcending {till o’re humane heights, 
Has all the Valour of our Khedian Knights. 
Vill. What more remains but Pray’rs to recommend 
Your fafety to the Heav’nly Pow’rs, 
You being theirs much more than ours. 
I'll to the Sultan for your Pafs-port fend. 
Taunt. That may difgrace the truft which we fhould give, 
And leffen the effects we fhould receive. 
Let fuch ufe forms fo low 
As not by trial know 
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How high the Honour ts of Solywan: 
Who never will defcend 
Till he in Valleys end 
That race which he on lofty Hills began. 
His pow’r does every day increafe, 
And can his Honour then grow lefs ? 
Bright power does like the Sun 
Tow’rds chief perfection run, 
When it does high and higher rife. 
From both the beft effects proceed, 
When they from heights their glories {pread, 
And when they dazzle gazing eyes. : 
_ Alph. How far, Ianthe, will thefe thoughts extend? 
Vain gueftion, Honour has no Journeys end! 
Adm. Her Honour’s fuch, as he who limits it 
Mutt draw a Line to bound an infinite. 
vill. Since Fate has long refolv'd that you mutt go, 
And you a Pafs decline, what can we do? 
tant. The great Example which the Sultaz gave 
Of virtue, when he did my -honour fave, 
And yours, 4lphonfo, too in me, 
When I was then his Enemy, 
Shall bring me now a Suppltant to his Tent, 
Without his plighted Word or Pafs-port fent. 
So great a tef{t of our entire belief 
Of Clemency, in fo renown’d a Chief, | 
Is now the greateft prefent we can make: 
His Pafs-port is the leaft that we cantake. 
Alph. Ianthe, lam learning not to prize 
Thofe dangers, which your virtue can defpifes 
Adm. My Love is better taught 5 
For with the pangs of thought, 
I muft that fafety much fufpect, 
Which fhe too nobly does neglect. [A fhout within, 
vill. You hear them Admiral! 
Adm. Agen the people call, 
Our hafte provoking by a fhout. 
vill. GohangaF lag of Treaty out, 
High on Saint Nic’las Fort! 
Then clear the Weftern Port 
To make renown’d Ianthe way! ! Shout agen. 
Adm. Heark! they grow loud! 
That tide, the Crowd, 
Will not for Lovers leifure ftay. 
Mar. That ftorm by fuddennefs prevails, 
And makes us lower all our Sails. 
Vill. To Mustapha VN) ftrait a Herald fend, 
That Solywax may melt when he fhall know, 
How much we on his mighty mind depend 
By trufting more than Rhodes to fuch a Foe. 


* LExennt Villerius, Admiral, Marthal. 


_ 4lph. How long Ianthe fhould I grieve 
If I perceiv'd you could believe 


That 
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! That I the Rhodians can fo much efteem, 


As to adventure you to refcue them? 


Yet I for Rhodes would frankly hazard all 
That I could mine, and not Lanthes cali: 
But now I yield to let yon go 
A pledge of Treaty to the Foe, 
In hope that faving Rhodes you may 
Prepare to Sicily your way. 
Were Rhodes fubdu’d, tanthe being there, 
Ianthe {hould the only lofs appear. a 
Iant. Much from us both is to the Rhodians due, 
But when [ fue for Rhodes, it is for you. 
Alph. Ianthe, we mutt part! you fhall relye 
Onhope, whilft [ in parting learn to Dye. 
Iant. Take back that hope! your dealing is not fair, 
To give me hope, and leave your felf defpair. 
Alpbh. T will but dream of Death, and then 
As virtuoufly as Dying men 
Let me to {cape from future punifhment 
_ Come to a clear confeflion, and repent. 
Iant. I cannot any ftory fear 
Which of slphonfo I thall hear, 
- Unlefs his Foes in malice tell it wrong. 
Alph. Inthe, my confeffion is not long, 
For fince it tells what folly did commit 
Againft your honour, fhame will fhorten it. 
ant. Lend me a little of that fhame 5 
For [ perceive I grow to blame 
In practifing to guefs what it can be. 
__ Alph. It 1s my late ignoble Jealoufie. 
Though parting now feems Death, yet but forgive 
That crime, and after parting [ may Live. 
And as I now again great forrow fhow; 
Though I repented well for it before; 
So let your pardon with my forrows grow 3 
You much forgave me, but forgive me more. 
Iant. Away! Away! How foon will this augment 
The troubled peoples fears, : 
~ When they fhall fee me by Alphon/é fent 
To treat for Rhodes in tears? 


Alpb. What in your abfence fhall I do 
Worthy of Fame, though not of you? 
Tant. By patience, not by action now, 


Your virtue mutt fuccefsful grow. [4 front within. 
Alph. In throngs the longing people wait 
Your coming at the Palace.Gate. — 
Let me attend you to the Peer. 
ant. But we mutt leave our forrows here. 
Let not a Rhodian witnefs be 
Of any grief in you or me; 
For Rhodes, by feeing us at parting mourn, . 
Will look for weeping Clouds at my return. _ [Exewnt. 


F 2 The 
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The Scene is Chang’d to the Camp of Solyman, the Tents and Guards. - 
feem near, and part of Rhodes at a diftance. ‘e. 


Enter Solyman; Pirrhus, Ruftan. 


oUIN (Glorious sz/taz) can your Conqueft doubt 
When Rhodes has hung a Flag of Treaty out. 
Soly. Thy courage haughty Rhodes, ” : 
(When [ account the Odds 
Thou haft oppos’d, by long and vain defence) 
Is but a braver kind of Impudence. 
Thou knew’ft my ftrength, but thou did{t better know 
How much I priz’d the brav’ries of a Foe. 
Pirr. Their Sallies were by ftealth, and faint of late. 
Soly. Can flowing Valour ftay at {tanding flood ? 
Pirr. No, it will quickly froni the mark abate. 
Ruff. And then foon fhew the Dead low Ebb of Blood. 
Soly. When thofe who did fuch mighty Deeds before, 
Shall lefs, but by alittle, do, 
It fhews to me and you, 


’ Old Pirrhus that they mean to do no more. 


By Treaty they but boldly beg a Peace. . 

Pirr. Shall I command that all our Battries ceafe ? 

gsoly. You may, then draw our out-Guards to the Line. 

Pirr. And I'll prevent the fpringing of the Mine. { Exits. 

Exter Muftapha. ; 

Muft. Villerius {ends his Homage to your feet : 

And, to declare how low 
The pride of Rhodes can bow, 
anthe will be here to Kneel and Treat. 

Rut. What more can Fortune in your favour do? 
Beauty, which conquers Vittors, yields to you. 

soly. What wandring Star does lead her forth? Can the 
Who fcorn'd a Pafs-port for her Liberty, 

Vouchfafe to come, and Treat without 1t now ? 
The firft did Glory, this Refpeét may fhow. 
Pow’rs beft Religion the, 
$1 as Perhaps does civilly believe 
To bé eftablifh’d, and reform’d in me, 
Which counfels Monarchs to forgive. 
Enter Pirrhus. 

Pirr. A fecond Morn begins to break from Rhodes 5 
And now that threatning Skie grows clear, . 
Which was o’recaft with {moke of Cannon-Clouds, 

The fair Ianthe does appear: 

Soly. Pirrhus, our Forces from the Trenches lead, 
And open as our Flying Enftgns {pread. 
And, Adufiapha, let her Reception be 
As great as is the Faith {he has in me. 
I keep high Int’reft hid jn this command 5 
- Which you with fafety may 
Implicitly obey, 
But not without your Danger underftand, 
Your 
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Your try’d obedience [ fhall much engage, 
Joyn’d to the prudence of your practis’d age. 
_ Muft. We are content with age, becaufe we live 
So long: beneath your {way. 
_ Pirr. Age makes us fit t’ obey 
Commands which none but Solywan can give. CP gay / ; 

_.. . [Exeunt Pirrhus, Muftapha, Ruftan. 
_ Soly, Of {pacious Empire, what can I enjoy ? 
Gaining at laft but what I firft Deftroy. 

>Tis fatal (Rhodes) to thee; 

And troublefome to me. 
ThatI was born to govern {warms 
Of Vaffals boldly bred to.arms: © : 
For whofe accurs’d diverfion, I muft {till . . 
Provide new Towns to Sack, new Foes to Kill. 
Excufe that Pow'r, which by my Slaves is aw’d: 

For I thall find my peace 

Deftroy’d at home, unlefs ; 
I feek for them deftructive War abroad. ~ [Exit 


* Enter Roxolana, Haly,Pirrbus, Muftapha,R uftan, Pages, Women. 


Roxol. Th’ Ambaffadors of Perfia, are they come? 
Haly. They feek your Favour and attend their Doom. 
Roxol. The Vizier Bafhaw, did you bid him wait > 
Haly. Sultana, he does here exped his Fate. 
-Roxol. You take up all our Sultans bofom now 3 
Have we no place, but that which you allow? 
Ruff. Your Beauteous greatnefs does your ear incline 
To Rumours of thofe crimes which are not mine. 
My Foes are profp’rous in their diligence, 
And turn ev’n my (ubmiffion to offence. 
. Roxol. Ruftan, yout Glories rife, and {well too faft. 
You muft fhrink back, and thal! repent your hatte. 
Muft. Th’ Fg yptian prefents which you pleas‘ t’ affign, 
As a Reward to th Eunuch Salladine, 
Are part of thofe allotments Haly had. 
Rexol. Let a Divition be to Haly made. 
Pirr. Th’ Arménian Cities have their Tribute paid, 
And all the Georgian Princes fue for aid. 
Roxol. Thofe Cities, Atustapha, deferve our care. 
Pirrhus, fend fuccours to the Georg?an War. . 
_ Muft. Th’ Embaflador which did the Jewels bring 
_ From the Huxeariam Queen, does Audience crave. 
_ Roxol. Pirrbas, be tender of her Infant King. 
Who dares deftroy that Throne which I would fave? 
Ruft. Sultana, humbly at your feet I fall, 
Do not your S#ltan’s will, my Counfel call. 
_ Roxol. Ruftan! Go miourn! But you may long repent: 
My bufie Pow’r wants leifure to relent. 
. Ruft. Think me not wicked, till I doubt to find 
Some fmall compaffion info great a mind. sere 
_Roxol, Thefe are Court-Montters, Corm’rants of the Crown : 
They feed on Favour till th’ are over-grown } 7 
en” 
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Then fawcily believe, we Monarchs Wives 
Were made but to be Drefs’t 
For a Continu’d Feaft 5 
To hear foft Sounds, and play away our Lives: 
They think our Fulnefsisto wane fo foon 
As if our Sexes Governefs, the Moon, 
Had plac’d us, but for Sport on Fortunes lap 5 
They with bold Pencils, by the changing fhape 
Of our frail Beauty, have our Fortune drawn 5 
And judge our Breafts tranfparent as our Lawn; _ 
Our hearts as loofe, and foft, and flight 
As are our Summer Vefts of Silk 5 
Our brains, like to our Feathers light 5 
Our blood as {weet as is our Milk : 
Andthink, whenFav’rites rife, we are to fall 
Meekly as Doves, whofe Livers have no Gall. 
But they hall find, I'm no European Queen, 
Who in a Throne does‘it but to be feens 
And lives in Peace with fuch State-Thieves as thefe | 
Who rob us of our buifinefs for our eafe. [ Exeunt onines, 


The Scewe continues. 
The Third AC T. 
Enter Solyman, Muftapha, Pirrhus, Fuuftan. 


Muft. Ajeftick sultax! at your feet we fall: 
M Our Duty ’tis and juft . 
To fay, you have encompafi’d us with all 
That we can private tru{t 
Or publick Honours call. 
Pirr. InFields our weak retiring Age you grace 
With forward Aion; and in Court, 
Where all your mighty Chiefs refort; 
Even they tous, as Kings tothem, give place. 
Ruf?. The Cords by which we are oblig d are ftrong. 
Soly. You all have Loyal been, and Loyal long. 
To thew I this retain in full belief, 
I'll doubly truft you, with my fhame, and grief. 
A grief which takes up all my Brett: 
Yet finds the Room fo narrow too 
That being ftraightned there it takes no reft, 
y's But mutt get out to trouble you. © 
That grief begets a fhame which would difgrace 
My pow’r if it were publifht in my face. 


Mufi. Your outward calm does well. 
Your inward ftorm difguife. 
Rut. But long dead calms fore-tell 


! That Tempefts are to rife. 
_ Soly. My Roxolana, by ambitious ftrife, | 
To get unjuft Succeffion for her Son, 


te 
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Has: put in doubt bs 
Or bloteed out 


All the Heroick ftory of my Life; 


And will lofe back the Battels I have won. 

Pir. E’re ill advice fhall lead her far, thee'll feorn 
Her Guide, and, fafter than fhe went, return. 

Muft. Thole who advis'd her ill, in that did do 
Much more than we dare hear except from you. 

Soly. O Muftapha! is it too much for me, 
To think, I juftly may poffeffor be 
Of one foft Bofom, where réleas'd from care, 
I fhould fecurely reft from toils of War > a 
_ But now, when daily tir’d with watchful Life, 

(With various turns in doubtful Fight, 
And length of talking Councils) I at night 

In vain feek Sleep with a tempeftuous Wife. 
Wink at my fhame, thatI, whofe Banners brave 
The World, fhould thus to Beauty be a Slave. 

Pir.  ~ This Cloud will quickly pafs 

From Raxolana’s face. 

Muft. The weather then will change from foul to fat 

Rafi. Gunes are fhort, and ferve to clear the Air. 

Soly. Since I have told my Sicknefs, it is fit 


~ You hear what Cure I have prefcrib’d to it. 


Thofe Lovers Knots [I cannot {trait untwine, 
Which, fure, were made to laft 
Since they were once ty d faft 
With ftrings of Roxolana’s heart and mine. 
Mus?. How can fhe vaft Pofleffion more improve ? 
Has fhe not all in having all your Love? 
Soly. \ have defign’d a way tocheck her Pride. 
Tt is not yet forgot, 
That even the Gordian Knot 


At laft was cut, which could not be unty’d. 


Does not the fair Iazthe wait 

Without, in hope to mitigate, 

By foft’ning Looks, the Rhodians fate? 
Let that new Moon appear, ; 
And try her Influence here. [ Exé# Mattapha, 


~ Pir. What Lab’rinth does our su/taz mean to tread ? 


Shall ftraying Love the Worlds great Leader lead ? 
Enter Muftapha, Ianthe. 
- Soly. When warlike Cities (fair Embafladrefs) 
Begin to treat, they cover their diftrefs. 
In thewing you, the Artful Rhodians know 
They hide diftrefs and all their triumphs fhow. 
From with’ring bodes you frefher Beauty bring, 
And {weeter than the bofom of the Spring. 
Jant, Cities (propitious Salta) when they treat, 
~ €onceal their wants, and {trength may counterfeit ; 
But fare the Khodians would not get efteem, 
By ought pretended in my felf or them. 
If I could any Beauty wear 
Where Rowxolana fills the Sphere, Ms a 
Yet I bring griefsto cloud it here. Soly. 
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soly. Your Rhodes has hung a Flag of Treaty out. 
Zant. You can as little then my forrows doult 
AsIcan fear that any humble grief ~ 
May fue to Solyman and want relief. 
— Soly. You oft the proffer’d freedom did refufe, 
Which now you feek, and would have others ufe..__ 
Tant. then did make my want of merit known} 
And thought that gift too much for me alone3 
And as ‘twas fit 
To reckon it } 
More favour than Zznthe fhould receive 5 
So it did then appear | 
That fingle favours were 
Too little for great Solywan to give. 
soly. Much is to every Beauty due: 
Then how much more to all 
Thofe divers forms we Beauty call 5 
And all are reconcil’d in you ? 
But thofe who here for Peace by Treaty look, 
Muft meet with that which Beauty leaft can brook 3 
Delay of Court, which makes the Blood fo cold 
That youngeft Agents here look Pale and Old. 
Here you muft tedious forms of Pow’'r obey.— 
Your bufinefs will all Night require your ftay. 
tant. Bus’nefs, abroad at Night? fure bus’nefs then 
Only becomes the confidence of Men. 
Thofe who the greateft Wand'rers are, 
Wild Birds, that in the day 
Frequent no certain way, 
And know no limits in the Air, 
Will {till at Night difcreetly come 
And take their civil reft at home. 
soly. Is the protection of my pow’r fo flight, 
That in my Camp you are afraid of Night? 
Jant. Stay inthe Camp at Night, and Rhodes fonear, 
Honour my guide and griev'd alphonfo there? 
Soly. Treaties are long, my Baffas old and flow : 
With whom you muft debate before you go. 
Let not your caufe by any abfence fail. 
Your beauteous prefence may on Age prevail. 
qant. Alas, I came not to capitulate, 
And fhew a love of Speech by long debate: Eshe kneels. 
But to implore from Solywan what he | 
To Rhodes may quickly grant, 
And never feel a want : 
Of that which by difpatch would doubled be. 
Soly. Ianthe vite! your grief may pity move 5 
But graceful grief, 
Whilft it does:feek relief 
May pity lead to dang’rous ways of Love. : 
Iant. Why Heav’'n, was! miftaken when I thought 
. That I the courfeft fhape had brought 
And the moft wither’d too that forrow wears? 
soly. If you would wither'd feeem, reftrain your Tears. 


=o. 


The 


The Siege of R HO DE . | 


The morning Due makes Rofes blow 
And fweeter fell and frether fhow. 
Take heed, Zenthe, you may be to blame. 
Did you not truft me when you hither came? 
Will you my honour now too late fufpect, 
When only that can yours protect? 
Jant. If of your virtue my extreme belief 
May virtuous favout gain, 
My tears I will reftrain. 
It is my faith fhall fave me, not my grief. 
_ -Soly. Conduct her ftrait to Roxolana’s Tent: 
And tell my haughty Emprefs I have fent 
Such a myftetious Prefent:as will prove 


aes 


A Riddle both to Honour andto Love. — [Exennt fev'ral wigs. 


The Scene returns to that of the Town Befieg'd. 


Enter Admiral. 
Adm. Dwells not Alphonfo in Ianthes Breatt 
As Prince of that fair Palace, not a Gueft >? 
Can it be virtue in a Rhodian Knight 
To feek poffeflion of anothers right > 
Yet how can I his Title there deftroy 
By Joving that which he may ftil! enjoy > 
My paffion will no lefs than virtue prove 
Whilft it does much Zavthes virtue love. 
If in her abfence I her fafety fear, 
- *Tis virtuous kindnefs then to wifh her here. 
But of her dangers I in vain 
Shall with my watchful fears complain 
Till he grows fearful too, whofe fears muft be 
Rais'd to the Hufbands virtue, Jealoufie. x 
Enter Villerius, Marfhal. 
Vill. Does he not feem 
As if in Dream, 
His courfe by {torm were on the Ocean loft ? 
Mar. He now draws Cards to fhun a Rocky Coatt. 
Adm. The foolifh world does Jealoufie miftake: _ 
*Tis civil care, which kindnefs does improve. 
Perhaps the Jealous are too much awake ; 
But others dully f{leep o’re thofe they love. 
He mutt be jealous made, for that kind fear, 
When known, will quickly bring and ftay her here. 
Vill. What can thy Gilence now portend, 
When the af{fembled People fend 
_ Their thankfulnefs to Heav’n in one loud Voice? 
The hungry, wounded, and the fick rejoyce. 
Mar. Our Quires in long proceffion fing 5 
The Bells of all our Temples ring, 
Our Enemies 
Bégin to rife, 
And from our Walls are to their Camp retir’d 
To fee Zanthe there in triumph fhown. 
Their Cannon in a loud falute are fir’d, hy 
And eccho’d too by louder of our own. 
G 


Who 
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Adm. Who is fo dully bred, 
Or rather who fo dead 
Whom fair Javthes triumph cannot move ? 
From th’ Oceans bofom it will call 
A finking Admiral, 
Who flies to {tormy Seas from ftorms of Love. 


Enter Alphonfo. 
Alph. Our Foes (great Mafter) wear the looks of friends. 
A Zanjack from the Camp attends 
Behind the out-let of the Peer; 
And he demands your private ear. [Ex. Vil.and Mar. 
Adm. Would you had met Ianthe there. 
Alph. Since well receiv’d, you wifh her here too foon. 
The morning led her out 
And we may doubt 


. How her difpatch could bring her back e’re Noon. 


Adm. Her high reception was but jultly due; 
Who with {uch noble confidence, 
Could with her Sexes fears difpence, 
And trufting Solyzean could part from you. 
Alph. By that we may difcern her rifing mind 
O’re all the Pinnacles of Female kind. 
Adm. Strangely fhe fhun’d what Cuftom does afford, 
The pledges of his Pafs and plighted word. 
Alph. Not knowing guilt, fhe knows no fear, 
And ftill muft ftrange 1n all appear, 


_ As well as fingular in this35 


The Crowd of Common gazers fill 
Their eyes with objects low and ill, 
But fhe a high and good Example is. 


Enter Villerius, Marfhal.. 
Mar. Tanthes Laurels hourly will increafe ! 
vill. | have receiv’d fome fecret figns of peace 
From Atufiapha, whofe trufted Meflenger 
Has brought me counfel how to counfel her. 
She muft a while make fuch appliances 
As may the haughty Roxolana pleafe, 
To whom fhe now by Solywanis fent, 
And does remain our Lieger in her Tent. ~ 
Adm. \n Tarkifh Diale&, that word, remain, 
May many fums of tedious hours contain: 
And in a Rhodianw Lovers {wift account, 
To what a Debt will that fad reck’ning mount. 
vill. To night, Alphonfo, you mutt fleep alone. 
But Time is {wift, a night is quickly gone. 
For Lovers nights are like their flumbers (hort. —~—_. 
I muft difpatch this Zanjack tothe Court. 
Alpb. The quiet Bed of Lovers 1s the Grave 5 Exeunt Ville- 
For we in Death, no fenfe of abfence have! — Urius Marfhal. — 
Adm. Rhodes inher view, her Tent within your fight P 
And yet to be divided a whole Night! : 
Alph. A fingle night would many Agesfeem, * Juans 
Were I not fure that we fhalf meet in Dream. 
Adm. She 
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_ Adm. She mutt no more fitch dang’rous Vifits make, 
Methinks I grow malicious for, your fake, 
And rather with Rhodes fhould of freedom fail} 
~ Than that Ianthes power fhould now prevail. 
Alph. Your words my{terious grow. ; 
Adm. _ Alphonfo, no. - 
For if whilft thus you for her abfence mourn 
Her pow’r fhould much appear, . 
. ; She'll want excufe; 
Unlefs the ufe. 
_A little of that power for her Return 
To day, and nightly refting-here. , 
‘Alph. The hardned Steel of solyzéan is fuch, 
As with the Edge does all the World command, 
- And yet that Edge is foftned with the touch 
Of Roxolana’s gentle hand. 
And as his hardnefs yields, when fhe is near, 
So may Janthe’s foftnefs govern her. 
__ Adm. The day fufficient feems for all addrefs, 
- And is at Court the feafon of accefs 5 
Deprive not Roxolana of her right 5 
‘Let th’ Emprefs lye with Solyan at night.’ 
_ And as that privilege to her is due, : 
_ So fhould Ianthe {leep at Rhodes with you. 
Alph. Vil write! The Zanjack for my Letter ftays 5 
Love walks his round, and leads me in a Maze. P Exit. 
Adm. Love does Alphonfo in a Circle lead 5 
And none can trace the ways which I mutt tread. 
Lovers, in fearching Loves Records, ‘will find 
. * But very few like me, 
_ That (till would Virtuousbe, 
Whilft to anothers Wife I ftill am kind, 
‘And whilft that Wife I like a Lover woo, 
4 Jufe all art 
That from her Hufband fhe may never part, ct Na 
Aind yet even then would make him Jealous too. [ Exit. 


The Scene returns to that of the Camp. 
Pay 


Enter Roxolana, ‘Haly. 


_ Rox. Think, Haly, think, what I fhould {wiftly do? 
A Rhodian Lady , and a Beauty too, 
In my Pavilion lodg’d? It ferves to prove 
His fetled hatred and his wandring Love. 
Who did he fend to plant this Canker here ? 
Haly. Old Bafla Atustapha:' a 

- Rox. Bid him appear. i [ Exit Haly. 
Hope, thou grow ft weak, atid thou haft been too ftrong. 
Like Night, thou com’ft too foon, and ftay’ft too long. 
Hence! {miling Hope! with growing Infants play : 

4 If E-ditmifs thee not, I know’ 

Thou of thy felf wilt go, 


And canft no longer than my*Beauty ftay. | o 
7 ds ©, . 
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I'll open all the Doors to let thee out: 
And then call in thy next Succeflor, Doubt. 
Come Doubt, and bring thy lean Companion, Care. 
And, when you both are lodg'd, bring in Defpair. 
Enter Muftapha, ‘Haly. 
"Mufti. Our op’ning Buds, and falling Bloffoms, all 
That we can frefh and fragrant call, 
That Spring can promife, and the Summer pay, 
Be f{trew’d in Roxolaya’s way. 
On Natures faireft Carpets let her tread 5 
And there, through Calms of peace, long may the lead 
That Pow’r which we have follow’d far, 
And painfully, through ftorms of War. 
Rox. Bleflings are cheap, and thofe you can afford: 
Yet you are kinder than your frowning Lord. 
I dare accufe him; but it is too late. 
What means that pretty property of State, 
Which is from Rhodes for Midnight Treaties fent ? 
Private Cabals of Lovers in my Tent? 
Your Valour, Afuftapha, ferv'd to convay 
Loves frefh fupplies. You Souldiers can make way. . 
Was it not greatly done to bring her here? 
Muft. Duty in that did over-rule my fear. 
It was the Mighty Solywan’s command, 
Rox. Thou fatal Fool! how canft thou think 
To find a Bafis where thou firm mayft ftand 
On thofe rough Waters where I fink ? 
Mast. If Roxolana were not rank’d above 
Mankind, fhe ftrait would fall 
Before that Pow’r which all 
The valiant follow, and the virtuous love. 
Rox. I grow immortals; for I Life difdain: 
Which ill with thy diflike of Dying fuits. 
Yet thou, for fafety, fear’{t great pow’r in vain 35 
Who here, art but a Subject to my Mutes. 
Muttapha draws a Par keen 
Muft. Perufe the dreaded Will of anger’d Power 3 
Toucht with the Signet of the Emperour : 
It does enjoyn Ianthe’s fafety here: 
She muft be fought with Love, and ferv’d with Fear. 
This difobey’d; your Mutes, who ftill make hafte 
To cruelty, may reft for want of breath. 
Tis order’d they fhall fuddenly be paft 
Their making figns, and fhall be dumb with Death. 
This dreadful Doom from Solyman I give. 
But if his will, which is our Law, 
Be met with an obedient awe. ~ 
The Emprefs then may long in triumph Live . [She weeps. 
Rox. Be goned thy Duty is officious fear. 
If I am foft enough to grieve, 
It is to fee the sultan leave . 
The warring World, and end his Conquetts beta 
Craw] to my sultan, {till officious grow! 
Ebb with his love, and with his anger flow. [Exit Mae 
_ Haly. 


[Weeps. 
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Haly. Preferve with temper your Imperial mind 5 
And, tll you can exprefs 
Your wrath with good fuccefs, 
By angring others to your felf be kind._——— . 
Rox. If thou can{t weep, thou canft endure to bleed : 
4 Men who Compatflion feel have Valour too: 
I fhall thy Courage more than Pity need: 
Dar'{t thou contrive as much as [ dare do? 
Haly. Vl on, as far as weary Life can go. 


Rox. Then I fhall want no aid to my defign: 
We'll dig below them, and blow up their Mine. [ Exeunt. 


ae 


The Scene returns to that of the Town Beleaguer'd. 


The Fourth AC T. 
Enter Solyman, Muftapha, Ruftan; 


> Soly. AN Roxolana {uch a Rival bear ? 
Muft. She has her fits of courage and of fear. 
As fhe does high againft your anger grow, 
So, truiting {trait your Love, the ftoops as low. 
__ Soly. HerChamber-Tempefts I have known too well: 
_ She quickly can with winds of paffion {wells 
And then as quickly has the Womans pow’r 
Of laying Tempefts with a weeping fhowr: 
What looks does the detain’d Ianthe thew ? 
Muf?. — She ftill is calm in all her fears. 
Ruf. __ Andfeems fo Lovely in her Tears 
As when the Mornings face is wafht in Dew. 
ik Enter Pirrhus. 
_ Pir. The world falutes you sultan! Ev'ry Pow'r 
Does fhrink before your Throne; and ev'ry how’f 
_A flying Paeket or an Agent brings 
From Afiz, Africk, and Exropean Kings.—— 
‘Soly. With Packets to old Zanger go3 
_ Who, freed from action, can with fleep difpence 5 
And having little now to-do, 
May read dull Volumes of Intelligence. 
Thefe Writing-Princes covet to feem wife 
In Packets, and by formal Embaflies : 
They would with Symphonies of civil words 
(Sweet founds of Court) charm rudenefs from our Swords: 
Teach us to lay our Gauntlets by, 
That they unarm’d, and harmlefly, 
From fartheft Realms, by Proxy, might fhake hands 5 . 
And, off’ring ufelefs friendfhip, fave their Lands, = [Ex¢unt. 
_ Enter Villerius, Alphonfo, Admiral, Marfhal. 
Adm, He came difguis’'d, who brought your Letter here, 
And fought fuch privacy as argu’d fear: 
Yar, But (Sov'raign Mafter) yours did feem to be 
Convey’d by one lef pain’d with Secrefies 


4 
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Who does for anfwer ftay. 
vill. ~° Mine came from Atufiapha. 
It would import a promifing increafe 
Of our Conditions by approaching peace. 
, But does requeft us to confent 
That fair fanthe may yet longer-ttay 
In pow’rful Roxolana’s Tent 5 
And that requeft we underftand 
As a command 
Which, though we would not grant, we muft obey. 
alph. Mine by a Chriftian Slave was broughts * 
Who from the E’unuch Bafla, Haly, came; 


And was by Roxolana wrote: 


See the su/tana’s Signet and her Name. 
She writes---but oh! why havel breath , 
To tell, how much ‘tis worfe than Death 
Not to be Dead 
E’re I agen this Letter. read ? 
Adm. Oh my prophetick fear ! | 
Alph. She writes, that if I hold my honour dear 5 
Or if Zanthe does that honour prize, 
I fhould with all the art | 
Of Love confirm her heart, 
And ftrait from Solywan divert her Eyes. “ 
Adm. Who knows what end this dire beginning bodes ? 
Alph. And here fhe dikewile fays, no Ne 
He to Janthe lays 
A clofer Siege than e’re he did to Rhodes. 
Adm. Ianthe, 1 will fill my Love purfues 
Be kind to thee, and to dlphonfo true: 
But Loves {mall policies Great Honour now 
Will hardly to my Rivalfhip allow: 
Thofe little Arts, bold Duke, I muft lay by 
And urge thy Courage more than Jealoufie. 
vill. Where is thy honour now, fam’d Eaftern Lord? 
Adm. Why fought we not his Pafs-port or his Word? 
Alph. How durft Ianthe have fo little fear 
3 As to believe 
That in the Camp fhe fhould recieve 
Freedom from him who did befiege her here? 
Adm. Whiltt in het own’ difpofe the here remain’d 
I of the brav’ry of her truft complain’d+ j3 
Her gen’rous faith too meanly was deceiv'd, 
And muft not be upbraided but reliev’d. 
Vill. To refcue Rhodes the did her felf forfake5 
And Rhodes fhall nobly pay that virtue back. 
Alph. Great Matter ! what fhall poor Alphonfo do? 
Since all he has Ianthe’s is3 
And now in this 
Mutt owe Ianthe and her fame to you. 
vill. If any virtue can in Valour be: 
Adm. Or any Valour in a Rhodian Knight: 
Alph. Or any Lover can have Loyalty. 
vill. Or any Warriour can in Love delight. 


Cafe: | 


Mar. 
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Mar. If abfence makes not mighty Love grow lefs. 
Adm. Or gentle Lovers can compaffion feel. 
Alph. If Loyal Beauty, when in deep diftre, 
Can melt our hearts, and harden all our Steel. 
. Vill. Then let us here in facred Vows combine. 
_ My Vow is feal’d-——_ (they joyn their swords: 
Adm. And mine.— 
Mar. And mine. 
 Alph. And trebly mine. ire 
Vill. Behold us, Fame, then ftay thy flight; 
And hover o’re our Towers to Night. 
__.Frefh wings together with the Morning take 
As early as afflicted Lovers wake. . 
- Then tell the World that we have joyn’d our Swords; 
But ’tis for griev’d Ianthe, not for Rhodes. 
Alph. Now we (hall profper, who were weary grown 
‘In Rhodes, and never could fucce(sful prove 
When Empire led us forth to feek renown, 
For Honour fhould no Leader have but Love. [ Exeunt ovines. 


The Scene is Chang'd. 


~ Being wholly fill’d with Roxolana’s Rich Pavilion, whirein is dif 
cern’d at diftance, Ianthe {leeping on a Couch; Roxolana at one 
End of it, and Haly at the others Guards of Eunuchs are difco- 
ver'd at the wings of the Pavilions Roxolana having a Turkish 
Embroidered Handkerchief in her left hand, anda naked Ponyard 
in her right. : 


Rox. Hou doft from beauty, solyzai, 
[ As much refrain as Nature can - 
~ Who making Beauty, meant it fhould be lov'd. 
_ But how canI my Station keep 
Tillthou, Zamthe, art by Death remov’d? 
To Dye, when thou art young, 
Is but too foon to fall afleep 
And lye afleep too long. | 
Haly. Your dreadful will what power can here command 
_ But pity? Oh let pity ftay your hand! 
_ Rox. Sultan, {will not weep, becaufe my tears 
Cannot fuffice to quench thy Loves falfe flame: 
Nor will I to a palenefs bleed, 
To fhow my Loves true fears, 
Becaufe I rather need 
More blood to help to blufh away thy fhame, 
Haly. How far are all his former Virtues gone? 
Turn back the progref$ of forgetful Time: 
The many favours by your sultan done 
Should now excufe him for one pupos’d crime. 
Rox. Haly, Confult ! CanI do ill 
If many foul adult’ries I prevent, 
When I but one Fair Miftrefs kill? Berit 
Haly. Be not too early here with Punifhment. 
Your Sultan now : 
Does only fhow The 
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The grudgings of a Lovers fev’rifh fit. 
You find his inclinations f{trange, 
But, being new, they foon may change: 
And they have reacht but to intention yet. 
Rox. Long before deeds Heav’n calls intention fix. 
‘Tis good to end what he would ill begin. 
Haly. Do not relinquifh yet your firft defign. 
Before you darken all her Light 
Examine, by your judging Sight, 
If in your Sphere fhe can unblemifht thine. 
You meant to prove her Virtue and firft try 
How well fhe here could as a Rival live, 
E’re asa judg’d Adultrefs fhe fhould dye- 
In pard’ning her you Solyman forgive. 
And can you add to your lov’d greatnefs more 
When able to forgive the greateft pow’r? 
Rox. Tell me agen alphonfo's fhort reply 
When I by Letter wak’d his Jealoufie 
And counfell’d him to write and to advife 
His Wife to lock her Breaft, and (hut her Eyes ? 
Haly. With filence firft he did his forrows bear 5 
Then anger rais’d him, till he fell with fear: 
At laft, faid fhe was now paft Counfel grown 5 
Or elfe could take no better than her own. 
Rox. His thoughts a double Vizard wear, 
And only lead me to fufpence, 
It feems he does her dangers fear, 
And fain would truft her innocence. 
Wake her! I will purfue my firft defign.—— 
Haly. I go to draw the Curtain of a fhrine.— 
Awake! Behold the pow’rful Empre(s here. 
lanthe rifés and walks at diftance 
; from Roxolana. 
ant. Heav'n has the greateft pow’r5 
Heav'n feeks our love, and kindly comtorts fear. 
This is my fatal how'r. 
Rox. Though beauteous when fhe flepr; 
Yet now would I had kept 
Her fafely fleeping ftill. 
She, waking, turns my Envy into fhame5 
And does it fo reclaim 
That I am Conquer’d who'came here to kill. 
Tant. What dangers fhould I fear ? 
Her brow grows fmooth and clear: 
Yet fo much greatnefs cannot want difguife. 
The Great live all within; 
And are but feldom feen 
Looking abroad through Cafements of their Eyes. 
Rox. Have courage fair Sicilian, andicome near.—— 
Iant. My diftance fhews my Duty more than fear. 
Rox. I have a Prefent for you, and ’tis fuch 
As comes from one who does believe 
It is for you too little to receive 5 
And I, perhaps, may think it is too much. | 
; Fant. Who 


ot ie ennai atm ners 


Iant.. Who dares be bountiful to low diftre(s> 
Who to Janthe can'a Prefent make 
_ When Rhodes befieg’d has all fhe would poffefs; 


And all the world does ruin’d Rhodes forfake? — 


Rox. The Prefent will not make the Giver poor 3’ 
And, though ’tis fingle now, it quickly can 
Be multiply’d; you fhall have many more. 
It is this kifs-——. It comes from Solyman. 
Tant. You did your Creatute courage give 5 


And made me hope that I had leave to live 


When you from dutious diftance call’d me near : 
But now I foon fhail coutage lack: 
I am amaz’d, and mutt go back: 
Amazement ts the uglift {hape of fear. : 
~ Rox. Are Chriftian Ladies fo referv’d and fhy 2 
Iant. Our facred Law does give 
, Thein precepts how to live, 
And Nature tells them they muft dye. 
- Rox. *Tis well they to their Hufbands are fo true: 
But fpeak, Zanthe, are they all like you? 
Tant. I hope they are, and better too, 
‘ Or, 1f they are not, will be fo. 
Rox. They have been ftrangely injur’d then. 
But Rumour does miftake. 
Some fay they vifits make 5 
And they are vifited by Men. 
Tant. What cuftom does avow 
Our Laws in Time allow} 
And thofe who never guilty be 
Sufpe& not others liberty. 
_ Rox. This would in Afa wonderful appear : 
But Time may introduce that Fafhion here. 
Come nearer ! Is your Hufband kind and true? 
Iant. If good to good I may compare 
(Excepting Greatnefs) I would daré 
To fay, he is as Solywan to you. 
Rox. As he to me? How {trong Is innocente ? 
Prevailing till *tis free to give offence. 
Indeed, Alphonfo, has.a large renown} 
Which does fo daily {pread, 
| As it the world may lead ; 
And fhould not be contracted in a Town. 
ant. As we in all agree, 
~ So he will prove like me 
A lowly fervant to your rifing Fame. La 
Rox. But is he kind to you, and free from blamie? 
Civil by day, and.loyal too at Night? | 
Iant. By Nature, not by fkill 
He is as cheerful ftill 
And as unblemifht as unfhaded light. ._ 
_ Rox. Thefe Chriftian Turtles live too happily. 
I with, for breed, they would to Afia fly. —— 
You mutt not at fuch diftance ftands; 
Draw near, and give me your fair hand.—= 
fe 
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I have another Prefent.for you now} | 
And fuch a Prefent as I know 
You will much better than the firft allow 5 
Though solyman will not efteem it fo. , . 
’Tis from my felf—— of friendthip fuch a Seal——~ [ Kiffes ber. 
As you to Solyman mutt ne’r reveal.— . 
And that I may be more affur’d, 
By this agen you are conjur’d.——. - 
Iant. Prefents fo good and great as thefe 
I fhould receive upon myeknees. 
Rox. I will not, left I may revive your fear, 
Relate the caufe of your confinement here. 
But know, I muft 
Your virtue trult; 
Which, proving loyal, you are fafe in mine: 
Jant. The light of Angels ftill about you fhine ! ae 
Haly. The dang’rous fecrets of th’ Imperial Bed Haly takes 
‘Are darker than the riddles of the Throne. i iaptte afide. 
The Glafs, in which their Characters are read, , 
We Eunuchs grind, and ’tis but feldom fhown. 
Tant. I fhall with clofe and weary cyes 
_ * Retire from all your Myfteries. 
And when occafion fhall my honour truft, 
You'll find [ have fome courage, and am jut. 
Rox. Perhaps, Ianthe, you may fhortly hear 
Of Clouds, which threatning me, may urge your fear. 
Be virtuous ftill! “tis true my Sultan frowns,—= [ she Weeps. 
But let him win more Battels, take more Towns 5 
And be all day the fore-moft in the Fights ; 
Yet he thall find that I will rule at Night. [ Haly looks ime, 
Haly. The Guards increafe,’ and many, Mutes appear, | 
Lifting their Lights, to fhew the Su/tav near. 
Rox. My new feal’d friendfhip I muft now lay by 
A while, and feem your jealous Enemy. 
Be to your felf,-and.to Alphon/o true. 
Iant. As he to me, and virtue is to you. [Tanthe feps at diflance: 


Enter Solyman. : y 


soly. Has Night loft all her dark dominion here ? 
‘High hopes difturb your fleeps-.1, 
But I fufped& you keep. | Ei 
Ianthe waking, not with hope but fear. 
Rox. Too well, and much too foon I know. 
Whom you are pleas'd to grace +); 
However, fince it muft be fo, ae 
You'll find I can give place. arn wish 
soly. You had a place, too.near me, and too high. .;, .. 
If but a little you remove... gan-)o 
From place of Empire or of Love .... . 
You foon become but as a ftander-by.» + 
One ftep defcending from a fhining Throne,» ad't 
You to the darkeft depth fall {wiftly, down... rer 
Rox. If 1 fat nearer to you than “twas fit.” . eer 
For Empires Heraulds to admit, 
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(I being born below, and you above ) 
_ fray call in Death, and I'll, even then, bring Love. 
To thefe all places equal bes 
For Love and Death know no degree. 
- Soly. Y cannot Paffions riddles underftand. - 
Rox. You {till have prefertt Death at your Command; 
But former Love you have laid by: . 
Which, being gone, you know that I cah Dye. [Weeps. 
soly. | better know that you have caufe to weep. 
[Turns to Tanthe. 


oy 


Tavthe, all is calm within your Breaft, 
Retire into the quiet fhade of ‘fleep, 
And let not watchful fear divert your reft. 
Let all the Nations of my Camp fuffice, 
As Guards, to keep you from my Enemies 3 
(For of your own 
You can have nene) 
~ Whilft I but as Loves Sent'nel on you wait, 
Arm’‘d with his Bow, at your Pavilion Gate. 
Iant. Heav’n put it in your mighty mind 
Quickly to be, 
if More than to mé, rsa 
To all the Valiant Rhodéans kind: 
And may you grieve to think how many mourn 
Till you hall end their griefs at my return. 
Sols. You fhall not Languifh with delay. 
But this is bus’nefs for the day. 
*Tis now fo late at Night that all Loves fpies, 
Parents and Hufbands too, 
The watchful, and the Watch feal up their Eyes 5 
_ And Lovers ceafe to woo. [ Exeunt Haly, Ianthe. 
Rox. You alter ev'ry year the Worlds known faces 
Whilft Cities you remove, and Nations chace. 
Thefe great mutations (which, with fhrill 
And ceafelefs founds, Fame’s Trumpet fill, 
And (hall feem wonders in her brazen Books) 
Much lefs amaze me than your alter’d looks 5 
Where [ can read your Loves more fatal change. 
Soly. You make my frowns, yet feem to think them ftrange. 
Rox. You feek a Stranger, and abandon me. 
Soly. Strange Coatts are welcome after Storms at Sea. 
Rox. That various mind will wander very far, 
Which, more than home, a foreign Land prefers, 
Soly, The wife, for quietnefs, when civil War 
Toes rage at home, turn private Travelers. , 
Rox. Your loves long froft has made my bofom cold. 
Soly. Let not the caufe be in your Story told. 
_ Rox. A colder heart Deaths hand has never felt: 
But ‘tis fuch Ice as you may break, or melt. 
Soly. I never fhall complain 
_ When you are wet with Rain, 
Which fofter paffion does thus gently pour. 
What more in Seafon is than fuch a fhowr? 
POLED: 20 You 


[ she Weeps. 
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You ftill, through little Clouds, would lovely thow, 
Were all your 4pril-weather calm as now. 
But azerch refembles more your haughty Mind ; 
Froward and loud oftner than calmly kind. 
Weather which may not inconvenient prove 
To Country Lovers, born but to make love : 
Who grieve not when they mutual kindnefs doube, 
But with indiff’ rence meet a frown or {mile 5 
As having frequent leafure to fall out, 
And their divided breafts to reconcile. 
Rox. The World had lefs fad bus’nefs knowa if you 
Had been ordain’d for fo much leifure too. 
Soly. Monarchs, who onward ftill with Conqueft move; 
Can only for their fhort diverfion love. 
When a black Cloud in Beauties {ky appears, 
They cannot wait till Time the Tempetts clears. 
Whilft they to fave a fullen MiftrefS, ftay, 
The. worlds Dominion may be caft away. 
Rox. Why is Dominion priz'd aboue 
Wife Natures great concernment, Love? 
soly. Of Heav'n what have we found, which wedo more 
And fooner, than exceeding Pow'r adore > 
The wond’rous things which that Chief Pow’r has done, 
Are to thofe early Spies, aur Senfes, fhown: 
And muft at length to Reafon be affured: 
Yet how, or what, Heav'n loves is much obfcur'd. 
And our uncertain love 
(Perhaps not bred above, 
But in low Regions, like the wand’ring winds) 
Shews diff’rent Sexes more than equal Minds. 
Rox. Your love, indeed, is prone to change, 
And like the wandring Wind does range. 
The gale awhile tow'rd Cyprus blew 
It turn’d to Crete and {tronger grew 5 
Then, on the Lyciaz fhore it favour'd me: 
_ But now, Zanthe {eeks in Sicily. 
Soly. In progrefies of War and Love 
Victors with equal bafte muft move: 
And in attempts of either make no ftay: 
They can but Vifit, Conquer, and away. 
Rex. Loves moft Victorious and moft cruel Foe! 
Forfake me and to meaner Conquefts go! 
To Wars, where you may Sack and Over-run, 
Till your Succef has all the World undone. 
Advance thofe Trophies which you ought to hides 
For wherefore are they rais'd 
But to have {laughter prais'd, 
And courage which is but applauded pride? 
soly. In fo much Rain I knew a Guft would come: 
i'll fhun the rifing Storm and give it room, 
Rox. Loves Foes are ever hafty in Retreats 
You can march off; but ‘tis for fear 
Left you fhould hear 
Thofe Mournings which your cruelties beget. 
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Soly. The fear is wife which you upbraid - 
For, whuft thus terrible you grow, 
I mutt confefs, 1 am afraid, + 
And not afham’d of being fo. 
Rox. Go where you cover greater fear 
f: Than that which you diffemble here : 
Where you breed ill your mif-begotten Fame, 
| When charging Armies and aflaulting Towns, 
You ravith Natsons with as little fhattie 
As now you fhew in your injurious frowns. 
Soly. Jf we grow fearful at the face of War, 
You, juftly, may our terrour blame, 
Since, by your darings, we might learn to dare. 
W ould you as well could teach us fhame. 
Rox. Your fears appear, even in your darings, great $ 
You would not elfe found cheerful Trumpets whea 
The charge begins, whilft Drums with Clamour beat, 
To rate the courage of your mighty Men. 
With Wars loud Mufick fhouts are mingled too; 
Which boaftingly fuch cruel deeds proclaim 
As Beafts, through thickeft Furrs, would blufhtodo. 
Your Wives may breed up Wolves to teach you fharte. 
Soly, *Tis not {tilldang’rous when you angry grow: 
For, Roxolana, you can anger fhow. 
To thofe whom you, perhaps, can never hate. 
This paffion is; but you have crimes of State. - 
Rox. Call Nature to be Judge! what have I done? 
Soly. You have a Hufband loft to fave a Son. 
Rox. Sultan, that Son is yours as much as mine. 
Soly. He has fome luftre got in Fight ; 
| But yet beyond the dawning light 
OF his new glory, AfmFapha does thine; 
Who is the Pledge ‘of my Circafian Wife 5 
And from my blood as great a fhare of life 
May challenge as yourSon. Has he not worn 
A Victors Wreath? He is my Eldeft born. 
Rox. Becaufe her Son the Empire fhall enjoy, 
Muft therefore ftrangling Mutes my Sons deitroy ? 
Since Eldeft born you may him Empire give: 
But mine, as well as he, were bornto Live. 
They may, as yours, though by a fecond Wife, 
Inherit that which Nature gave them, Life. 
Soly. Whilft any Life I fhew by any breath, | 
Who dares approach them in the fhape of Death, 
Rox. When you to Heav'ns high Palace fhall remove; 
To meet much more compaflion there 
Than you have ever felt, and far more love 
Than e’re your heart requited heres 
Will not your Baflas then prefume to do 
What cuftom warrants and our Prie{thood too? 
Soly. Thofe ate the fecret Netves of Empires fores. 
Empire grows often high 
By rules of cruelty, 


But feldom profpers when it feels remtorfe, Fd toh ee 
Rox. Ace 
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Rox. Accurfed Empire! got and bred by Art! 
Let Nature govern or at leaft 
D#ride our Mutual intereft - 
Yield yours to Death, and keep alive my part. 
soly. Beauty retire! Thou doft my pity move! . 
Believe my pity, and then truft my lovel—— --._ [Exit Roxol. 
At firft I thought her by our Prophet fent pe 
As a reward for Valours toils5 ! 
More worth than all my Fathers fpoils : 
And now fhe is become my punifhment. 
But thou art jult, O Pow’r Divine! 
With new and painful Arts 
OF ftudy’d War I break the Hearts 
OF half the World, and fhe breaks mine. [ Exit. 


nnn nnnn nn nn EERE 


The Scene is chang’d to a Profpect of Rhodes by night, and the 
Grand Mafters Palace on Fire. a 


The Fifth AC T. 


Enter Solyman, Pirrhus, Ruftan. 


Soly. ¥ Ook Pirrhus, Look! what means that fudden light, 
L Which cafts a palenefs o’re the face of Night? 
The Flame fhews dreadtul, and afcends {till higher! 
Pirr. The Rhodian Matters Palace is on Fire / 
Rufi. A greater from Saint Georg’s Tower does fhine ! 
Soly. Chance it would feem, but does import defign! 
Enter Muftapha. 
Maft. Their Flag of Treaty they have taken in! 
Soly. Dare they this ending War again begin? 
Pirr. They feed their flames to light their forces out! 
Ruf. Andnow, feem fallying from the Freach Redoutt! 
dust. Old Orchaz takes already the Alarm! 
soly. Need they make fires to keep their Courage warm? 
Pirr. The Englifh now advance ! | 
soly. Let them proceed! 
Their Crofs is bloody, and they come to bleed. 
Set all the Turn-pikes open, let them in! 
Thofe Ifland Gamefters may, 
(Who defperately for honour play) : 
Behold fair ftakes, and try what they can wip. [ Exeunt omnes. 
Enter Villerius, Alphonfo, Admiral, Marfhal. 
vill. Burn Palace, burn! Thy flame more beauteous grows | 
Whilft higher it afcends. 10" 
That now mutt ferve to light us to our Foes 
Which long has lodg’d our Friends. 
Alpb. It ferves not only as a light v 
To guide us in fo black a Night 5 ive 
But to our Enemies will terrour give... V2 
Mar. Who (feeing we fo much deftroy, 
What we in triumph did enjoy, 
That now we know not where-to Live) 
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Will {trait conclude that boldly we dare Dye... 
- pill. Andthofe,who tothemtelves lov’d life deny, 
Want feldom Pow’r to aid their will 
When they would others kill. 
Adm. Speak both of killing and of faving too. 
The utmoft that our Valour now can do 
Is when, by many Baffa’s, Pris’ners ta’ne, 
We freedom for diftrefs ranthe gain. 
Alph. A Jewel too fufficient to redeem _ 
Great Solyman were he in Chains with them. 
vill. Here fpread our Front! Our Rear is all come forth. 
We lead Two Thoufand.Rhodian Knights 5 
. All {kill’d: in variotis Fights : 
fame’s Roll contains no names of higher worth. 
In whifpers give command . 
To make ‘a ftand! 
Adm. Stand! 
Within. 1 Stand! 2 Stand! 3 Stand! 
vill. Divide our Knights, and all their Martial Train | 
Alph. Let me by Storm the swltans Quarter gain. 
Adm. My Lot direéts my Wing to Atustapha. 
Mar. ToPirrbus, o’re his Trench, [ll force my way. 
_vill..Our. honour bids us give a brave defeat 5 
Whilft Prudence leaves Referves for a Retreat. 
All Lovers are concern’d in what we do, 
’ Loves Crown depends on you, on you, on you. 
_ Loves Bow is not fo fatal asmy Sword. 
Alph. As mine. 
Adm. And mine. 
Together. Ianthe is the Word. | Exenuts 


A Symphony egatetiog a Battel is play’d a while. 
Enter Solyman. 


Soly. Ore Horfe! more Horfe, to fhake their Ranks! 
M Bid orchan hafte to gaul their Flanks. 

Few Rhodian Knights making their feveral ftands, 
Out-ftrike Afflemblies of our many Hands. 


Enter Muftapha, Ruftan. 


Mujf}. Morat, and Valiant Zangiban are {lain 
Rujt. But Orchan does their yielded ground regain. 
Soly. Our Crefeents fhine not in the fhade of Nighi. 
But now: the Crefcent of the Sky appears5 
Our valour rifes with her lucky lights) 
~ And all our Fighters blufh away their fears. 


-.. » Enter Pirrhus, 
Pirr. More Pikes! and pafs the Trench! fallin! fallin! 
That we may gain the Feild e’re day begin. 4 bo) 
soly. Advance with all our Guards! This doubtful ftrife 
LefS grieves me than our odds 
Of number: againft Rhodes; . . 


By which we honour lofe to refcue Life, . LExennts. 
" + es | ; A 
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A Symphony founds a Battel agen. 
The Scene Returns to the Town Befieg’d. 


Enter Villerius, Matfhal. 


vill. (End back! fend back! to quench our fatal fire! 
S E’re Morning does advance we muft retire 5 

juftly afham’d to let the days great Light 

Shew what a little we have done to Night. 


Enter Admital. 


Adm. We have been Shipwrackt in'a Midnight ftorm 5 
Who hither came (Great Matter.) to perform 
Such deeds as might have given us caufe to boaft. 

Mar. We found the Night too black, 

And now no ufe can make 
Of Day, but to difcern that we are loft. 

vill. Can thy great Courage mention our defeat 
Whilft any Life 1s left to make retreat ? 

Adm. It is a juft rebuke. 

vill. Where is the Duke? 

Adm, Long tir'd with Valour’s toils, and in his Breff. 
O’recharg’d with Lovers grtiefs, he fought for reft. 
To Fames eternal Temple he 1s gone. 

: And I may fear 
Is enter'd there, 
Where Death does keep the narrow Gate, 
And lets in none 
But thofe whom painful Honour brings, 
Many, without 1n vain for entrance wait, 
With warrants feal’d by mighty ie 

Vill. villerius never yet by Turkifh SwA¥ds 
Was cut fo deep as by thy wounding words. 

Is that great Youth, the Prince of Lovers, flain? 

Adm. Who knows how much of Life he does retain? 
Twice I reliev’d him from the double force 
Of Zangiban’s old foot, and Orchan’s Horfe. 

My {ftrength was over-pow'rd 5 and he {till bent 
To follow Honour to the sultaxs Tent. 

Mar. Alphon{o's Story has this fudden end: 
Ianthe may a longer fate attend. 

Vill. Of Lifes chief hope we are berefé. 

Go rally all whom Death has left. 
Let our remaining Knights make good the Peer. 
Our hearts will ferve.to beat, 
Unheard, a ftoln Retreat. 
Adm. But fhall we leave Ianthe Captive here? 
vill. Uilto our Temple force ovr way 5 
And there for her redemption pray: 
Her freedom now depends on our return. 
In Temples we fhall nothing gain 
From Heav’n, whit we of ofS complain’: 


Wee'll for our Crimes, not for our Loflés, mourn. (Exeunt. 
Enter 


Enter Solyman, Pirrhus. 


s fy. Let us no more the Rhodians flight purfues 
Who fince below our anger, need our care. 
Compaffion 1s to vanquith Valour due 
Which was not cruel in fuccefsful War... - 
Pir. Our Sultan does his pow’r from Heav'n derive, 
‘Tis rats’d above the reach of humane forces 
It could not elfe with foft compaffion thrive: 
For few are gain’d, or mended by remorfe. 
The world is wicked grown, and wicked men | 
(Since jealous ftill of thofe whom they have harm’d ) 
Are but enabl’d to offend agen 
When they are pardon’d and left arm’d. 


Enter Muftapha, Ruftan. 


Muft. The Rhodians will no more in Arms appear: 
They now are loft before they lofe their Town. 
Ruft, They may their Standards hide and Enfigns tear : 
For what's the Body when the Soul is gone > 
Must. The Pris’ner whom in doubsful fight we took 
(Who long maintain’d the ftrife, 
For freedom more than life) 
Is young Alphonfo, the siciliax Duke. 
Soly. Fortune could never find, if fhe had Eyes, 
A prefent for me which I more would prize. [Exter Haly. 
Haly. Your Bofom-flave (the Creature.which your pow’r 
Has made in all the world.the greateft Wife) 
Did all this dang’rous Night kneel and implore 
That Heav’n would give you length of happy life, 
Tn meafure to your breadth of {preading Fame, 
And to the heighth of Ottomans high name. 
Soly. Tell Roxolana I efteem her love 
So much that I her anger fear 5 
And whilft with paffion I the one approve, 
. The other I with temper bear. 
Haly. She charg’d me not to undertake t’exprefs 
With how much grief her Eyes did melt 
When fhe this Night your dangers felt; 
Nor how much joy fhe thew’d at your Succefs. 
She hears that you have Pris’ner took 
The bold siciliaz Duke: 
And begs he may be ftraight at her difpofes 
That you may try how fhe can ufe your Foes. 
Soly. This furious Rhodian Sally could not be 
Provokt but by his Jealoufie of me. 
Must. He wanted Honour who could yours fufpec. 
Pir. The rath, by Jealoufie, themfelves detect. 
Soly. His Jealoufie fhall mieet with pumifhment. 
~ Convey him ftrait to Roxolana’s Tent. (Exit Pirrhus. 
But, Haly, know, the fair Zznthe mutt 
Be fafe, and free, who did my Honour truft. ; 
You want no Mutes, nor can they want good {kill 


To torture or difpatch thofe whom they Kill. we 
I ut 
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But fince this Duke’s renown did fpread and rife 
(Who in attempt at Night 
Has often fcap’d my fight) . 
Take care that I may fee him e’re he dyes.  [Exenat feveral ways. 


The Scene returns to Roxolana’s Pavilion. 


Enter lanthe in her Night Drei. 


Zant. YN this Pavillion all have been ajlarm‘d. 

The Eunuchs, Mutes, and very Dwarfs were arm’a. 

The Rhodians havea fatal Sally made 5 

And many now, to fhun 
The griefs of Love, are run 
Through Nights dark walks to Death’s detefted thade. 
An Eunuch lately cry’d, <Alphon{o's flain 5 
Now others change my grief, _ 
And give fome {mall reltef, 
By new report that he’s but Pris’ner fa’ne. 
Where, my afflicted Lord, 
Is thy victorious Sword ? 
For now (though “twas too weak to refcue thee) 
It might fuccefsful grow 
If thy triumphant Foe er 
Would make an end of Love by ending me. 
Exter Roxolana. 
Rox. How fares my Rival, the sicilian Flow’r ? 
Iant. As wet with Tears as Rofes in a fhow'r. 
Rox. I brought you Prefents when I faw you taf. 
Tant. Prefents? If you have more, 
Like thofe you brought before, 

They come.too late, unlefs thay make great hatte. 
Rox. Are you departing without taking leave? 
ant. Y would not you, nor can your Guards deceive. 
Rox. You'l pay a farewel to a civil Court ? 
dant. Souls make their parting Ceremonies fhort, 
Rox. The Prefent which the sx/tan {ent before 

(Who means to vex your bafhfulnefs no more) 

Was to your Lips, and that you did refufe: 

But this is to your Ear. I bring you news. 
tant. I hear, my Lord and Rhodes have been to blame. 
Rox. It feems you keep intelligence with Fame: _ 

Or with fome frighted Eunuch, her fwift Poft 5 

Who often has from Camps to Cities brought 

The dreaful News of Battels loft 

Before the Field was fought. 
Tant. Then I may hope this is a falfe alarms 

And Rhodes has neither done nor taken harm. 

Rox. You may believe 4lphonfo is not flain. / 
Fant. Bleft Angel, fpeak! Nor is he Pris’ner ta’ne? 
Rox. He is a Pris’ner, and is given to me” 


Iant. Angels are kind, I know you'l fet him free. 
; Rox. He. 
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Rox He has fome Wounds, plae’d nobly in his Brett. 
Tat. You foon take back the comfirt you have given. 
Rox. They are not deep, and are (ecurely dreft. *' 
Tant. Now ‘you are good agen!’ O héal them Heag'n! 
Rox. tn Heav'n, Ianthe, he may métcy find, 
He mutt g@ thither, and leave you behind. ' : 
ant. | hope, thall difcern your looks leG ftrange 5 
And your expreffions not fo full of change——__. 
Rox.. Weep {t thou for him, whofe fawcy Jealoufie 
Durit think the sultan could be falfe to-me> 
Tant. Yhough his offence makes him unfit to live, 
I hope it is no crime in me to grieve. 
Rox. Soft Fool! bred up innarrow Weftern Courts 5 
Which are by Subjects ftorm’d like Paper-Forts: 
Italian Courts, fair Inns for foreign Polts 
Where little Princes are but civil Hofts. 
Think’ft thou that fhe, who does wide Empire fway,: 
Can breed fuch {torms as Lovers: fhow’rs allay ? 
Can half the World be govern’d' by a Mind — - 
That fhews Domeftick pity, and grows kind > 
Iant. Where are thofe virtuous Vows you lately feal’d > 
Rox. I did enjoyn they fhould not be reveal’d. 
Zant. But could you mean they fhould be broken too? 
Rox. Thofe Seals were counterfeit, and pafs 
__. For nothing, fince my Séaling was 
_ But to a Chriftian when I feal’d to you. 
i Iant. Seal’d by your pretious Lips? What is fo fure 
_ As that which makes the sultan’s heart fecure>? 
_ You to Religion many Temples rere; 
Juftice may find one Lodging in your breft. 
Rox. Religion ts but publick fathion here 3. 
And Juftice is but private intereft. 
Nature our Sex does to revenge incite 5 
‘And int’reft counfels us to keep our own. ° | 
Were you not fent to rule with mé at Night? ° 
Love is as fhy of Partners as the Throne. 
Haly, prepare the Pris’ner; he muft Dye. [ Enter Haly. 
Tant. If any has offended, it is [.- , 
Othink ! think upward on the Thrones above. 
Difdain not mercy, fince they mercy love. 
If mercy were not mingled with their pow’r, 
This wretched world could not fubfift an how’r. 
Excufe his innocénée; and feize my life! 
Can you miftake the Hufband for the Wife > 
Rox. Are Chriftian Wives, fo true,and wondrous kind > 
Tanthe, you can never change my Mind‘ 
For! did ever meanto keepmy Vow: 
_ Which I renew, and feal it fatter now.-——~ [ Riffes her. 
The sultan franckly gave thy Lord to me3 
And I as freely render him to thee. 
_ Iant. To all the World be all your Virtues known 
More than the Triumphs of your s#ltazs Throne. 
Rox. Send in her Lord, to calm her troubled Brett: abe 
: 5 [Exennt Roxolana, Haly; Pveral mays. 
3 I 2 Iant. Now 
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Tant. Now his departing life may ftay 5 
: But he has Wounds. Yet the did fay 
They were not deep, and are fecurely Dretfk. 
Enter Haly, Alphonfo, his Ars bound. 
Haly. Fate holds yout Dice; and here expect the Caft, 
Your chance, if it be bad, will foon be patt. = [ Exit. 
Aiph. My doom contains not much diverfity. 
To live, to dye, to bea flave, or free? 
Death fums up ali! by Dying we remove 
From all the frowns of Pow’r, and griefs of Love. 
Ianthe, are you here? 
I will difmifs my fear. 
Deaths dreaded Journey I 
Have ended e’re I Dye. 
Death does to Heav’n the virtuous leads 
Which I enjoy e’re I am Dead. 
For it is Heav’n to me where e’re thou art, 
And thofe who meet in Heav’n fhall never part. 
Iant. Stay, ftay, Alphonfo! you proceed too faft 5 
For I am chang’d fince you beheld me laft. 
In Rhodes ¥ wholly did my felf refign 
To ferve your pow’r, but you are now in mine. 
And that you may perceive how foon I can 
Melt the Obdurate heart of Solyzzan 5 
Let this confirm your reftlefs Jealoufie: . . 
You came in bound, and thus I make you free— [Wnbinds him. - 
Alph. By this, Ianthe, you expreis no more 
Dominion o’re mé than you had before. 
In Rhodes I was aSubject to your will: 
Your {miles preferv’d me, and your frowns did Kill, 
Iant. Lknow your Tongue too well 5 which fhould deceive, 
One who had Study’d all the Art 
Of Love rather than her whofe heart 
Too fimply would your very looks believe. 
But now you know, that though you are unbound, 
Yet ftill your walk is on the S#léans ground. 
Alph. Tanthe, you are chang ¢ indeed 
If, cruelly, you thus proceed. 
Jant.*Tn tracing humane Story we fhall find 
The cruel more fucce(ful than the kind. 
Whilft you are here fubmitted to my fway, 
It fafe diferetion were to make you pay 
For all thofe Sighs and Tears my Heart and Eyes 
Have loft to make you lofe your Jealoufies. 
But I was bred in Natures fimple Schools 
And am but Loves great Fool, 
With whom you rudely play, 
And ftrike me hard, then ftroke the pain away.—— 
How are your Wounds? I hope you find them flight ? 
Alph. They fcarce will need the rip'ning of a Night: 
Unlefs, fevere Ianthe, you : 
By chiding me, their pains renew. 
tant. Was it not Jealoufie which brought you here? 
Alpb. It was my Love, conducted by my fear. 


Feat 


The Siege of RH ODER es 


(meme res re 


Fear of your fafety, not of virtue, made... 
The Rhodians, by furprize, this Camp invade. 
_ In hope, by bringing home great Pris’ners, we 
_ Might fet the Rhodians greater Miltrels free. 
Iant. The fafety of Ianthe was rot worth 
That courage which mif-led the Rhodians forth. 
The Worlds Contagion, Vice, could ne’r infect 
The sultans Heart: but when you did fufpect 
His favours were too great for me to take, | 
You then, Alphonfo, did unkindly make 
My merit fmall5 as if you knew 
There was to that but little due. 
Or if he wicked were, 
What danger could you fear? 
Since Virtues force all vicious pow’r controles. 
Lucrece a Ponyard found, and Poreia Coals. 
Alpbh. How low to your high virtue fall I fall > 


Tant. What chance attended in this fatal Nighe- 
The Adafler, Marfhal, and the Advzaral ? 
Alph. [loft them in the thickeft Mift of Fighe 


Yet did from Huly this fhort comfort get 
That they to Rhodes have made a brave Retreat. 
As Love's great Champions we muft them adore. 
- Jant. Be well, Alphonfo, I will chide no more. 
Enter Solyman, Roxolana, Multapha, Pirrhus, Haly, Ruftan. 
Soly. Haly, 1 did declare that I would fee 
The jealous Pris’ner e’re he Dy'd. 
. Rox. Look there! you are obey’d. Yet pardonme 
_ Who, e’re you pardon’d him, did make him ffee. 
soly. In this { have your virtue try’d. 
If Roxolana thus revengelefs proves 
To him whom fuch’a beauteous Rival loves, 
It does denote fhe Rivals can endure, 
Yet think the fill is of my heart fecure. 
Duke, this example of her truft may be 


__ Acure for your diftruftfal thoughts of me. 


You may imbark for the sicilian Coatt5 
’ Aud there poflefs your Wife when Rhodes is loft. | 
Alpb. Since freedom, whichis more than Life, you give 
To him, who durft not afk you leave to Lives | 
T cannot doubt your bounty when I crave 
_ That, granting freedom, you will Honour fave. 
My honour I thali Jofe, unlefs { fhare 
In Rhodes, the Rhodians wortt effects of War. 
To Sicily let chafte Zanthe {teer: 
And fing long Stories of your virtue there: 
Whilft, by your mercy fent, to Rhodes I go, 
To be in Rhodes your Suppliant, not your Foe. 
Tant —_ Alphonfo, I have honour too; - 
Which calls me back to Rhodes with you: 
Were this, through tendernefs, by you deny’d 
For foft concerns of Life, 
Yet gracious Solyvzay will ne’r divide 
The Hufband from the Wife. seca 
Soly, Both 
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Soly. Both may to Rhodes return; But it ts juft 
That you, who nobly did my honour traft, 
(Without thy Pals, ot plighted Word) - 
Should more by your advent’rous vilit get 
Than Empires tnt’teft would afford, 
Or you expected when you came to Freat. 
Go back Junthe; make your own 
Conditions boldly for the Town. 
tam content it fhould recorded be, 
That, when I vanquifht Rhodes, you Conquer’d me. 
Iant. Not Fames free Voyce, nor Jafting Numbers €an 
Difperfe, or keep, enough of Solyman. 
Soly. From Lovers Beds, and Thrones of Monarchs, fly 
Thou ever waking Madnefs, Jealoufie. ) FEN 
And ftill, to Natures Darling,’ Love 
(That all the World may happy prove) 
Let Giant-Virtue be the watchful Guard, 
Honour, the cautious Guide, and fure reward: 
Honour, adorn’d in fuch a Poets Song' 
As may prefcribe to Fame 
‘What Joyal Lovers name , i 
Shall far be fpread, and fhal] continue long. _ LExeunt omnes. 


EPILOGUE: 


Hough, bafhfully, we fear to give offence; 
_ Yet, pray allow our Poet confidence, ' 

He has the priv'lege of old Servants got 3 
Who are conniud at, and have leave to Doat3 P 
To boaft past féervice, and be chol'rick too, 
Till they believe at laft that all they do 
Does far above their Mafiers Judements grow: 
Much like to theirs, is bis prefumption now. * 
For free, affur'd, aud bold his Brow appeari, 
Becaufe, he fery'd your Fathers many years. 
He fays he pleas'd then too, but he may find, 
You Witts, not of your Duller-Fathers mind. 
Which, well von{ider'd Miftrefs-Mule will thez 
Wifh for her old Gallants at Fri'rs agen 
Rather than be by thofe neglected here, 
Whofe Fathers civilly did Court her there. 
But as old Miftreffes, who meet difdaiv, 
Forbear through Pride, or Prudence, to complaiz 3 
And fatisfie their hearts, when they are fad, 
With thoughts of forvier Lovers they have had: 
Even fo poor Madam-Mulé this night muft bear, 


| With equal pulfe, the fits of hope and fears 


And never will againfd your Palfion Prive : 
But, being old, and therefore Narrative, 
Cowfort her {c/f with telling Tales, too long, 
Of many Plaudits had when fhe was young. 
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PROLOGUE. 


Ince you affed things new, what I'm to fay, 
S Shall be'as great a Novel as our Play, 
Cuflom would have me fpeak a Prologue nop, 
But that we may intire adherence fhow 

To Novelty (which in the Mode of Plays 

Like foveraign Nature over Cuftom fivags ) 

I mean my Prologue fhall a Riddle bes 

And thus propound it to the Company. 

A teeming Mufe bie with imagination, 
Conceiv'd a Monster of fo new a fafhion 
That of the hafty birth, bing brought to Bed, 
We found it neither had a Tail or Head. 
| The Limbs are fach, as no proportion bear, 
No correfpondence have, and yet cobere: 
Of feveral uf, and feveral forms they be, 
Tet iz the whole contexture they agree: 
They are disjoyn’d and yet united too, 

. Which cannot but 2 Monfter feen to you 5 
Tet fuch a Monster ’tis, as youl admit 
For Pleafure, and fiill pay for Nurfing it. | 

I fee yare puzlds but we fo difpife — 
Th advantage we might make by a furprife, 
| That to nnvidle this, you here may come 
And joyn sour Heads together in one Rooms, 
Where, for your Money, you shall fit at eafe, 
Two hours a day, till Chriftmas if you pleafe. 


The Firft ACT. 


The sCENE opens, and upontwo Stools are difcover'd the Tire- 
woman and Chair-woman, one fhelling of Beans, and the other 
Sowing. / 3 

; Enter Player and Houle-Keeper. 


Play. Hat, fhelling of Beans? ‘tis a proper work 
For the Long Vacation. You may e’en dry ‘em 
In the Sun, and lay ‘em up in the Tiring-houle 


For the Players: they may get Bacon to’em 


When the Term comes. ‘ 
Houf.K. 


65 


| T he Play-Heufe io be Let. 


Houf-K. Nay you may work on too, ‘tis Hofpital ware, 
Courfe fhirts for the poor Poets. (Knocking hard at Dore. 
Play. Are they mad? fure they take the Play-houfe for 
The Church-yard o're the way 5 and mean to wake 
Our dead Neighbouts. What would youhave? [Keocking agen. 
Tir.W. Pray knock civilly. I believe it 1s : | 
Some Country Poet with a ftock of Plays. 
He brings his Ware to fell when the Fares’s done. [Knocking agen. 
play. Some Univerfity Mufe is in hard labour, 
And fhe takes our Tire- woman for a Midwife. 
Open the Dore.——_ [Exit Houl' K. and enter again with Monfieur. 
Monf. Be you von, two, tree of de Teatre. oe 
HoufK. We are ftanding properties of the Play-houfe, 
Which, in vacation, lye in pawn for the Rent, 
Monf: Dat is vel, bide Bill de Houfe 1s to Jet. 
Play. Tis to let, but you, Sir, knock’d fo hard 
As if you meant to take it by affault. 
Monf? Sir, me befeth your pardon, and vill give 
De.good mony vor de Rent dis Vacation. ; 
Houf-K. What would you do in’t? we muft like your Trade’. 
Before we let our Shop, left we fhould ride 
With Jobe Dory to Paris to feek Rent. 
Monf: Mi.vil make Prefentation of de Farce. 
Tir.W, Farces, what be thofe? New French Bobs for Ladies? 
Play. Pray peace; I underftand the Gentleman. 
Your Farces are a kind of Mungril Plays. 
But, Sir, I believe all Frevch Farces are 
Prohibited Commodities, and will 
Not pafs current in Exgland. 
Monf. Sir, pardon me de Engelis be more 
Fantaftick den de Franfh. De Farce 
Bi alfo very fantaftick, and. vil paffe. 
Play. The Monftenr's in the right; for we have found 
Our Cuftomers of late exceeding humorous. 
Monf- De vife Nation bi for tings heroique, 
And de fantaftique, vor de Farce! 
Tere.W. J like not that thefe Frezch pardonne-moys 
fhould make fo bold with old England. 
Houf-K. Peace, Woman; Wee'l let the Houfe, and get money. 
Play. But how will your Frezch Farce be underftood ? 
For all our travell’d Cuftomers are gone 
To take the Air with their own Wives, beyond 
Hide-Park a great way 3 a homely Country mode 
OF their Fore-fathers. 
Tir.W. With grief we {peak its - 
They may be afham’d to Jeave their poor Miftreffes 
And us behind ‘em without Cuftomers. 
Play. Pray fave your tears for our next Tragedy. 
The Afonfieur’s all for merry Farces, but ~ 
CAs I faid, Sir,)) how {hall we woderftand ‘em ? 
Monf: Me have a Troop of Fre#ch Comeedien 
Dat fpeak a litle very good Engelis. 
Tir.W. Blefs us! a Troop?’ . 


Play. Woman, thou art no Linguifts they in France pe 
: . Cal 
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» Call a Company of Players, a Troop. 
7 Tir.W. 1 thought he had ta’ne our long Tennis-Court 
For a Stable. é : 
 . Play. And you are fhelling Beans for his Horfes. 
a4 [Kxocking without again. 
Houf-K. Our Bill at the Door draws in more Cuftomers. 
. fat +i [Exit Houfe-Keeper. 
Play. Houfe-Keeper, look out! a3 
_ Monfieur, you may draw up your Troop of Farces 
Within the Pales, they may chance to give us 
__ A fhort trial of their prowefs in Poetry. 


Mons, Vel, Sir, you fal fee trange ting. [ Exat Monfieur. 
Play. Who is't that knock’d? _ [Enter Houfe-Keeper. 


Houf-K. Nay there’s a couple. 
Play. What are they? 

{  Bouf-K. Men in their fhirts doing Penance, 

_ For the moft {candalous fin of Poverty 5 
Two very hot Fencers without doublets: 

_ They wouid hire our Play-houfe. 
| Play. For whatufe>? ; 

_ Houf-K. For a School, where they'd teach the Art of Duel. 
_ Which is a fit trade in the long Vacation 3 | 

For nothing makes young Gentlemen fo quarrelfom 

* As want of money. . 

Play. Tell’em the Red Bull ftands empty for Fencers. 
_ There ate no Tenents in it but old Spiders: 
_ Go bid the men of wrath allay their heat 

~ With Prizes there. 

_ Houf-K ¥ told ’em of Paxcras-Church, where their Scholars 
~ (When they have kill’d one another in Duel ) 

_ Have a Church-yard to themfelves for their dead. [ Kzocking again. 
Play. Bid ‘em march off. - [exit Houfe-Keeper. 

~ We'll let this Theatre and build another, where, 

_ Ata cheaper rate, we may have Room for Scenes. 

_ Brainford’s the place! 

Perhaps “tis now fomewhat to far i'th’ Suburbs 5 
But the mode is for Builders to work flight and faft; | 

_ And they proceed fo with new houfes, 
That old Loxzdon will quickly overtake us. 


Enter Houfe-Keeper, Mufitian avd Porter bearing Cafés fir 
Infiruments. 


Houf-K. ve brought the man, who, without the Ricrdnaeee 
‘of two Cats, fhall make us all rich Whitizetons. 
Play. Hey, what have we here? 
A load of Tombs for dead Fiddles? 
— Muf: V find, Sir, by your Bills you'd let the Play-houfe. 
Play. We would find means to live, this dead Vacation. 
Mf. That is, you wou'd havea good round Rent for it. 
Play. Which you'll fcarce pay by, playing Sellingers-round. 
) Méuf- Your wit, Sir, will never grow up to madnefs: 
_ ‘Tis only the fume of an empty ftomach.  __ 
You may recover in the Term, when you ~ 
_ . Get money to get meat. . 
i K Play. 
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Play. Pretily well faids but however, Sir, 
You (hould have been fure of our Shop before 
You brought in your Ware. 2 
Muf. Reft you merfy. . °° jere 
There is another Play-houfe to let in Vere-fireet. 
Houf-K. This man of mufick has more in his head 
Than meer Crotchets. I pray a word, Sir: 
I am the Houfe-Keeper. 
Mu? You may fleep out your Office, Sir. ae 
Y’are not like to be wak’d with vifitants.. , | [Going -ont. 
play. Sir, under your favour, let’s not part thus. 
Pleafe but to clear the mift which you brought with you. 
Muf. Well, Sir, be brief. vere 
Play. Why came you with, fuch confidence to take 
The Houfe, as made you bring your Furniture 
Before we treated for the Rent? 
Muf- Becaufe I thought you had been more in love 
With your profit, than with your wit. 
Play. 1, that’s the point? whence fhould our profit rife ? 
Maf, Tmeant to entertain the People with 
A Novelty; which I fuppofe is no eal 
Ill bait for thofe {mall Fifhes, which I thought 
Mine own, and purpos’d you a (hare 1th’ Net. 
Play. But what’s the compofition of your Bait? 
Muf: 1 wou'd have introduc’d Heroique {tory 
In Stilo Recitativo. 
Play. In Stilo Recitativo? ‘tis well 
LT underftand you, Sir. But do you think 
That natural ? 
Mnf: Becaufe ‘tis not ingpiton 
You therefore think, Sir, it is out of Nature? 
Play. It feems fo, Sir, to me; unlefs you would 
Metamorphife men into Birds. Suppofe 
I fhould not afk, but fing, you now a queftion, 
And you fhould inftantly fing me an anfwer 5 
Would you not think it ftrange? 


Muf. Well, Sir, as how ? [Plays and Singse 


Play. Take out-your Watch, and tell me, Sir, the hour 2 
Then you reply, 
My Watch, Sir, is at Pawn, but ’tis paft Four. ; 
Mu. Your heart is good, Sir, but y’are an ill Mimick eu 
In Mufick, and your voice does breed fome doubt 
Offyour Virginity. 
Play. You'd make me.bluth | 
If there were ftrangers here; but if you pleafe 
Ceafe your rebukes, and proceed to inftruction. 
Muf Recitative Mufick is not compos'd 
Of matter fo familiar, as may ferve 
For every low occafion of difcourfe. 
In Tragedy, the language of the Stage 
Is rais'd above the common dialect; 
Our paffions rifing with the height of Verfes 
And Vocal Mufick adds new wings to all. 


The flights of Poetry. [knocking within aeaime 


Houf-K. 
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Houf-K. Look out again! there’s a frefh Cuftomer. 


[Exit Tire-Womai, 


play. Be pleas’d, Sir, to retingfawhile, and tune 
Your Inftruments. You fhall make trial of 
The length and depth of all the Ears we have. 
Muf. UM chufe the Womens Tiring-Room for privacy. 
Play. You may 3 for they are gon, Sir, to rob Orchards 
And get the Green-ficknefs in the Country. | Exit Malice and 
Porter at one Door, Enter Tire-Woman at the other. } 
Tir.W. There's fuch a crowd at door, as if we had 
A new Play of Gundamar. . 
Play. See who they be. . [Exit Houfe-Keeper. 
Our Bill has been up but two days, and I perceive 
We fhall have ufe again of our Wardrobe. 
_ Go Woman ! drive away the Moths; 
For they are grown as big as Butterflies. [ Exit Tire-Womwan. 


Enter Houfe-Keeper with a Danciug-Matter. 


Houf-K. All the dry old Fools of Bartholomew Fair 
Are come to hire our houfe. The German Fool; 
Yar Boridge of Hamb'rongh, and numberlefs 
Jack-Puddings; the new motion men of Norwich, 
Op'ra-Puppetss the old Gentlewoman 
_ That profefies the Galliard on the Rope; 
Another rare Turke that flies without wings, 
~ Rich Juglers with imbroider'd Budgets; Hoop-men, 
_ And fo many Tom-Tumblers that you'd think 
Lincolus-Inn-Field a Foreft of wild Apes. 
Play. Your Tumblers may trot hence, your jugglers too 
May c¢’en pafs and repafs away to Southwark 5 
But, till che nation be more civiliz’d, 
* Your Foo! and Devil may be entertain’d 5 
_ They'l get moneys none now but very choice _ 
Spectators will vouchfate to fee a Play 
Without ’m. Pray, what is that Gentleman?, ’ 
Houf-K. Nota fpeétator, Sir; but one that would 
Fain hire our Houfe to draw fpettators hither. . 
_. Play. What is your Myttery? 
Dan.Mz. Hiftorical dancing. 
Play. How > high Hiltory upon Ropes? 
Dane.Ma. Fie no, Sir; ['m for down-right plain hiftory 
Expreft in figures on the floor, a kind 
Of morals in dumb fhows by Men and Beafts. 
Play. Without any Interpreter ? ) 
Danc. Ma. Pardon me, Sir; the Audience now and then 
Mutt be inform’d by Chorus’s in Rhime. 
play. O, dumb-fhows with {peeches? 
Danc-Ma. Yes, Sir, the fame: but very fhort. 
Play. I apprehend you, Sir, if thefe be not 
Novelties, Pl to Sea, and ftrait feek out, 
A new World to find’em. Thefe will take rarely, . 
 Houfk. Wee'l buy Shovels to keep our Money from rufting. - 
Play. Well, my dear fantaftick friends of London, 
Who love Novelty, and would fcorn to look a etd 
: K a _ Ever 
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Even on the Moon, but that fhe changes often * ry 

And becomes new; I hope we fhall pleafe you now. | Knock.again. 

_ Houf-K. Another man of Myce [ Exzt Hout.K. 
Play. Sir, pafs the back way ov€F to the Grange; 

An Inn where you may bait your Men and Beafts; 

And wee'l be for you {trait. : [Beit Dene, Ma, 


Enter, at the other door, Houfe-Keeper. 


Houf-K. Here is one Goodman John Leyden defires — 
To {peak with you; and he does promife great fatisfaction 
By a word to the Wife. ; 

Play. Tellhim, the Wife are not at leifure now _ 
To hear his Sow’raignfhip. What would he have? 

Houf-K. He would hire the Turband, Scepter, and 
Throne of our Solywan the Magnificents and reign 
This long Vacation over al] the dominions 
In Portugall-Row. 

Play. He was an Enemy 
To the exil’d Comicks: I will not hear him. 

Honf-K. Confider well! He'll draw f{pectators hither. 
Play. Yes, fuch as will give no more to fee him here 
Than in the {treet to fee a Blazing Star. 

Money isthe main material of Kent: 
Your Kings of Afunfier pay in prophecies only. 

Honf-K He has a Ream of Paper about him: 
They are Bills of Exchange or Prophecies, 

Play. Bills of Exchange fign’d long ago at AZunfler. 
Bid him be gone. 

Houf-K. He’s not fuch an enemy to the Comicks, 

As one without 1s a Foe to him 5 
One who defires admittance too. 

Play. What is he? 

Houf-K. A man of Meeter, a Poet. 

Play. Difmifs your Doling, and let in your Poet. 
We mult be ever civil to the Mufes: . 

Houf-K. The Poet-has a fpecial Train behind him, 
Though they look lean and empty, 

Yet they feem very full of invention. 

Play. Let him enter, and fend hisTrainto.our _- 
Houfe-Inn, the Grange. [Excit Honfe-Keeper. 
Virgil himfelf, as ancient Poets fay, 

Was once a Groom, and liv’d by Oats and Hay. 


Enter Houfe-Keeper and Poct. 


Poet. The Bill upon your door fhews that 
Your Houfe was not of late much haunted. 
Houf-K. Not with Play-vifitors, nor is it now 
With Spirits, for you fee none are afraid 
To hyre it. : 
Poet. I did not fufpect, Sir, it could be haunted 
With Spirits, for you Players never hide money. 
Play. You Poets do; for ’tis but feldom, Sir, 
That any has been found about ye. 
Poet. D’you fet up of your felves, and profefs Wit 
With 
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Without belp of your Authors? Take heed, Sirs ! 
You'l get few Cuftomers, 
Houf-K. Yes, we fhall have the Poets. . 
Poet. *Vis becaufe they pay nothing for their entrance. 
But, my friends, leave off the endeavour to 
Grow witty without occafion. I pray 
Be in earneft. Do you mean to get money ? 
Play. That’s the caufe why we endeavour at wit. 
Poet. Wit will not do your work alone. 
You mutt have fomething of a newer ftamp to make your 
Coyn current. Your old great Images of 
Love and Honour are efteem’d but by fome 
Antiquaries now. You fhould fet up with that 
‘Which is meer new. What think you 
- Of Romances travefti 
Play. Explain you felf. _ 
Poet. The Garments of our Fathers you muft wear 
The wrong fide outward, and in time it may 
Become a fafhion. 
Houf-K. It will be ftrange, and then ‘tis fure to take. 
Poet. You fhall prefent the actions of the Heroes, 
(Which are the chiefeft Theams of Tragedy) 
In Verfe Burlefque. 
Play. Burlefque and Travefti? Thefe are hard words, 
And may be Fre#ch, but not Law-French. 
_ Take heed, Sir, what you fay; you may be queftion’d for’. 
We would do nothing, Sir, but what i legal. 
Houf-K. If it be Frezch, I pray tranflate it to us. 
Play. Good, Sir, no Frexcéh tranflation till the Tearm; 
It is too precious for Vacation-ware. , 
Mott of the men of judgment.are retir'd 
- Into the Country, and the remainder that 
_ Are left behind, come here not to confider 
But to be merry at fuch obvious things 
_ As not conftrain “em to the’ pains of thinking. 
Poet. Would you avoid Tranflations out of French? 
Play. We had a trial here of fo much force 
As humane wit could bring, but truly, Sir, 
_ The number of our Cuftomers (for whom 
_ Our Shop is chiefly open in Vacation) 
Affect Commodities of leffer price. 
Poet. You meet my judgment in a direct line. 
Play. The French convey their arguments too much 
In Dialogue: their fpeeches are too long. - 
Poet. Indeed, fuch fingle length in their debates 
Bears fome refemblance with that famous Duel, 
Which, in the fields of Fixsbary, was fought. 
Whilom at Rovers with long Bow and Arrows: 
Tt began at Day-break, and ended at 
Sun-fetting whilft they each did gather up 
“The weapons which the other fhot, and fent 
Them back again with like effect: 
Play. Such length of fpeeches feem not fo unpleafing 
’ As the contracted walks of their defigns. 
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Poet. Which are as narrow as the Allies in 
Our Citty-Gardens. 
Play. 1 perceive you take the 
Air fometimes within the Walls of Londow. 
Poet. If | agree with you in finding your 
Difeafe, it is fome fign that! may know — 
Your remedy 3 which is the Travefti, . nA 
I mean Burlefque, or, more t’explain my felf, 
Would fay, the Mock-heroique muft be it ye 
Which draws the pleafant hither 7th Vacation, 
Men of no malice who will pay for laughter. 
Your bufie Termers come to Theatres, 
As to their Lawyérs-Chambers, not for mirth, 
But, prudently, to hear advice. 
play. You'd take our Houfe for Poetry-burlefque» 
Poet. | would, and introduce fuch folly as fhall 
Make you wife; thatis, fhall make you rich. 
Play. Well, we'll be content, like other rich Fools, 
Tobe laught at. There ts an old tradition 
That in the times of mighty Tamerlane, 
Of conjuring Faxsius, and the Beauchamps bold, 
You Poets us’d to have the fecond day.’ 
This fhall be ours, Sir, and to morrow yours. 
Poet. Til take my venture, ‘tis agreed ! 
Play. You bring materials with you to fet up? 
Poet. My Mock-Burle(quers are without. 
Play. Conduct ’em to the Wardrobe, Sir, where you 
May take your choice of Cloaths and properties: 
- Only, give way, Sir, to your Predecefiors: 
The proverb does appoint the firft that come 
To be firit ferv’'d. Here isa Afonfeur with 
His Farce 5 A {piritual Mufictan too 
With his feraphick Colloquies expreft 
In ftilo recitativo. 
Howf-K. And hiftorical Dancers that difperfe 
Morality by fpeeches in dumb-fhows. 
Poet. Well I will take my turn, I muft come laft. ° 
But, to declare my felf a linguift, Sir, 
I dare pronounce, Fiv7s.coronat opus. ites { Exit Poet. 
Enter Tire-woman at the other door. 
Gr.w. The crowd are haft’ning to our doors, as if— 
Play. It were to fee an old acquaintance hang’d. 
What is the bus’nefs? 
Tir.W. They would come in, and fee {trange things for nothing 
Houf-K. They follow'd the Porter that 
Brought the load of Mufick. 
play. A man may bring a Pageant through the {treets 
As privatly upon my Lord Mayor's day, ; 
As a burden of Viol-cafes hither. 
Tir.w. The fat Gentleman defires he may come in5 
He that has but one hand. 
Play. He 1s our conftant friends 
A very kind and a hearty fpectator5 


One who ne’r fails to clap at ev'ry Play. ; 
Pon > HowfK. 


% 
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Henf-K. How can he clap with one hand > 
rliy. “Troth, the good man makes fhift, by laying his 


Plump check thus--- then with fuch true affection 


Does fo belabour it.--- He fhall come in. 


| Woman, bid him haften to the back-door. 


Houf-K. We have fome half hearted friends who clap foftly 
As if they wore furr’d Mittens. : rae fiaetht ad 
Play, We mult provide our Party *gainft to morrow; 


+ Watch at the doors before the Play begins, 


And make low congies to the cruel Criticks 


_ Asthey come in; the Poets fhould do that; 


- But they want breeding, which is the chief caufe 


That all their Plays mifcarry. ' 
’ Houf-K. There is leaft malice in the upper Gallery, 


- For they continually begin the plaudit. 


Play. We'll hire a dozen Laundry-Maids and there 
Difperfe em, Wenches that ufe to clap Linen 5 


_ They have tough hands, and will be heard. 


Houf-K.They {hall be heard, or els we'll make ’em bring 


Their Laundry-Battledores. 


Play. Go, Guardian of thehoufe, beftir your felf; 
Houf:K. And bid our new Projectors to make hafte: 


_ If you will lend ’em clothes and properties, 


I'll fit fome of our Scenes for their occafions. 
Play. Let them begin in order, and to work. 


” This is their day of trial, whilft we fie 


Like two judicious Magiftrates of wit. 
The Spanifh Poet had fix hours to do, 


What we dull Exglifh undertake in two. LExeunt feveral ways. 


The Second ACT. 


Exter Gorgibus, Celie weeping, Servant. 


Celie. H tinke not myn Art vill confant to dat. 
Gorg. Doe you grom-bell littel impertinant. 
Vat vould your young fantafque braine govarne mi 


. Raifon paternell. Vich fold give de Law * 


De Fader or de Chile. You fold be glad 


Of futh a Hufband. You will fay you be ignorant 
Of his humeur, bute you know he is rifh, 
He has terty toufant Duckat, and derefore 
Is honeft Gentill man. . 

Celie. Helas! my Arte! 

Gorg. If de colore foud mi tranfport, I foud 
Make you fing helas in anoder facon. 


_ Dis is de fruit of de Romance, fling me 


In de fire, dos papsers dat vill your head 


_ Vit Colibets, ende rede de Stanzas of Pibrac. 


Ende de Tablets of de Confilter Afetien 


~ Viche vill teach you to follow mi direction. 
- Am I not Gorgibus your Vader. 


Celie, | 


1h 


Celie. Ah Vader vill you dat I forgete d’amitie 
Dat I vow to Lelie, 1 foud be blame 
If vit out your confant I difpofe min perfon, 
Bute your (elf did give min fait to his oat. 
Gorg. Lelie is vell accomplis bute all ting 
- Muft fubmit to de good occafion of 
Richefs; de rifhe perfon vill come dis nite, 
If} fee you regard him vit de helas 
I fall—— vell I fay no more—— , > ODE ae 
Serv. Madam, I finde tis convaniant to have Dt a, s 
De Hufband to ly vit one in de cold nite. . 
De Ive Berry viche fhow finely on de Tree 
Ven feperate is good for no noting 5 peace be 
Vit min dead aartin. I did tinke it redicule 
To ufe de cerimony of ayring de fheet 
In de vinter, bute now I fhake and quiver 
In de Dog days. 
Celie. Sall Tcomit de forfat of de vou 
In abandon Lelie vor dis uglea :perfon? % 
Serv. Your Lelie is but Affe to let his } - % 
Voyage ftop him fo long, de length of his diftance 
Make me fugeft fome fhange. 
Celie. Ah do not fink me dead vit de prefage. 
serv. I know you love him mufh tenterly. (Celia draws forth x 
-. Lelie’s Pidure and gazing on it falls into a found. 
Madam, from vence procede dis. Ah! ¢e falls ; 
Into a fonde! Hey guickely, Ho la , 
Help fome bodey. 
‘en ** | Enter Sganarelle. i 


Sean. Vat is de matter. 

serv. Myn Matrefle is dying. 

Sgan. Is dat all? I did tink all vas loft to hear 
Suh cry, but mi vill aprofh her. Madam, tell me 
If you be dead. Hey! fee fay noting. 

Can I believe her vit out her vorde. 

Serv. I vill veche.fome body to carry her a vay. | 
Vill you old her uppe? (Exit Servant. 
. Sgan. See is cold every vere. I vill feel if ce 
Her mout give de breat- Letame feelalittel. ¢ Lays bis hand on ber 
By my trot me kfow not, bute me doe finde V Breast. ' 7 
Some figne of de life- 

Sganarelle’s Wife looks out of the Window. 

Wife. Ah! vat I fee, a Damofelle in de armes 
Of myn Ufband? I will goe doone. He betray me, 

Ende I will furprife de villaine Hufband. . * 

Sgaz. Vee mutt depefh to fucor her 5 fhe vil 
Be to blame to let her felf dy: to goe | 
To toder vorlt is grand fottife van vee — 

May tarry in dis. art: [ Exit carrying ber out. 
Enter Sganarelle's Wife. 
wife. Ha! ishe already flay.vay -vit his’ 
Dilicate Minion. Mi vonder not muthe ve 
At de ftrange coldneis of his late affeGtiom. ‘MB 
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De ingrate doe referve his carefle for oder.. 
Ah how angry be [ dat de Law does not 
Permet de Vife change Hutband as de Smock: 
Dat voud be commode. But vat doe I finde——< 
De Enamail is finguliar, de Graving 
Charming; me vill open it —~ ~~ [Opens the Pifure. 
Enter Sganarelle. 
§zin. Dey tought her dead ande fee js live again 
As de Harang in de Sea. Ha! minvifehere! 
Wife. O even! a Picture of man, of fine perfonage? 
[Sganarelle looks over his wifes fhoulder. 
Sgan. Vat does fee confider vit fo muche attention. 
Dis Picture {peake no good ting to min honeur 
I feel de littel horne on mi bro. . 
Wife. De vorke is more vort den de Gold. It fmells fueet: 
Sgan. Vata plague! does fee kiffe it? 
Wife. Vou voud not be attacque by futh fine man? 
Ah vy has not min Ufband fufh bon mien. 
But min Ufband has de vil’d palt-pate, 
Sgan. Ab Curr Beefh! [Swatches the Picture fron ber. 
Doe mi furprife you in your vantones, 
In meditation to injure your ufband, 
Is not. min morfell fufficiant to 
* . Stay your ftomach, but muft you tafte de 
Haut gout of a Gallant. 
Wife. Dat 1s good jeaft; you tink bi tis finees 
' To evade min complaint. 
Sgan. Let oders be made Tom-foole, de cafe is 
Plane in min hand, a token of your Amours. 
_ Wife. Min anger has allready too muh occafion, - 
Tink not to keep dat from me. 
Sgan. May I not as vell make mufh of de 
Copie, As you of de Originall. 
Wife. Verefore you fay dis, you keep de 
Miftris in your arms. Vell I can fee your trick. 
Sean. ’Tis is de fine boy, de minion of de 
Bed, de dainty Drolle vit vome,—— 
Wife. Vit vome? procecd.—— 
Sean. Vit vome, I fall tell tee in time. 
Wife. Vat does de good man drunkard means by tis? 
' Sgan. Coody flutt you underftand me too vell. 
My name fall be no more Agoxzfleur Sganarelle, 
But mi lore Cuckol; mi fall make your body leffe 
_ By vonearme, ande tworibe. |. 
Wife. You dare continew dis difcours to put 
Me off, of de tought of your Miftris. 
Sean. Ande you dare play me dis divellis trick. 
Wife. Vat divilis trick, {peaka> 
Sgan. “Tis not vort min labeur to complaine now, 
Bute you provide min brou vita fine 
Feadar of a Buck. 
Wife. Vell, after you give me ce moft fenfible injure 
Dat can invite a Voman to great vengance. 
You voud amufe me vit counterfeit anger 
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To prevent deffect of mynrefentment. _ 
You make de offence, and begin de. quarrell. 
Sean. Rare impudence, you cafry it cunningly 
To make me tink you vertuous voman. 
wife. Goeto your Miftrefles ande-carefle dem; 
Bute returne min picture vit out more trick. 
: [she fuatches amay the Pidfure and runs out. 


Sean. You tink to {cape me,bute I villave it ounce more.[,Ruws after. 


Enter Lelie. 

tele. Min Arte does, abandon me too mufh 
To feare. De Fader has promeffe allwaies, 
And Celie has manifeffe dat love 
Viche fupport min hope. 

Enter Sganarelle. : 
Sgan. Lave got it from de baggage mivife. [Starts at the fight 
of Lelie, axd compares the Picture with his face. 

De Devil isnot folikede Devil, as-dat face is to dis. 
Dat ts de Villain dat make me de trange 


Ting call’d de Cuckol. [Lelie pies the Prdure in his hands. 
Lelie; Vat dol fee? if dis bi min picture: | 

Ah Celie vat foud I tink of ti love? [ alide. 
sgan. Ah pauver Sganarelle, to vat deftine : 

Is dy reputation expofe now ? ; [ Afide. 
Lelic. Dis token does alarme mi credence. | Afide. 


Is it departed from de faire hand, 
To viche I gave it one time. =~ 
sgan. I fall be difcern’d between two fingers, 


In de Ballade vit horus on mt bro. , [ Alide. 
Eelze. Do min eies deceive min heart ? | Alide. 
sgan. AhVillain haft dow de courage to make ie 

A Cuckol of sgezarelle in de fleur of his age. [ Afde. 


Lelie. Min etes dos not fheate me; ‘tis min owne picture. 


Sgan. De man Is cunning. 


Lelie. Min furprife ts exceeding. . 

Sgan. Vat voud he ave. 

Lelie. I vill accofte him. [ Alide. 
May I 


Hey! of grace, a vord. “4 | fide. 
Sgan. Vat voud he fay ? ; . a 

Lelie. May I obtain de faveur to know now 
How dat pidture came to your hande? 


gan. Pardon me3, I vill advife a littel—— cHe compares the 
Begar, tis mi man, or rader tis <Pidlure and Le- 
Mi Vives man. lies face togethers 


Lelie. Put me out of paine and fay from veme it came. ne 
Sgan. Dis picture viche does vex you, is your refemblance. 
It vas in de hand of your acquaintance. 
De fweet ardeur betweene mi Lacy ande you, is known 


‘ Tome, bute, I fall defire you hereafter 


To maks no more fufh kine of love to injure 
De Hufband, and to abufe our marriage. - ; 
Lelie. Vat. do you meane her, from vome you had dis token? 
Sgan. See is min Vife, and I am her Hufband. 
Lelie. Her Hufband? ; 


Sgdi2. 


, 
. 


Ae 


[Sganarelle turzing hrs bach to him. 3 
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Sgan. Yes, her Hufband; and a very melancholi 
~ Hufband, you know de occafion. , igure 
Ande I fall acquaint her Parents vit it: ©. : 
Lelie. Ah vat have I heard? I vas told her new Efpoute 
Vas ugly as de Devil. After toufant proteftation 
From de unfaitful mout couds don fhange me 
For fufh a vile objet. Dis fenfible affront 
Togeder vit de toyle of mine long voyage 
Does give me on de fodains a chocque of futh 
- Violence dat min Arte begin to fayle. 
__ Enter Sganarelle’s Wife. : 
wife. 1 vill feek min perfidious hufband; did you not fee 


[ Exit. 


_ An ugly knave paffe dis vay >—— Helas! 


Vat is it dat troubll dis fine Gentelman? 
You are ready to fall downe vit ficknefs. 
Lelie. Tis ficknefs dat take me on de fodaine. 
Wife. I be feare you vil fall in de founds 
In compaflion let me lead you to the Porch of min Houfe, 
You may fit down a vile to récover. iid 
Lelie. Vor a moment I accept dis faveur. [ spies thené at his Porch. 
Enter Sganarelle. 
_ ggan. Ah! vat dol fee? I dy! dere is no queftion 
’, OF de coppie of de picture, now I finds 
Min Vife vit de original. I not 
“Dare enter in mine houfe, vor fear of mine collere 
And vor more fear dat his collere fhould be 
Greater then mine own. 
wife. Maks not futh hafte avay, your fickneffe (Exit Wife. 
If you depart fo foon vil take you agen. 
Lelie. No, no, I give you all tank imaginarie 
Vor dis obligeing faveur. I am recover’d. 
Sgan. Dit is cunning? dey difguife all vit civillitees 5 
He perceive me3 let fee vat he vill fay. 
Enter Celie, and Lelie gazes on be 
Lelie. Min Art revive, dis objec mi in{pire. 
- But I foud now min felve condamne vor min 
Injuft tranfport; fee can not be blame. 
If be de error of fortune dat vill 
No let me ave a Vife fo delicate. [ Ex. 
Sgan. fées zot Celie, but looks after Lelie’s going one. 
Sgan. Ven he cafts Seep Eies toward min houte, 
Den! foud tink he voud make me one Ramme. 
Celie. Lelie has appear juft now to min Eie3 
Min cruel Fader has conceale from me 
His returne from his voyage. 
sgan, Vat min Vife doe may be in civilitie 
Ande compliment to him; de compliment Grin! 
Be good fometime: but ’tis no good fafon 
To make de Ufband Cuckol. Vel fall 
Lament vit out revange ? 
Celie. Sir, de Gentilman dat vas before you 
Juft now, vere did you Know him? | 
Sgan. Helas! ’tis not mi, Madam, dat know him,' 
But it is he dat kno min Vife. 


La Celie. 
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Celie. Vat does give tro-bell to your Efprit? 
sgan. Madam, I ave great difpofition to cry. 
seanarelle is rob of his honeur, bute . 
Figa for honeur, I be rob of min reputation 
Vit de Nabeurs. | 
Celie. Vit your permiffion tella me how ? 
sgan. Dat young Gentil-man (I fpeak it vit reverance 


To his qualitee) make bole vit ntin Vife. 


Celie. He dat now pafle by ? 
sgan. De fame, he make mufhe of min vife in corner. 
Celie. Ah, mi did judge dat his fecret returne 
From his voyage vit out min knowledge, 
Vas prefage of loofe trick. 
sgan. Madam, you take min part vit mufhe fharitee, 
You grieve vor poor Cuckol, bute oders 
Of de vicked vorlt made laugh at dem. 
Celie. O Even! Is it poffibel dat he tinke 
To live after dis perfidie? 
sgan. Madam, he is not dying: he is fteale vay 
To eate de good pottage to make him abel 
To make me more Cuckol. 
Celje. Ah Traitre, vicked man vit dobill Art. 
Ende vit no Soule. 
Sgan. Minot kno if he ave foule, bute mi 
Vife be acquainted vit his body. 
Celie. No torture is fufficien vor his grand crime. 
He deferve to ly on de Rack. | 
_ sean. He doe ly allready at Rack an Manger. 
But dat doe him good ande me hurt. 
Celie. Helas de inconftancy ! | 
sgan. Hey! Bute de figh vit out revange be (sighs aloude 
To no more propofe den de bray of de Affe. eet: 
Celie. Ah, injure de Arte dat never vas infidel. 
S$gan. De man dat make Cuckol ave no jultice. 
Celie. "Tis too mufhe, ende de Arte cannot tink 
On it vit out dying vit grief. 
Sgan. Be not too mufh in colere, Madam, I pray, 
My grief give you too great impreffion. 
Celie. Tinke not I vill dy vit out mi revenge ¥ 
I vill inftantly about it. [ Exit. 
sgan. Trange ting dat her goodnefs promps her to be 
Revenge vor me! mi tink her anger does 
Augment min difgrace, ande teache mi vat to doe. 
Begar I vill be revange vit grand fury: S[Lsteps two’ or three fleps 
Bute, Sganarelle, foftely if you pleafe! forwards & returns backs 
De Cuckol-maker may be muche valiant, 
Ande lay de Bafton on de back as he doe lay de 
Horne on mi head. He may kille me. 
‘Tis better to ave de Horne den no life. 
If my vife has done injure, let her grieve: ar : 
Vy foud I cry dat doe no rong? But agen 
I begin to be fenfible and vil ave de vengeance, 
Ande foundely, vor I vill virft tell de vorlt 
Dat he ly vit min vife. — [ Exit. 
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Enter Gorgibus, Celie, Servant. 
__ Celie. 1 am prepar’d to fubmit to your vill; 
Difpofe, Fader, of min vous ande of me; 
Ordonne mi vedding ven you pleafe. 
Gorg. In trot de joy of dis doe tran{port me. 
If I not feel de Gout, my leg voud caper 
Vor joy of your obediance: you make mi 
_ Young as de chile, and I vill goe make de 
Preparation to make you gette de chile. | Ex 
aan Dis fhange fe ibe OF vonder. Pak 
Celie. Ven you fall kno de motive dat conftrain me. 
_ To dis fafon of doing you vill not yonder muth. 
serv. Dat may vell be. ; ibe 
Celie. Kno Lelze invad min Art vit perfidie, 
. He is come from de voyage and vas vit—— 
serv. Look vere he come. 
: Enter Lelie. 
___ Lelie. Before dat vor perpetual time I fall depart 
From you, [I fall reprofh you juftly. 
Celie. Vat can you ave de confidance 
To {peak vit me agen? } 
_ Eelie. If I foud not reprofh you for your fhoice, 
I ver vicked man, live! live contant 
Ende make mufh of vort mor efpoufe. 
» Celie. Vell Traitre, mi vill live, ande mi defire 
- Soud be dat your Arte be troubell to fee it. 
Enter Sganarelle iz Armour. 
Sgan. Bigar mi be defp-rate, ende de-fy 
Man, Voman, and Chile dat make de Cuckol, 
Celie. Vat doe you turn your eles vit 
_ Same ende not anfer mi. 
Lelie. Ah Lave fee too mufh. 
Celie. Do dis object fuffice to confond ti. 
Lelie. But it oblig you to blufh rader, 
_ Sgan. My colere care not noo one littel 
Pudding vor his valeur. 
Lelie. Vat man be you dat tro-bill me? ende make 
_ Miangry! vit vom vod you vite? 
Sgan. Vit fome body, bute mi be cunning 
As de Devil and vill no tell. 
Lelie. Vi be you armed in dis fafon? 
Sgaz. Perhaps ’tis my fafon vor fear it foud rain; 
Vat contantmant it vod be to kill him? 
Sganarelle tak corage. 
Lelie. Vat you fay ? 
Sgan. Mi fay notin bute about buffnes 
Vit min felfe. LHe beats his flomach aud face. 
Lelie. Dat is {trang man! 
Sgan. If mi had tayle like de Lyon, mi voud 
Beat min body into courage. 
Celie. Dat object foud make you ane fhame, 
From vich your eyes {eem to be vonded. 
Lelie. Yes mi know bi dat object, dat you be 
Guilty of infidelite inexcufable. 
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sgan. Min Arte ts littel as de Pin head. 
Celie. Ah, ceafe before mi Traitre dis 
Cruel infolence in your difcour. 
sgan. Begar fee be more angry for mi, deh 
I be vor mi felve. Be generous, Sganaril, 
Ands kille him a littel as foon as he 
Sall turne his back——-_ [Lelie palfing two or three Steps without de- 
fign, makes Sganarelle return, mho did approach to kill biz. 
relie. Celie, fince min difcour move your colere, | 
I vill feem vell fatisfait of your Arte, 
Ende praife de choice it has made. 
celie. Yefe, my choife is futh as noting can allter. | 
Lelie. Yefe, you doe vell in defending it. 
Sgan. See is {tout yvoman ence does vel to defend 
Min caufe: Sir, your amours bi not legall. ms 
But I'm vile, elfe ftrange {laughter voud proceed. 
Lelie. From vence dis plaint ende brutal anger ? 
Sgan. Min vife is min in publique and yours in privat. 
Lelie. Suth fugeftion be redicule. 
Celie. Ah Traitre! dou kno vell to difembel. 
Lelie, Vat be you alfo angry becaufe mi 
Teache him difcretion ? 
Celie. Make your difcour to him: he kno too muth, 
sgan. In trot, Madam, you oblige mi vit your 
Trobel in mi defence [Evter Sganarelle’s Wife, and fpeaks to Celi¢, 
Wife. Vell ave I found you now one oder time? 
Mi fee vat doe pafle; bute you foud doe vell 
Not to feduce de heart of min veak Ufband. 
Celie. Vat is de occafion of dis tempefte > 
Wife. You ave as mufh confeience as de Devil, 
Ven he be feeke vit eating vlefh on Frydzy. 
Celie. Vat contcience, {peaka boldly.’ 
sgan. No body fend for your Company €aroyne. 
Doe you kerelle vit her vor defending mi? 
Dont feare, dy Gallante fall be taken avay. 
Cel. Goe, be not feare mi ave futh intantion, 
Dit be vone extraordinarie dreame. 
Lelie. Vat extravagance be dis. [ Turning towards Celie. 
serv. Vat be de ende of defe Galantries. {servant fleps between 
De more mi liften, de leffe mi underftand. ) Lelie & her Asifirefs. 
I fee mi muft be concerne. . : 
Lelie. Vel, vat you fay? 
Serv. Make refponfe in order and Jeta me fpeak. 
Vat is it dat you reprofh to my Maitrefs? 
Lelie. De Infidel has change me vor anoder. 
Ende upon de rumour of her being mary’d 
Mi vas tranfport vit grief not to be egall’d, 
Serv. Marry’d? to vome? | 
Lelie. To dat vonderfull Gentilman. [Points to Sganarelle. 
Serv. Vat, to him? 
Lelie. Yefe, en verite! 
Serv. Voo told you fufh ting? . 
Lelie. Himfelve. 
sgan. Begarr dis be true as de Sun fhina, 
_ Dat 
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Dat I may be marryd to min Vife. 
Lelie. Mi did fee you vit great tro-bell of 
Arte {nath min picture. 
 ggan. Vell, ende here it be. f 
Lelie. You tolda me de perfon from vome 
You did fnafh dis Token, vas bond to you 
Vit de knot of mariage. ~ 
Sgaz. Mi vas cunning to fnafh it; vor 
> Vit out dat, mi now difcover her vile amour. 
Wife. Vat {tory bitis, mi found it by thance 
Under myn veet; ande prefantly after 
Mi got Monfieur in his veaknefle into min houfe. . 
Mi kno not vome de picture refemble. (Shewing it Lelie. 
Celie. I vas de caufe of dis adventure 
_ Ofde picture; vor mi Jet it fall ven mi 
_ Vas by your care convey to your houfe. 
gery. Vit out me dere had bin ftrange mifprifion. 
' §gan. Sall vee take dis as currant money of France, 
Ende tinke de horne vas imaginaire.  ~ 
Wife. Min feare, is not depart fo quickaly. 
sgan. Bi mi trot let us tinke our felve oneft-puple. 
Accept vit out delay de berregaine propofe. 
Wife. Take heed den of de Cudgel, if I learn new ting 
Of your defigne in corner. —_ [Celie having talkt afide with Lelie. 
Celie. O Evens! if it be fo, vat ave I done? i 
Vor tinking you vit out true fait, mi ave 
Take in revange de unhappy refolution 
Viche IJ did alvay reject. Mivave promeffe - 
To min Vader—— bute here he come. [ Enter Gorgibus. 

Lelie. Mt vill {peak vit him. Sir, you fee me returne 

Vit min firft ardeur of true love, ende nou 
Mi hope you vill accomplis your promefie 
_~> Touchant mi mariage vit Celie, 

Gorg. Sir, I fee you returne vit de fame ardeur, 

Bute mi refolution ave found occafion 
Sir, your hum-bill ferviteur. 

Lelie. Vat, Sir, vill you fhange min felicitie > 

Gorg. Yes, Sir, min daughter fall follow de Law. 

Celie. Helas! how fallsmin duty be expreffe > 
‘Againft de honeur of min love? 

Gorg. Be dis {poken like de daughter to min 
Commandements. Vell you vill den retreat from 
Your inclination to Monfieur Valere ¢ Enter Villebrequin. 

‘Bute dere be his Vader, fure he is come 
To condus de bufinefle. Vat bring you here? 
Monfieur Villebrequin ¢ 

Ville. One important fecret dat I be tell 
Dis morning viche does break min promefs.to you. 

Mi Son*vome your Daughter did accept vor 
Efpoufe, has in private deceiv'd us all. 

Gorg. Vat'be de intantion of dis > 

Ville. He has bin efpoufed four mont to Lzfe 
Ende de Lady being of goot alliance, 

Mi vant de power to break de Contra& 
_Mi made to you. 


Gorg. 
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Georg. Vell let it broken, if fo, vit out 
Your leave your fon Valere be firft ingage 
To anoder 3 mi cannot conceale from you, 
Dat my felve did make promefle tomy | 
Daughter, dat MonGeur Lele foud marry her, 
Hoo is come riche in virtu from his voyage, 
Ende fall ave her. . 
ville. De choice pleafe me vell. ; 
Lelie. Ende it vill erowne min life vit happineffe. | ‘hy 
Min Arte is leap out of min Breaft for joy. 
San. Did ever fome body tink himfelf more 
Cuckol den I, Vell; a vife man may-be 
_Deceive fometime, derefore to de Hutbands 
As a prefant I fall dis council bring, 
Dat is, tho you fee all, believe no ting. 
Gorg. Bi mi trot it {all be a new proverb, 
Ende vor de joy of dis,conclufion 
Let us have a,dance a la ronde. 
Ville. Mi vill make one. 
Gorg. Mi vill make two. 
wife. Ande mi vill make vone, two, tree. 
Sgan. Mi cannot dance, but fail veche one 
Dat fall dance rare sarabrand vit Caftiniet. [ Ext Sganarelle. 


‘i They dance a la Ronde. Afeer the Dance Sganarelle returns in a 
Buffoon habit, and dances a Jig, and fo the Farce ends. . 


The Song to the Dance a Ia Ronde. 


I. 


Mrs. Gofnel. H, Love 7.4 delicate ting, 
Ah, Love is a delicate ting, 
In Vinter it gives de new Spring. 
Chorus. It-makes de dull Duth vor to dance 
Nimbell as Monfieur of France. 


2. 


Mrs. Gofnel. Ande dongh it oftex docs make, 
Ande dough it often does make, 
De head of de Cuckol to ake5 
Chorus. Yet let hine bute vinke at de Lover, 
\\) Ande de-paine vill quickly be over. 


3. 


Mrs. Gofnel. De Husband must fiill vik a littel, 
De Husband must fill vink a littel, _ 
Ande foretime be blinde as a Bee-tells 
Chorus. Ande de Vife too fome time must be, 
Ven he play trick as bline as he. 


The End of the fecond ACT. 


\ 
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The Third ACT. 
Enter Houfe-Keeper, Player. 


Play. W now to’take a farther voyage than 
Lae From Exgland-into France, and think 
Our felves with Captain Drake in the Weft Indies. 
Houf-K. Now we hall be in stilo Recitativo. 
_ [mina Trance, when I hear Vocal Mufick 5 
And inthat Trance, inclin’d to prophecie 
- That ’twill bring us inundations of fhillings. 
Play. Thou underftand’ft Recitative Mufick, 
As much as a Dray-horfé does Greek. 


a 


: THE. 
HISTORY of S FRANCIS DRAKE. 


_Expreft by Inftrumental and Vocal: Mufick, and by Art 
q of Perfpective in Scenes, ge. 


THE 
DISCRIPTION of the FRON FISPIECE. 


upon the top of which is written, in an Antick Shield, PERU5 

- and two Antick Shields are fix’d a little lower on the fides, 

_ the one bearing the Figure of the sw#,which was the Scutcheon of the 

Incas, who were Emperors of Peru: The other did bear the spread- 
Eagle, in fignification of the Aufirian Family. 


a A N Arch is difcover'd, rais’d upom {tone of Ruftick work3 


The Fit ENTRY. 


“IH E preparation of the opening of the scene is by a Prelude and 
% Corante. Aftermards the Curtain rifes by degrees to an afcend- 
ing Ayr, and a Harbour is difcerw’d, (which was firft difcover db by 
sir Francis Drake, and called by him Port-pheafant,) where two ships 
are Moor’d, and Sea-Carpenters are eretting a Pinnace, whilst others 
are felling Trees to build a Fort. The narrownefi to the entrance of the 
Harbour may be obfery'd, with Rocks on either fides and ont at Seaa 
Ship towing a Prize. Aud likewifé on the top of a high Tree, a Mar- 
riner making his Ken. This Profpett is made through a Wood, differing 
fron thofé of European Clintats, by reprefenting of Coco-Trees, Pines, 
and Palmitos. And on the Boughs of other Trees are fcen Munkies, 
Apes, azd Parrots. 


The Introduction of the Entry is by aMartial sarabaad. 
M The 


if 
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The Saraband being ended, Enter Drake Junior, and Boa ‘fain OM 
: ; . 


Drak. g \Limb, Boatfwaiw, climb! and from the height - 
jun. é OF that fteep Rock inform thy fight! 
From yonder Point our Matter call.» - aval Ya 
Vl here attend our Admiral. — - [ExztBoatfwain. ~ 
The Mift afcends,. and fouth’rd it grows clear! i) 
Methinks at diftance (omewhat does appear, 99 9. 7 1)! 
Which wakens us with hope. > © 
Boatf. A Sail! a Saih! . 
Drak.jun. Tis Englifh built, or elfe my fight does fail. 
Boatf-within. Oho! Oho! another Ship I fpy, 
And, by their Courfe, both to this Harbour ply. 
Dak.jun. She lowrs her Main-fail, the wind does rife! 
Boat{-within. She now bears in, and fhe does cow a Prize! 
Enter: Drake_ senior. 
Drak. fen. To Sea, to Sea! Man out the Boat! 
Drak.jun. It has not -Tyde enough.to float... : 
Drak. fex. Stir, Mates! ftir, ftir! and bring more hands: — 
. Shove, fhove! and roul her ore the Sands! 
~ Lancb forth, and make your Ken! 
Both by her Rigging and her Mould 
She brings our Country-men3; © oe @ 
And has a rich and heavy Hould. _ [Exeunte — 
: te Enter a Marriner, Pa a 
"4 Mar. Ho, Mate! ho, ho! what canft thou fee 
From the top-Gallant of that Tree? , 
Mar. within. The Ship does Anchor cat; . 
And now her Boat does hafte 
To reach the Shore. 
I Mar. What feeft thou more? 
Mar.within. Enough to make me ha{ten down: 
For if my eyes prove true, 
The bowels of Peru 
Shall be ript up and be our own. 
The Lion Row/é is landed here. 
1 Mar. Vil run to meet him at the Peer. 
A Tun of yellow Gold, 
Conceal’d within our Hold, 
‘For half my thare I {corn to take, “A aa 
When he is joyn’d with Dragon-Drake. (Exit, 7 


Two Adarriners having met with another newly landed; dance to” 
a Ruftick Ayre. . 
The Dance being ended, Enter Drake senior, Captain Roufe, 
Drake Junior, and Page. ad : 


! Drak. fene Welcome to Land my brother of the Sea! 
_ From childhood reckt by winds and waves like me. 


Who never canit a danger dread, OG a 

Since {till in dang’rous Tempefts bred, - a 
Yet ftill art fafe and calm within thy breatt, : a 
As Lovers who in fhady Coverts reft. . ! ‘S . 
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Thy fame about the world does make her flight, 
And flies as {wiftly as the wings of light. 
Rouf: My fame does lay her Trumpet down, 


“When yours does publifh your renown. 


Drak; fen. | What is your Prize? 
Rouf. ° *Tis fraught with Spies: 
A Carvel rigg’d at Sivell for this Coaft, 
To fetch from hence 
Intelligence 5 
But, meeting me, fhe has her voyage loft. 
Drak.fen. Brave friend, wilt thou now guided be 
By that bright Star which ufhets me? 
Rouf. What man is that, Lov’d Admiral, 
~ Who does not haften at your: call? 
He mutt be either deaf, or ever lame, 


Who follows not your loud and leading fame. 


Drak: fen. My courfe muft now not be 
Upon the open Sea: 
Our Country’s foes we muft invade 


Through Woods, and feek them in the fhade; 


And follow them where Phebus never fhines, 


Through depths as dark and winding as their Mines. 


Chorus of all. That which enlightens, and doeslead 
The World, and all our Vict’ries breed, 
We in thofe Caverns fhall behold, 
_ _.  Infeeing Man’s bright Miftrefs, Gold. 
Drak, fen. Boat all our Guns! hafte, hafte aboard! 
Unlade! then let our Ships be Moor’d! , 
Toratfe our Fort, fome hew down Trees! 
Whilft others rig our Pinnaces. 
Their watchful Guards let ev'ry Sentry keep, 
That, after labour, all may fafely fleep. 
Some o’re remoter grounds 
Walk, and relieve their Rounds: 
Whilft fome fecure each Poft 
On out-lets of the Coatft. 
That, after wandring long to trace 
Wild Rivers, we may find this place 
For our imbarkment free, 
To wander more at Sea. 
_ Drak, jun. The jealous Spaviards long have underftood 
, The danger of this Harbour’s neighbourhood. 
*Tis therefore fit 
That thou fhouldft leave behind, 
To govern it, 
A great éxperienc'd mind. 
Drak, fen. 1 know it is of high import. . 
My fecond thoughts conclude, thou Rex thalt itay, 
To finifh and fecure the Fort; 
Whilft we to Venta-Cruz enforce our way. 
Chorus of all. We muft the,Main forbear, 
And now a Coafting go, 
Then up with Rivers {teer, 
To watch how far they flow. 
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But if landing we pafs 
Where Recoes through Foords are-long wading. 
; Then wein pitty, alafs, 


Their Mules muft eafe of their lading. ae [ Exennt ones. _ S- 
The Second ENTRY. 3 EY 


A Symphony varioufly humour’d prepares the change‘of the Scene! q m 
The SCENE is chanbide ae | | ay ae 


In which is difcern’d a Rockie Country of the Symerons, who were 
a Moorifh People, brought formerly to Peru-by the Spaniards, as thei 
Slaves, to dig in Mines; and having lately revolted from them, did ‘ 
live under the government of a King of their own Election. ASeais _ 
difcover'd, and Ships at difiance, with Boats rowing to the hore, and a 
Symerons zpox the Rocks. ; ek 


The Profpe# having continud a while, this Song is fung by aStckesh! | . 
man én the foreosim Boat, and the Chorus by Adarriners rowing in if 


pe 
Steers- At ! and aloof! and fteady I fteer! 


man. ‘Tis a Boat to our with, 

And fhe flides like'a Pith, 9° 0 x 
When chearily ftem’d, and when you row clearl | 
She now has her trim 

Away let her fwim. . 
Mackrels are {waft in the fhine’of the Moons, 
And Herrizgs in Gales when they winds, 

But, timeing our Oars, fo fmoothly we run; 
That we leave them in fhoals behind us. i 
Chorus. Then cry One and all! . 

Amain, for Whitehall! 

The Diegos we'll board to rummidge their Hold; 

And drawing our Steel, they muft draw out their Gold 


2. 


Steers- Our Mafter and’s Mate, with Bacon and Peafe, | 
man In Cabins keep aboard ; 
Each as warm asa Lord: 
No Queen, lying in, lies more at her eafe: 
Whilft we lie in wait 


For Reals of Eight, | Tai a is 
And for fome Gold Quoits, ‘which fortune muft fend: ~ ¢ 
But, alas, how their ears will tingle, OT NCIPE Ba ‘or 


When finding, though ftill like Hedors we {pend, 
Yet ftill all our pockets fhall jingle: - . : Pt: 
Chorus. , Then cry, One and all! P88 
Amain, &c. : | a 


' Sheersemdte 
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_ Steers- But oh how the Purfer fhortly will ‘wonder, 
ait. When he fums in his Book 


4 | All the wealth we have took, 
And finds that we'll give him none of the Plunder 5 
Pa. He means to abate 
A The Tyth for the State: 
Then for our Owners fome part he'll dicount: 
_. But his fingers are pitcht together 5 
_ Where fo much. will ftick, that little will mount, 
When he reckons the fhares of either. \F 
Chorus. Then cry, One and all! 
Amain, &c. 


As 


Steers- At fight of our Gold, the Boatfwain will briftle, 
man. But not finding his part, 

3 He will break his proud heart, 

_ And hang himfelf ftraic ith’ chain of his Whiftle: 
Fi Abaft and afore! 

a Make way to the fhore! 

"Softly as Fifhes which flip through the ftream, 

__ That we may catch their Sentries napping. 
Poor little Diegos, they now little dream _ 

_ Of us the brave Warriors of Wapping. 

. Chorus. Then cry, One and all! 
LS Amain, &c. 


This song being fung , .Enter the King of the Symerons, Drake senior, 
a Pedro, ad Page. . 


_ King. Great Wand’rer of the Sea, 
F Thy walks {till pathlefs be. 
The Races thou doft run, 
Are known but to the Sun. 
And as the walk above, 
Q Where he does yearly move, 
We only guef3, though him we know, ° 
: By great effects below. . 
» So, though thy courfes tracelefs are, 
_ Asif conducted by a wandring Star, 
Yet by thy deeds all Climes acknowledge thee; 
» And thou art known and felt as much as he. 
___ Drak. fez. So narrow is my merit wrought, 
That when fuch breadth you thus allow my fame, 
‘Ss I ftand corrected and am taught 
‘To hide my ftory, and to thew my fhame. | 
King. ‘As tirele(s as thy body is thy mind: 
No adverfe current can thy progrefs ftop. 
‘Thy forward courage leaves all doubts behind. 
“And'when thy Anchor’s loft, thou keep’ft thy Hope. 
: Welcom! and in my Land be free, 
And pow’rful as thou art at Sea. 


' Drak, fir. 
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Drak. fen. Monarch of much! and ftill deferving more 
Than f have coated on the Weftern fhore ! ss 
Slave to my Queen! to whom thy vertue fhows, 

How low thou canft to vertue be; 

And, fince declar’d a Foe to all het Foes, 

Thou mak’ ft them lower bow to thee. 
King. Inftrac me how my Symerons and [ 


May help thee to afllit the Enemy. . 


Drak, fen. Afford me Guides to lead my bold 
Victorious Sea-men to their Gold: = 
For nothing can afflict them more, 
Than to deprive them of that {tore 
With which from hence they furnifht are 
T’affi the peaceful world with war. 
King. Here from my bofom Pedro take, 
And him thy chief Conductor make. 
Who once was an unhappy flave to them 3 
But now is free by my deferv’d e{teem. 
He is as watchful as the Eye 
Of Age ftill wak’d with jealoufie 5 
And like experienc’d Lovers wifely. true 
Who after long fufpicion find, 
They had no caufe to be unkind, 
And then with fecond vows their loves renew. 
Drak. fen. He is, fince fo defervingly expreft, 
Remov'd but from thy bofom to my breaft. 
King. All other ayds requir'd to thy defign, 


Chufe and receive, for all my f{trengths are thine. [Exennt. — 


Enter Four Symerons, who dance a Morifco for joy of the arrival of | 


sir Francis Drake, and depart. Then this Song is fung by a Chorus 


of Marriners within. : 


‘Marrinersd. Whillt Merchants cry out, fuch fport will undo ’em. 
within. And the Mafter aloud bids, Lee the Helm Lee! 
But we now {hall fear nor the Rocks nor the Sand, 
Whilft calmly we follow our Plunder at Land, 
When others in ftorms feek Prizes at Sea. 


Chorus of Winds now may whiftle, and waves may dance to "em, 


a 


The Third ENTRY. 


the change of the Scene is prepar'd by a Symphony, confifting of a 
Martial Ayr, which having continu’d a while, the Scene changes, and 
repefents a Peruvian Town , pleafantly feituated, with Palmeto-Trees, 
Guavas, and Cyprefles, growing about it, whilft Englith Land-sonl- 


diers and Sea-men feem to be drawn up towards the Weft ends whilst 
the Peruvians are feafting their Guefts , and Two of their Boys bearing: 


Fruit towards the Strangers. 


Thi 
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This Object having continu'd awhile, Enter Drake Sexior, Drake 
Junior, Pedro, Page. — 


 prak, Arch! March! wheel to the right hand ftill, 
me jen\ To fhun loofe footing on that Hill. 
From thy Mertdian run, 
‘ O thou inflaming Sun! 
_- The Ayr above us elfe to fire will turn, 
* And all this Sand beneath like Cynders burn. 
Now give the word !* 
, Drak. jun. Stand! 4 
 «-Within. 1. Stand. 2.Stand. 3. Stand. 
_—prak. fen. All firm and fudden to command ! 
_ Halt for our Reer awhile, and then 
- Welt from that Wood draw up our Men. ' 
| Stand to, your Arms till we fend out 
| . Our trufty Sywerons to {cout. | 
pedro. Scouts I have chofen, who can trace 
 Allthe Retreats, which in the chace 
~ The hunted feek all fhades to which they run, 
* When ftrength leaves them, and they the Hunters fhun: 
. Drak. fen. Are thefe Peruvzans friends, or, by furprize, 
‘es Mult we fecure them as our enemies? 
& Pedro. Great Chief, they revrence thy renown, 


4 - And thou mayft quarter in their Town. 
, an Yet fo advance with care, 

— In all the fhapes of War; 

i. That when the spaziards know 


How well they treat their Foe, 
The entertainment may appear, 
: Not the effect of Love, but Fear. 
~ prak. jun. Their dwelling feems fo frefh and flourifhing, 
As if it {till the Nurs'ry were 
Ofall the feeds that furnifh out the Spring 
For ev'ry Clime, and all the year. S.. 
Drak. fen. Here Nature to her Summer Court retires: 
. Our Northern Region is the fhade, - 
Where fhe grows cold, and looks decay'd, 
And feems to fit by artificial fires. 
Drak, june Advance, Advance, 
And in the Rear, , 
aa To make our number more appear, 
Let all our trufty Syz’rons {pread , 
Their Ranks, and be by Pedro led. 
Chorus of all. All order with fuch clemency preferve, 
me That fuch as to our pow’r fubmit, 
May take delight to cherifh it, ; 
And feem as free as thofe whom they fhallferve. ©  [Exenzt. 


Five Peruvians Exter, and -dance to a ‘Ruflick Ayr, after which, 
this Song is fing by a Peruvian, and the Chorus to at by his Country- 
men, whilft they dance again in a Round. 


Peru. 


Sy The Plg-bafe to be Lat 


‘Te 
peru. With Boughs and with Branches trim up our Bowrs, 
_ And ftrew them with Flowrs: 
To receive fuch a Gueft 
As deferves for a Feaft 
All that the Foreft, or the Field, 
Or deeper Lakes andRivers yield. 
chorus.  Stillround, and round, and round,, 
Let us compafs the ground. . 
What man is he who feels 
Any weight at his heels? 
Since our hearts are fo light, that all weigh’d together, 
Agree to a grain, and they weigh not a feather. 


| 2. s 


pers. The Lord of the Sea is welcome to Land, ee, 
And here fhall command , . 
All our Wealth, and our Arms 5 
For his name more alarms 
The spaniards, than Trumpets or Drums: 
Hark how they cry, Drake comes, Drake comes! 
Chorus. Still round, and round, and round, 
Let &c. 


3° 


pers. Though to his Foes like thofe winds he 1s rough, 
That meet in a huff: 
Yet that ftorm quickly ends, 
When embrac’d by his friends: 
Then he is calm and gentle made, 
- As Loves foft whifpers in a fhade. 

chorus. Still round, and round, and round, 

Let &e. 


| The Fourth ENTRY. 

A Wild Ayr by way of Symphony, prepares the change of the Scenes 
which having contiméd a while, the Scene is chang’d; wherein is dif- 
cern’d upon a Hill, a Wood, and in it a Trec, which was famous it 
thofe times for extraordinary compafi and heights on the top of which, 
Pedro (formerly a Slave to the Spaniards, but now employ'd by the 
Moorith King to condu® sir Francis Drake towards Panamah) had 
promisd sir Francis Drake to shew hive both the North and the South 
Atlantick seas. Englifh Souldiers and Marriners are repofing them- 
felves under it. At diftance the Natives are difcern’d in their hunting 
of Boars; and at nearer view, two Peruvians are killing a Stagg. 
This Object having remain'd awhile, * ay 


. » Enter 
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Enter Drake Sevior, Drake junior, Page. 


Drake Boar fo fierce and large 
fexior. A No Hunter e’re did charge, 
Advance thy Spear, 
And turn him there. 
Drak, jun. This laft encounter he has bravely ftood 3 
_ But now has loft his courage with his blood. 
Drak. fen. He foams, and {till his Tutks does whet, 
As if he ftill difdain’d retreat. 
Drak. jun. The wound you gave him makes him turn his head, 
To feek the darker fhades, where he was bred, 
. Page. Follow, follow! 
Drak, fen. Stay my Victorious Boy ! 
When a couragious Beat does bleed, 
Then learn how far you fhould proceed 
To ufe advantage where you may deftroy : 


_ To courage even of Beafts (ome pity’s dues 


And where refiftance fails, ceafe to purfue. 


Enter Pedro. 
Pedro. Our men have firmly {tood and {wiftly run: 
The Game was plenteous and the Chace is done. 
Drak, jun. Pedro in fev'ral forms has all 
That ev'ry where we merit call; 
Drak, fen. Wary in War as Chiefs grown old; 
And yet in fuddain dangers bold. 
Civil and real too in Courts; - 
Painful in bus’nefs and in fports. _ 
_ Pedro. Behold that Tree which much fuperiour grows 
To all that in this Wood 
Have many Ages ftood: 
Beneath whofe fhade your Warriours may repofe. 
Drak: jun, There let us ftay 
And turn our Prey 
Into a Feaft 
Till in the Weft 
The CyprefS curtain of the night is drawn. 
Then forward march as early as the dawn. 
Drak. fex. Is this that moft renown’d of Weftern Trees 
On whofe Main-top 


Thou gav {ft me hope 
To view the North and South Atlantick Seas? 
Pedro. It iss therefore with {peed 


Thither, my Chief, proceed: 
And, when you climbing have attain’d the height, 
Report will grow authentick by your fight. 
Drak; fen. When from thofe lofty branches I 
The fouth Atlantick {py 
My vows fhall higher fly, 
Till they with higheft Heav’n prevail, 
That, as I fee it, I may on it fail. 
Drak, jun. No Englifh Keel‘hath yet that Ocean plow’d. 
_ Pedro If Prophefie from me may be allow’d, 
N Renowned 
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Renowned Drake, Heavn does decree 
That happy enterprize to thee 
For thou of all the Brztavs art the firft 
That boldly durft 
This Weltern World invade 5 
And as thou now art made 
The firft to whom that Ocean will be fhown, 
So to thy [fle thou firtt fhalt make it known. 
chorus of all. This Prophefie will rife 
To higher Enterprife. 
The Exglifh Lion’s walk fhall reach as far’ 
Aé profprous valour dares adventure War. 
As Winds can drive, or Waves can bear ; 
Thofe Ships which boldeft Pilots ‘{tear. [ Exennt. 


This Song is fung by two Land Sonldiers, and two Seamen. 


sean. How comes it you Landmen, and we of the Sea, 
Though oft mixt together yet feldom agree? 
Landi. A Riddle, which we can find out no more 
Than you can why Seas conteft with the fhore. 
seam. We give a fhrewd guels how our quarrels have grown 5 
For {till when at Land we are joyntly defign’d . 
To the dainty delight of ftorming a Town, 
You run to the Plunder, and leave us behind. 
Landm. Alas, our dear Brothers! How can we forbear >? 
But aboord when you have us, where wonderful Gold 
Is fhovell’d like Ballaft, y’are even with us there: 
We fight on the Decks, whilft you rummidge the Hold. 
Seam. But now we fhall march where the Diegos (though loth 
To part with it civ'ly) may foon oblige both. (gers, 
Land. They fo much are fcar’d from their wits with their dan- 
That now they want wit to be civil to ftrangers. 
Chorus Come let us joyn hands then, and nere part afunder, 
of all. But, like the true Sons of trufty old Mothers, 
Make equally hafte to a fhap of the plunder, 
Then juitly divide, and {pend it like Brothers. , 


_ This Song being ended, the two Land-Souldiers avd tmo Sea-men dance 
a figg, to intimate their future amity. : 


The Fifth ENTRY. 


This Entry is prepared by an Ayr and Corantes and then the Scene 
is changd, in which is difcover'd the rifing of the Sun through 4 
thick Wood, and Venta-Cruz at great distance on the South fide. This 
being difcera d a while, , 


s 


Enter Drake Senior, Drake junior, Page, Souldier. 


Drak. Fy Old Roufé, doubting our fafety by our ftay 5 


jun. Thinking his patience longer than our way 5 | 
And 
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And having well fecur’d our Port, - 
Our Trenches digg’d, and rais’d our Fort; 
Is here arriv’d, refolving {till to be 
A fharer in your worfer deftiny. 
He was conducted by a Symeron 3 
— And bows for what. his rather Love has done. 
Drak; fe. I fhall be very flow . 
When I muft backward go 
With punifhment to overtake , 
The errours which my ftiend did make. 
Tell him I. know his fault is paft 5 
And now I cannot but go faft, 
When I fhall forward move 
To meet approaching Love. [ Exét Souldier. 
_ The morn begins her glory in the Eatft; 
_ And now the World prepares 
To entertain new cares 5 
Though thold fuffic’d to hinder all our reft. 
. Drake jun. Benighted Seamen now their courfe reform 
Who, Coafting, were mifguided. by a ftorm. 
Now Merchants to imported ftowage hatte, 
— Whilft Plowmen drive from Cottages their Teems. 
The Poor In Cities rife to toyl and faftes 
_ And Lovers grieve to leave theit pleafant dreams. 
Drak; fen. Be. careful not to let 
The Camps Revelie beat 
Tomake our Warriours rife and move: 
But as Heav’ns Traveller above 
Unheard begins, and fileatly his way 
Does {till continue till he perfects day, 
So all this progrefs muft be calmly made. 
The winds, which ftill unfeen ah 
Have in their motion been, : 
Oft pafs without a whifper through the fhade. 
Drak. jun. Each, dutious as your flave, 
Does to your Orders grow 3 
And all; as in the Grave, 
are hufht and private now. _ 
Drak, fen, E’re we begin to march, fend out 
The symerons again to. {cout : 
Let not’our Wings be loofely fpread : 
The Van I'll at fome diftance lead. 
Thofe who the Baggage bear 
Let Pedro ftill relieve, and clofse 
Secure their haltings in our Grofs. 
You thall command the Rear. 


é 


Enter Roule. 


Ronfe. Arm, Arm! make hafte, and bring me to my Chief’ 
Drak. fen. What great diftrefs does haften for relief! 
| Ronfe. I come not now thy pardon to receive, 
Becaufe my rafher love without thy leave 
Durft venture for a fhare 
Of thy mifhaps in War. 
od 2 Drake 
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Drak. fen. ’ What wildnefs more 
Than I have feen before 
In Deferts openly expos’d 
Or Woods with ancient growth of {hades inclos’d, 
Or Seas, when nought but light’ning has appear’d, 
And only Thunder and the Winds were heard, 
Does now. thy wond’ring looks poflefs > 
Drak, jun. What more'than yet thou canft exprefs? 
Rowf. Drake, thy belov’d renown is loft, 
OF. which thy Nation us’d to boatt: 
Since now where thou a fword doft wear; 
And many marks of pow’r doft bear, 
The wortt of licenfe does beft Laws invade: 
For Beauty is an abject captive made35 
Even whilft thofe flowry Ornaments are worn 
Which fhould the Bridal dignity adorn. 
If thus the crowd be fuffer’d to deride 
The facred Rites and Honours of a Bride, 
Let favage War devour all civil Peace, 
Love fly from Courts to Camps, and Sexes ceafe. 
Drak. fen. Thy myftick meaning thou doft lefs 
By words than by thy looks exprefs. 
Drak, jun. That we may better know 
Thy thoughts, make hafte to fhow 
The object of our wonder, and thy fear. 
Roxf. Turn your unhappy eyes, and fee it there. 


The Scene is fiddenly changed into the former profpect of the rifing — 
of the Morning, and Venta Cruz3 but about the Middle, it is varyd 
with the difcou'ry of @ Beantiful Lady ty'd to a Tree, adorn'd with the 
Ornaments of a Bride, with her hair difhevel'd, and complaining, with 
her hands towards Heaven: About her are likewifé diftern'd the Sy- 
merons who took her prifoner. Sint 


Drak. fen. What difmal beauty does amaze my fight, 
Which from black forrow breaks like Morn ‘from Night? 
And though it fweeteft beauty be . 
Does feem more terrible to me 
Than all the fudden and the various forms 
Which Death does wear in Battels and in ftorms. 
Ronf. A party_of your Symerons (whofe eyes 
Pierce through that darknefs which does night difguife 
Whom weary toyls might {leepy make, 
But that revenge keeps them awake) 
Did e’re the early dawning rife, 
And clofe by Venta-Cruz furprife 
A Bride and Bridegroom at their Nuptial Feaft, 
To whom the Syz'rexs now 
Much more than fury fhow 5 
For they have all thofe cruelties expreft 
That spawifh pride could e’re provoke from them 
Or Moerifh Malice can revenge efteem. 
Drak. fen. Arm! Arm! the honour of my Nation turns 
To fhame, when an afilidted Beauty mourns. 
aS Though 
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Though here thefe crue! Sywerons exceed 
Our number, yet they are too few to bleed 
When Honour muft revengeful be 
For this affront to Love and me. 
Drak. jun. Our Forces of the Land, 
Brave Chief, let me command. 
Drak. few. March on! whilft with my Seamen! advance, 
Let none, before the Dice are caft, defpair 5 
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Nor after they are thrown, diflike the chance; 


For Honour throws at all, and {till plays fair, 
Rouf- In beauties noble caufé no Seamen doubt, 
 . If Poets may authentick be. 
~ For Sea-born Venus fake let then march out : 

__ She leads them both at Land and Sea. 
Drak. fen. — Long yet e’re night 
. I fhall in fight 
Their ftormy courage prove: 
Bach Seaman hath his Azermaid too 5 
And by inftiné muft love, 
Though he were never taught to woo. 
Ezter Pedro. | 
Pedro. Stay! ftay! fuccefsful Chief! my heart as low 
- As the foundation where thou tread’{t does bow : 
But “tis not for my own offence; 
For if I fhould offend 
My King, in thee his friend, 
I would not with my {elf difpence. 
Thy mercy fhall our pattern be, 
Behoid th’afilicted Bride is free. 


The scene is fuddenly chang'd again, where the Lady is vanifht, and 
nothing appears but that Profped which was in the beginning of the 
Entry. 


She is as free and as unblemifht too 
Asif the had.a Pris’ner been to you. 
Drak; fen, What are they who difguis'd in nights dark fhade, 
Unlicens'd, from our Camp this fally made? 
. Strait to the ftroke of Juftice bring me thofe! 
Pedro. They thought their duties was to take their foes. 
Be merciful, and cenfure the offénce 
To be but their miftaken diligence. 
Drak, jun. Sufpe& not Pedro in this crime, who {till 
Has fhewn exact obedience to thy will. 
Pedro. And noble Chief, the cruelties which they 
Have often felt beneath the spaniards fway 
(Who mid{ft the triumphs of our Nuptial feafts. 
Have fore’d our Brides, and flaughter’d all our guefts) 
May fome excufe even from your reafon draw : 
Revenge does all the fetters break of Law. 
Drak, fen. The future guidance and the care 
Of their demeanour in this war, | 
Is tridly, Pedro, left to thee: 
The gentle Sex mutt ftill be free. . 
) 
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No length of ftudy’d torments fhall fuffice 
To punifh all unmanly cruelties. 
March on! they may e’re night redeem ; 
By vertuous Valour my efteem. —- [Exewut Drake fexior, 
Drake junior, Roule, and Page. 
pedro. Ho! ho! the Pris’ners ftraight unbind, 
And let the Bride all homage find 5 
The Father and the Bridegroom hither bring. 
E’re yet our Van fhall far advance, 
‘Know Diegos you muft dance. 
Strike up, {trike up, in honour of my King: 


Enter the Father of the Bride, and her Bridegroom 3 the Bridegroom 
dancing with Caftanietos,to exprefi the joy be receives for bis liberty, 
whilft the Father moves to his meafures, denoting the fright he bad 
receiv'd from the Symerons, when he was furprizd at his nuptial 
Entertainment. 


The Sixth ENTRY. 


his Entry is prepar’d with a Martial Ayr , and prefently the Scene 
is chang'd 3 wherein is difcover'd the Profpect of a hilly Country, with 
the Town Panamah at 2 diftance, and Recoes of Mules, in along train, 
loaden with Wedges of Silver and Ingots of Gold, and travelling in 
several Roads down a Mountain. There likewife may be difcern'd their 
Drivers and Guards. | 


Enter Drake Senior, Drake Junior, Page. 


Drak. jun. HE Reco is not yet within our Ken. 
Drak, fen. It will be ftrait. Draw up our men, 
And in low whifpers give our orders out. 
Drak. jun. Where’s Pedro now ? 
Drak, fen. Upon the brow 


Of that high Hill, I fent him there to cout. 
Enter Roule. 
Rouf. Chief, we are all into a. Body drawn, 
And now an hour is wafted fince the dawn. 
Drak, fen. The time will yet fuffice. We halted here 
To ftay for our tir’d Baggage in the Reer. 
Rox If ought from new refolves thou wilt command, 
Speak, Chief, we now in expectation ftand. 
Drak, fen. If Englifh courage could at all be rais‘d, a 
By being well perfwaded, or much prais‘d, 
Speech were of ufe: but Valour born, not bred 
Cannot by art (fince being fo, 
ft does as far as Nature go) 2 
Be higher lifted, or be farther led. 
All I would fpeak, fhould tell you, I defpife 
That treafure which I now would make your Prize: 


-Unworthy ’tis to be your chiefeft aim. 


For this attempt is not for Gold, but Fames 
Which 
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Which is not got when we the Reco git, 
But by fubduing thofe who refcue it. 
Erter a Souldier.’ 
sol. Pedro defcends the Hill, and does defire 
That from this open plain you would retire, 
And wheel behind that Wood a little {pace. 
Drak. fez. Divide our Forces to fecure the pafs. [ Exennt. 


Enter Drake junior, aSouldier, Roufe, avd a Maxinen, the Souldier 
| and Mariner being brought to be plac’d as Sentries, 


Drak, jun. This muft your ftation bes 

Stand {tedfaft as that Tree! 
» Rouf- Bravely alive upon this ground, 
Or greater elfe in death be found. [Exeunt Drak. juz. and Roufe. 

The Bells of the Mules are heard from within. 

Mar. Mules! Mules! I hear their walking chime, Ting, Ting !— 
_ They love fad Tunes, how dolefully they ring ? ; 
sol. This found feems fingle, and from far does come. 
Would I were leading one rich Mule at home. 

Mar. Still one and all I cry. 

Sol. The reft are paffing by. 
~ Hark! hark! this mournful toling does foretel 

Some Diegos death, it is his pafling-Bell. 


Enter Pedro, leading aSymeron to be plac’d as 4 Sentry. 


Pedro. Here Syw'ron, you muft bold and watchful be, 
Two Foes refi(t, but if oppreft by three, 
Then ftrait fall back to that next Sentry there: 
Or if in Grofs th’ Enemy does appear, 
Both to the third retirement make, 
Till we th’ Alarm, advancing, take. 
‘mar. Friend Pedro, friend! [s’t one and all? 
Pedro. Speak foftly, Sentry, doft thou call > 
Mar. How many golden Recoes did{t thou {py ? 
Pedro. But two: in which I guefs 
By diftant view no lefs 
‘Than ninety loaden Mules are paffing by. 
Sol. What number is their Guard who march before? 
Pedro. Five hundred Foot,their Horfe may feem threefcore. [ Exit. 
sol. Friend of the Sea, their number is not {mall. 
war. Twill ferve our turn, they crying one and all! 
’ But brother of the Land, 
We now mutt underftand 
That Bafta is the Word. 
Sol. Would thou wer’t fafe aboard. 
Mar. Afleep under Deck, and danc’d on a Billow, 
With two filver Wedges, each for my Pillow. 


Enter Drake Senior, with his Sword drawn. 


Drak. fen. That Volly was well fir’d, 

Our out-Guards are retir’d. 

Draw alll our Sentries in! 

The Skirmifh does begin. [ Exit. 
Clafhing of Arms is beard afar off: 


Enter 


@ 
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Enter Drake Junior. 


Drak: jun. More Pikes! miore Pikes! to reinforce 
That Squadron, and repulfe the Horfe. 
Enter Roule. 
Rouf. The Foe does make his firft bold count’nance good. 
Our charge was bravely made, and well withftood. 
‘Enter Pedro. 
Rouf. Your Sy#’rons, valiant Pedro, feem to reel. 
Pedro. Sufpect your Rocks at Sea. They do but wheel. 
Hafte! hafte! brave sy~’rons, hafte to gain that bank, 
And with your Arrows gall them in the flank. | 
_ (Clafhing of Arus within again. Exennt. 
Exter Drake Senior, Page. 
Drak. fen. How warmly was.this ftrife 
Maintain’d ’twixt Death and Life; teslrty 
Till Blood had quench’d the flame of Valours fire? - 
Death feeming to advance in halte, 
Whilft Life, though weary, yet ftood faft; 
For Life is {till unwilling to retire. 
My Land-men bravely fought, 
And high renown have got, . 
For twice my Sea-men they from death reliey’d. in om@ell 
As oft my Sea-men have 
Preferv’d them from the grave, 
And did requite the refcue they receiv'd. , 
Enter Drake Junior. : - 
Drak, jun. They fly! they fly! yet now they feem to face 
All thofe who them purfue, 
aid And would the Fight renew. [Exter Roufe & Ped. — 
Rou. They fly, they fly! 
Drak, fen. Away, make good the Chafe. [Exennt omnes. 
Chorus of all within. Follow, follow, follow! q 


Ezter Drake senior, Drake Junior, Roufe, Pedro, Page. 


Pedro. The Mules are feis’d, and in our pow’r remain. 
Drak, fen. Draw out new Guards, and range them in the Plain. 
Thofe who hereafter on our Legend look, 
And value us by that whith we have took, 
May over-reckon it, and us mifprize. 
Our dang’rous courfe through ftorms and raging floods, 
And painful march through unfrequented Woods, 
Will make thofe wings by which our fame fhall rife. 
Your glory, valiant Englifh muft be known, 
When men {hall read how you did dare 
‘To fail fo long, and march fo far, 
To tempt a ftrength much greater than your own. 
Drak. jun. And now by making our Retreat, 
We fhall new Wreaths and Statues get. 


The Grand Chorus, firfi fing by Drake fen. 


Chorus of all. Our Courfe let's to victorious Exgland fteer! 
Where, when our Sails fhall on the Coaft appear, 


Thofe 


Thofe who from Rocks and Steeples {py 

> Our Streamers out, and Colours fly, 

ae Will caufe the Bells to ring, 

ye Whilft chearfully they fing 

. Our ftory, which fhall their Example be, 

ye _ And make Succeflion cry, To Sea, to Sea. Exeunt ontnes. 


_ the Grand Dance begins, confifting of two Land-fouldiers, two Sea-. 
men, two Symerons, and a Peruvian 5 imtimating by their feveral in- 
terchange of falutations, their mutual defires of amity. 


rt 
* 


4 iv - The Fourth. AC T. 


2 The Cruelty of the SPANIARDS in PERU, 


The Argument of the whole defign, confifting of fix 
ENTRIES. 


T' E Defign is firft to reprefent the happy condition of the 


People of Perz anciently, when their inclinations were go- 
ea vern’d by Natures and then it makes fome difcov’ry of 
their eftablifhment under the Twelve Ivcas, and of the diffentions 
of the two Sons of the laft Izcez. Then proceeds to the difcov’ry 
"of that new Weftern World by the speniard, which happen’d to be 
_ during the diffention of the two Royal Brethren. It likewife pro- 
ceeds to the Spaniards Conqueft gf that Ivcaz Empire, and then 
_ difcovers the cruelty of the spaniards over the Indians, and over 
all Chriftians (excepting thofe of their own Nation) who landing 
in thofe parts, came unhappily into their power. And towards the 
conclufion,it infers the Voyages of the Exgii/h thither,and the amity 
of the Natives towards them, under whofe Enfigns (encourag’d by 
_aProphecy of their chief Prieft) they hope to be made Victorious, 
and to be freed from the Yoke of the spaniard. 


4 | The Firt ENTRY. 


HE Audience are entertain'd by Infirumental Mulick and a Sym- 
; phony (being a wild Ayr futable to the Region) which having 
prepar'd the Scene, a Lantdchap of the Weft-Indies  difcern'ds di- 
flinguifot from other Regions by the parcht and bare tops of distant 
Bills. by sands fhining on the fhores of Rivers, and the Natives, ix 
| feather’d Habits and Bonnets, carrying in Indian Baskets, Ingots of 
Gold, and Wedges of Silver. some of the Natives being likewife dif- 
cern’ in their natural {ports of Hunting and Fifhing. | This Profpedt is 
made through a Wood, differing from thofé of European Climats, by 
reprefenting of Coco-Trecs, Pines, avd Palmitos; and on the boughs 
of other Trees are feen Munkies, Apes, avd Parrots; and at farther 

diftance, Vallies of Sugar-Canes. Be 
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The Symphony being ended: Fhe chief Prief? of Peru enters. 


i. 
, 


Hy 


The 


or 


Prieft is cloth d im a garment of Feathers, longer than any of thofe 
that are worn by other Natives, with a Bonnet whofe ornament of’ 
Plumes does likewife give him a diftinition from the reft, and care 
ries in bis band a guilded Verge. He likewife, becaufe the Peruvians 
were worfhippers of the Sun, carries the Figure of the Sunon his Bonnet 


and Breaft. 


Euter Houfe-Keeper, Player. 


Play. OW, Friend, we muft ftill fuppofe 
N Our felves at Fer. 

Houf’K. What's he? a humane Bird. 

play. Afeather'd Preift, who muft {peak in the 
Dumb fhow, and defcribe the condition of America, 
Before the Spaniard farpriz’d it. 


The Firft Speech, 
Spoken by the Prieft of the Sun: 


Taking a fhort view of their condition, before the Royal Family of the F 
Incas taught them to live together in multitudes, under Laws, and 


made thens by Arms reduce many other Nations. 


Hus frefh did Nature in our world appear, 
‘When firft her Rofes did their leaves unfold: 

E’re fhe did ufe Art’s Colours, and e’re fear 

Had made her pale, or fhe with cares lookt old. 
When various {ports did Man’s lov’d freedom fhow, 

And ftill’the free were willing to obey 5 
Youth did to Age, and Sons to Parents bow. 

Parents and Age firft taught the Laws of {way. 
When yet we no juft motive had to fear 

Our bolder Izcas would by Arms be rais'd 5 
When, temp’rately, they {till contented were, 

As great examples, to be only prais d. 
When none for being {trong did feek reward, 

Nor any for the {pace of Empire {trove: 
When Valour courted Peace and never card 

For any recompence, but publique love. 
We fetter’d none, nor were by any bound; 

None follow’d Gold through Lab’rinths of the Mines 
And that which we on ftrands of Rivers’found, 

Did only on our Priefts in Temples fhine. 

Then with his Verge, each Prieft 
Could, like an Exorcift, 
The coldeft of his ftadents warm, 
And thus provoke them with a Charm. 


f Exit. 
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The Firft Song. 


In purfuance of the manner of their Life, before their Incas broughi 
then: to live in Cities, and to build Forts. 


I. 


Hilft yet our world was new, 
W When not difcover'd by the old ; 
E’re begger’d flaves we grew, 
For having filver Hills, and ftrands of Gold. 
’ chorus. We danc’d and we fung, 
And lookt ever young, 
And from reftraints were free, 
As waves and winds at Sea. 


2 


When wildly we did live, 
_ F’re crafty Cities made us tame: 
When each his whole would give 
To all, and none peculiar right did claim. 
Chorus. We danc‘d and we fung, 
&e. 


ze 


When none did riches with, 
And none were rich by bus’nefs made 5 
When all did Hunt or Fifh, 
And {port was all our labour and our trade. 
Chorus. We danc'd and we fung, 
&c. 
® 
_ When Forts were not devis’d, 
Nor Cittadels did Towns devour : 
When lowly fheds fuffic’d, 
 Becaufe we fear'd the weather more than pow’r. 
Chorus. We danc'd and we fung, 
&c. 


5- 


When Garments were not worn, 
Nor fhame did nakednefs refent: + 
Nor Poverty bred fcorn: 
When none could want, and all were innocent. - 
Chorus. We danc’d and we fung, . 
&e. 


The Second ENTRY. | 


| AN Alman and Corante are playd: after which a Trum 
changes the Scene; where a Fleet is difcern’d at difta: 
O 2 
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a profped of the sea and Indian Coafts the Ships bearing in their 
Flags the Spread-Eagle, to denote the Auftrian Family; and on the 
right fide are feen fome Natives of Peru, pointing with amazement 
to the Fleet, (as never having had the view of Ships before) andina . 
mourning cundition take their leaves of thir Wives and Children 5 be- 
caufe of an ancient prophecy amongst then, which did fignifie, Thata 
Bearded People (thofé of Peru having ever held it uncomely to wear 
Beards) fhould {pring ont of the sea, and conquer them. The ob- 
jek having remained a while, the Prief? of the Sin enters. : 


“The Second Speech, Pyouil 


Deferibing briefly the pleafant lives of the Incas till this feafon of ful- 
filling that prophecy , when a Bearded People fhould come frou the 
sea to deftropthew 5 and two of the Incan Family rvine that Empire, — 
which twelve of the Experours had erected. 


N all the foft delights of fleep and eafe, 
iI Secure from War, in peaceful Palaces, 
Our Incas liv’'d: but now I fee their doom: 
Guided by winds, the Bearded People come! 
And that dire Prophecy mutt be futfill’d, 
When two hall ruine what our twelve did build. 
‘Tis long fince firft the Sun’s chief Prieft foretold, 
That cruel men, Idolaters of Gold, 
Should pafé vaft Seasto feck their Harbour here. 
Behold, in floating Caftles they appear! 
Mine eyes are ftruck ! Away, away 
With gentle Love’s delicious fway ! 
The Incas from their wives mutt fly ! 
And ours may foon believe 
We mourn to fee them grieve, 
But fhall rejoyce to fee them dy. | 
For they by dying fafety gain: 
And when they quit, 
In Death’s cold fit, 
Love’s pleafure they fhall lofe Life’s pain. ©” 


The Second Song, © 


Intimatine their forrow for their future condition, ( according to the 
Prophecy.) under their new Masters the Spaniards. 


I. 


O more, no more, * 
Shall we drag to the fhore 

Our Nets at the ebb of the Flood; . 

Nor after we lay 

The toyls for our Prey, * 
Shall we meet to compafs the Wood. 
Nor with our Arrows e’re delight, 

To get renown Lag 

By taking down ' 
The foaring Eagle in his flight. Make 
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Make hafte! make hatte! 
You delights that are paft! 
And do not to our thoughts appear: 
Left vainly we boaft 
Of joys we have loft, 


' And grieve to reckon what we were. 


The Incas glory now is gone! 
__ Dark grows that light, 
‘Which chear’d our fight, 


4 _ Set is their deity, the Sun. 


Chorus. A\lcreatures when they breed, 
May then. with fafety feed: 
All fhall have times for liberty but we. 
We, who their Mafters were, 
Muft now fuch Matters fear, 
As will no feafon give us to be free. 


‘This Song being ended, a doleful Ayrisheard, which prepares, | 
the entrance of two Indians, in their feather’d habits of Perg! they 


~~ enter feverally from the oppofite fides of the Wood, and gazing 


on the face of the scewe, fall into a Mimick Dance, in which they 
_exprefs the Argument of the Profpe@, by their admiration at the 
_ fight of the Ships, (which was to thofe of Perz a new and wonder- 
fall object) ‘and their lamentation, at beholding their Country- 
men in deep affliction, and taking their leaves of their Wives and 
Children. 


The Third ENTRY. 


Symphony , coufifting of four tunes, prepares the change of the 
-- A Scenes the profpe confifting of a plain Indian Country, in which 
are difcern’d at diftance tmo Peruvian Armies nearching, and ready to 
give Battel, being led by the two Royal Brethren, Sons of the laf? Inca, 
Armd with Bows, Glaves, and Spears, and wearing Quivers on their 
backs. The objet having continu'd a while, the Prieft of the Sun enters. 


The Third Speech, 


Intimating the unhappy event of the love of the last Inca; for he Ccon- 
trary to the cuftom of all bis Royal Anceftors, who always marryd 
their own Sifters.) had chofen to his fecond Wife the beautiful Daughter 
of an inferiour Prince: his Priefts and People having always believ'd 
70 blood lefs diftant than that of his Sifters, worthy to mingle with 
his own for propagation of the Emperial Race. This foreign Beauty 
fo far prevail’d on bis paffion, that fhe wade him in his age affign a 

a con{iderabte part of his Dominion to a younger Son, his Anceftors 
never having, during elepen Generations, divided their Empzre. 
This Youth, growing ambitious after his Fathers death, road se 

; elder 
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elder Brother at that unfortunate time when the Spaniards, purfuing 
their fecond difcovery of the Peruvian Coaft , landed, and made a 
prodigious ufe of the divilion of the two Brethren, by proving fuc- 


cefiful in giving their alfiftauce to the unjuft caufe of the Younger. 


OW fatal did our Inca’s paflion prove, cy 
Whilft long made fubject to a foreign love ? 
Poor Lovers, who from Empire’s arts are free, 
By Nature may entirely guided be, 
They may retire to fhady Cottages, 
And ftudy there only themfelves to pleafe : 
For few confider what they mean or do 5 
But Nations are concern’d when Monarchs woo. 
And though our Izca by no Law was ty’d 
To love but one, yet could he not divide 
His publick Empire as his private bed. 
In Thrones each is to whole Dominion bred. 
He blindly pris’d his younger fon’s defert, 
Dividing Empire as he did his heart. . 
And fince his death, this made the younger dare 
T’affront the elder’s fov’rainty with war. 
Ambition’s monftrous ftomach does encreafe 
By eating, and it fears to ftarve, unlefs 
It (till may feed, and all it fees devour. 
Ambition is not tir’d with toyl, nor cloy’d with pow'r. 


The Third Song, 


Which purfies the Argument of the Speech, and further illuftrates the 
many miferies, which the Civil War between. the two Royal Brethren. 
produc'd. 


I. 


BA Incas have fucceflively 
Our fpacious Empire fway’ds 
Whofe power whilft we obey'd, 
We liv’d fo happy and fo free, 
Asif we were not kept in aw | 

; By any Law, 

Which Martial Kings aloud proclaim. 
Soft confcience, Nature’s whifp’ring Orator, 
Did teach us what to love or to abhor 5 

And all our punifhment was fhame. 


2. 


Our late great Ivca fatally, 
Did by a fecond Wife 
Eclipfe his fhining life, 
Whilft reafon did on love rely. . 
Thofe Rays the often turn’d and check't, 
Which with direct 


Full 
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Full beams fhould have adorn’d his known 
And firft authoris’d Race: But Kings who move 


Tog 


_ * Within a lowly fphear of private love, _ 


Are too domeftick for a Throne, 
Chorus. Now rigid War is come, and Peace js gone, 
Fear governs us, and jealoufie the Throne. 
Ambition hath our Chiefs poffett : 
All now are wak’t, all are alarm’d: 
The weary know not where to reft, 
Nor dare the harmlefs be unarm’d, 


After this Song a Warlike Ayr is play’d, to which fucceeds a 
Martial Dance, perform’d by four Peruoians, arm’d with Glaves, 
who enter feverally from oppofite fides of the Wood, and exprefs 
by their motions and geftures the fury of that Civil War, which, 
by the ambition of the younger Brother, has engag’d their Country; 
and then depart in purfuit of each other. 


The Fourth ENTRY. 


Syuephony , coulifting of four tunes, prepares the change of the 
Scene; which reprefents a great Peruvian Army, put to flight by 


4 finall Body of Spaniards. This object is produc’d in purfuance of the 


main Arguments for the Spaniards having firft bred an amazement in 
the Natives, by the noifé and fire of their Guns, and having afterwards 
Subverted the elder Inca by affesting the younger, did in a fhort time at- 
tain the Dominion over both by Conqueft. The object of this scene hav- 


ing remain'd a while, the Prieft of the Suz enters. 


The Fourth Speech, 


Intimating the aveazement of the Peruvians at the fight of the Spani- 
ards ix Arms 3 the confideration of the great diflance of the Region 
from whence they came 5 of the ill effects of Armour worn by a People 
whows they never had offended, and of the fecurity of innocence. 


. W's dark and diftant Region bred 


For War that bearded Race, 
Whofe ev'ry uncouth face 
We more than Death’s cold viffage dread ? 
They could not ftill be guided by the Sun. ‘ 
Nor had they ev'ry night | 
The Moon inform their fight; 


_ How durft they feek thofe dangers which we fhun? 


Sure they muft more than mortal be, 
That did fo little care 
For life, or elfe they are 

Surer of future life than we. 


_ But how they reafons laws in life fulfill 


We know not; yet we know, 
That fcorn of life is low, 
Compar’d to the difdain of living ill. . ree 
n 
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And we may judge that all they do 
In life’s whole {cene is bad, ~ 
Since they with Arms are clad 
Defenfive and Offenfive too. 
In Nature it is fear that makes us arm 5 
And fear by guilt is bred: 
The guiltlefs nothing dread, 
Defence not feeking, nor defigning harm. [ Exit. 


The Fourth Song, ; 


Purfuing the Argument of the amazement and fear of the Natives, oc- 
cafion'd by the confideration of the long Voyage of the Spaniards to 


invade thew, 
I . 


Hofe foreign fhapes fo ftrange appear, 
That wonderful they feem 5 ; 
And ftrangenefs breeds efteem 5 
And wonder doth engender fear: 
And from our fear does adoration rife: 
" Elfe why do we encline 
To think them Pow’rs divine, 
And that we are ordain’d their facrifice? . 
Chorus. 1. When we our Arrows draw, 
It is with dreadful awe: 
>. Moving towards them whom we are loth to meet, 
ae As if we macht to face our deftiny ; 
4. Not trufting to our Arrows but our feet, 
‘As if our bus’nefs were to fly, to fly 


2. 


All in We thought them more than human kind.” 
Chorus. That durft adventure life - 
Through thetempeftuous {trife 
Of Seas and ev'ry raging wind. 
Through Seas fo wide, and for their depth fo fear’d, 
That we by leaps as foon 
May reach th’afcended Moon, 
As guefs through what vaft dangers they have {teer'd. 
Chorus. When we our Arrows draw, 
&ce 


This Song being ended, a Saraband is play’d, whilft two Spani- 


ards enter from the oppofite fides of the Scene, exactly cloth’d and 
arm’d according to the cuftom of their Nation:, and to exprefs 


their triumph after the victory over the Natives, they folemnly un- 


cloak and unarm themfelves to the Tune, and afterwards dance with 
Caftanictos. ! 7 


The | 
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j | The Fifth ENTRY. 

| & Dolefil Pavin is play’d to prepare the change of the Scene, which 

reprefents a dark Prifon at great diflences and farther to the 

view are difcern'd Racks , and other Engines of torient, with which 

the Spaniards are tormenting the Natives and Englith Atariners, which 
may be fuppos'd to be lately landed there to difcover the Card, Two 
Spaniards are likewife. difcover'd , fitting in their Cloaks, and appear- 
ing more folemn in Ruffs, with Rapiers and Daggers by their fides 5 
the one turuing a Spit, whilft the other is bafling an Indian Prizce 
which is rofted at an artificial fire. This objet? having remain'd a while, 
the Prieft of the Sun enters. 3 


The Fifth Speech. 


the horrour of the Natives, bred by the objec of the diver (ee 
torments devis'd by the patra. rfity of new 


Hefe ftudy arts of length’ning languifhment, 
And {trength’ning thofe for pains whom pain hath fpent: 
They make the Cramp, by waters drill'd, to ceafe 
Men ready to expire, 
Bafte them with drops of fire, 
And then, they lay them on the Rack for eafe. 


What Race is this, who for our punifhment 
Pretend that they in hafte from Heav'n were fent, 
As juft deftroyers of Idolatry ? 

Yet will they not permit 

We fhould our Idolls quit, 
Becaufe the Chriftian Law makes Converts free. 


Or if, to pleafe their Priefts, fome Chief permits 
A few of us to be their Profelytes; 
Yet all our freedom then ts but deceit. 
They eafe us from our Chains 
; “To make us take more pains, 
Light’ning our legs to give our fhoulders weight. 


And other Chriftian ftrangers landing here, 

Strait, to their jealous fight, as {pies appear: 

And thofe, they fo much worfe than Heathens deem, 
That they mutt tortur’d dye. 
The world ftill wafte muft lye, 

Or elfe a Prifon be to all but them. 


The Fifth Song. 


Purfuing the Argument of the Speech, by a farther deteflation of that 
cruelty, which the ambition of the Spaniards made them exercife 
in Peru. 

P IF 
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I. 


F Man from fov’reign reafon does derive 
Or’e Beafts a high prerogative, 
Why does he fo himfelf behave, 
That Beafts appear to be 
More rational than he! 
Who has deferv’d to be their flave. 


2. 


How. comes wild cruelty in humane breafts 2 
Proud Man more cruel is than Beatts5 
When Beafts by hunger are enrag’d, 

They no long pains devife 
For dying enemies, 
But kill, and eat, and are affwag’d. 
| 3° 

So much is Man refin’d in cruelty 
As not to make men quickly dye. 

He knows by death all pains are paft. 
_ But as he hath the {kill 


A thoufand ways to kill, 
So hath he more to make pains laft. 


Chorus. When Beafts each other chafe and then devour, 
Tis Natures Law, necefflity, 
Which makes them hunt for food, and not for pow’r: 
Men for Dominion, Art’s chief vanity, 
Contrive to make men dy 5 
Whofe blood through wantonnels they {pill, 
Not having ufe of what they kill. 


This Song being ended, a mournful Ayr is play’d, preparing the 
entrance of three Peruvians, limping in filver fetters.. They are 
driven into the Wood by an infulting spaziard, with a Truncheon; 
then enter again loaden with Indian balkets full of golden Ingots, 
and filver Wedges, and lying down with the weight of their bur- 
thens, are raifed by the blows of the Spaniard, and fall into a halt- 
ing dance, till the Spaéard reviving their wearinefs with his Trun- 
cheon, drives them again into the Wood. 


~— 


The Sixth ENTRY. 


A Symphony prepares the laft change of the Scene, and an Army is 

difcern'd at diftance, confifting of Englith and Peruvians; the 
Van is led by the Englith, who are diftinguifht by the Enfignes of Eng- 
land, and their Red-Coats. The Reer is brought up by the Peruvians, 
who are known by their feather’d Habits, Glaves, and Spears. There 
is likewife difcern'’d a Body of armed Spaniards, their backs turn’d, 


and their Reer fcatter'd as if put to flight. Thefe imaginary Englih 


Forces 


|S Sa Ye 
Forces may feewe impreper, becaufe the Englith had wade no difcovery 


of Peru, in the time of the Spaniards fir/t invafion theres but yet in 
Poetical reprefentations of this nature, it may pafs as aVifion diftern'd 
by the Prieft of the sun, before the matter was extant, in order to 
his Prophecy. This object having remain'd a while the Pricét of the 
Sun enters. 


The Sixth Speech, 


Intimating their firft adoration of the Spaniards when they landed, the 
behaviour of the Spaniards towards them, and a Prophecy that they 
- foall be relieu'd by the Englith. | 


E on our knees thefe Spaniards did receive 
AsGods, when firft they taught us to believe. 
They came from Heaven, and us o’re heights would lead, 
Higher than e’re our finful fathers fled. 
Experience now (by whofe true eyes, though flow, 
We find at laft, what oft too late we know) 
Has all their cous’ning miracles difcern’d: 
Tis fhe that makes unlettet’d mankind learn’d, 
She has unmafk’t thefe spawifh dark Divines: 
“3 Perhaps they upward go, ; 
fo} But haften us below, 
_ >Where we, through difmal depths, muft dig in Mines. 


_ -When firft the valiant Exglifh landed here, 
Our reafon then no more was rul’d by fear: 
_ .They ftreight the Spaziards Riddle did unfold, 
«Whofe Heav’n in caverns lies of others Gold. 
Our griefs are paft, and we fhall ceafe to mourn, 
For thofe whom the infulting spaniards {corn, 
And {flaves efteem 
_ The Exglifh {oon thall frees 
Whilft we the spanzards fee 
Digging for them. 


The Prieft being gone, a wild Ayr isplay’d, (differing from that 
in the Firft Entry) which preparesithe comming in of a Spaniard 
out of the Wood, loaden with Ingots of Gold, and Wedges of Sil- 
ver. He makeshis footing to the tune of the Inftruments; and af- 
tera while he difcovers a wearinefs and inclination to fleep, to 
which purpofe he lies down, with his bafket for his pillow. Two 
Apes come in from oppofite fides of the Wood, and dance to the 
Ayr. After a while, a great Baboon enters, and joyns with them 
In the dance. They wake the spaziard, and end the Antique 

. Meafures with driving him into the Wood. 


The ‘Sixth Song, 


Purfiing the Argument of that Prophecy , which foretells the fubverfion 
of the Spaniards by the Englith. 


ai E fhall no longer fear 
The spanifh Hagle darkly hov’ring here 3 
: P 2 Fof 
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For though from fartheft Climes he hither fled, 
And fpatioufly his wings has fpread : 
Yet th’ Exglifh Lyon now 
Does ftill victorious grow, 
And does delight 
To make his walks as far 
As th’other e’re did dare 
To make his flight. 
chorus. 1 High, 2 high, 3 and high 
4 Our Arrows fhall flie, 
And reach the winged for our prey. 
Our Nets we'll caft, and Sprindges lay : 
The Ayr, the River, and the Wood, 
Shall yield us {port and change of food. 
All in Chorus. After all our difafters 
The proud spaniards our Matters, 
When we extoll our liberty by feafts, 
At Table fhall ferve, 
Cr elfe they thall ftarves5 / 
Whilft th’ Exglih thall fit and rule as our guelts. 


This Song being ended, an Ayr confifting of three Tunes, pre- 
pares the grand Dance, three Indians entring firft, afterwards to 
them three Exglifh Souldiers, diftinguifht by their Red-Coats, and 
to them a Spaniard, who mingling in the meafures with the reft, 
does in his geftures exprefs pride and fullennefs towards the ine 
ans, and pays.a lowly homage to the Englifh, who often falute him 
with their feet, which falutation he returns with a more lowly gra- 
vity; whilft the Englifh and the Indians, as they encounter, falute 
and fhake hands, in fign of their future amity. 


q 
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The Fifth ACT. 


Enter Houfe-Keeper, and Player. 


Play. NS W we mult have one voyage more from 
Teru to Alexandria (which in good troth, 
Is but a ftep to fwift imagination) | 
And then we may fleep in our empty Inn 
Until next Term. 
Houf.K We have no Scene of Alexandria. 
play. A Canopy of State to fhew the Majefty 
Of thofe who are prefented will ferve turn. 
Houf-K. Have w’ee quoth the blind Harper, 
When he witht to be as little feen as he faw others, 
Draw ‘ho! 


The 


The Play-houfe to be Lett. 


a a ne rr a ete . 


aah Semele 


115 


— 


The Scene of the Canopy where Cxfar, Anthonius, Lepidus, Prolomy 
and Cleopatra appear, and their feveral trains on each fide of ths 
play. This Vifion fhould have been enabled too 
By a fhort fpeech t’acquaint the doubtful Spectators 
With Cefar, Antonius, and Lepidus, 
Ptolomy, Cleopatra, and their train. 
Houf-K. That w’are to make this a kin to the dumb fhow. ---« 


Enter the Gypfies, Alen and Women. 


*Thefe are the Gypfies with which Cleopatra 
Entertain’d Cefar, as blind Authors fay. 


The Gypfies dance. 


the Dance being ended, the Gyplies depart, and the Scene changes 
_ into a Parrad or Court du Guard. - 


Play. But where are now our 3ullies the Burlefquers, 
That fhow the wrong fide of the Hero’s outward ? 


Exter two Ew nuchs. 
Ob, here comes two of Ptolemies Ev'nuchs. 
Enter Nimphidius, azd axother Ev nuch. 


Ev'2. You of your news Nimphidius are fo dainty! 
Nimp. If [had news, in troth I would acquaint ye. 
Ev’. Then I have fome, but oh, ’tis doleful matter! 
_ Nimp. Hab nab’s the word! All caftes are not Cinque quater. 
Eun. Rome now of Egypt quickly will beguil us, 
‘Iyer is come to play her pranks in Nélus. 
Nimp. If Tyber brings her plund’ring bafe Burgonions, 
Farewell on Nilzs Banks our Leeks and Onions. 
Ev. Acruel wight; whofe name ts Afark Anthony, 
(So hard of heart that it is held all bony) 
Is here arriv’d for love of our black Gyp/j, 
On Cleopatra he has caft a Sheeps-eye. . 
And Cefar too with many a {tout Terpawling 
Landed with him and comes a Catterwawling. 
Nimp. How fhe will fimper, at the fight of Ce/ar? 
And oh, bow trufty Toxy means to teafe her ? 
Eu'n. Ab fickle fortune! who would e’re have dreamt this, 
Rome’s roaring Boys will fwagger now at Aserphis. 
Nimp. Behold they come who quickly can inform us. 
Eu'n. Nimphidius, mum, be filent as a Dormoute. 


Enter Cexfar, Mark-Anthony, Cleopatra, Ptolomy, Anthonto’ 
leading Cleopatra. 


Nimp. There Tony is, our Cleopatra leading 3 
Her eyes look blew3 pray Heav'n fhe be not breeding? 


Ev te 
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Ee'n. There's Cafer too, and Ptolomy behind him, 
Proud Princock-Ce/far hardly feems to mind him. 
[ Exeant Nimph, Ev’nuch. 
Anth. Whichis your Brother dear? I prethee fhew me ? 
Cry mercy, Sir, are you the King Ptolomy ? 
ptol. 1 am as furely he (moft mighty Tony) 
As the is my {weet Sifter, and your hony. 
Anth. Great Cefar come, fhake filts with tripling Royal, 
Though Pompey was betray’d, this Imp was loyal, 
Cafar. Know tender springal (Uli not chide but frump ye) 
You play’d at Trap, when Traps were lay’d for Pompey. 
With finger in eye his Wife had not wept here 
If ftead of Trapftick you then had us’d Scepter. 
ptol. When Fortune frumpifh is, who e’re with{tood her? 
Cefur, this bus’nels makes too great a pudder: 
I would not flander Porspey now he dead is5 
Yet let me tell, what by my people {aid 1s, 
You'll fay the pratling people falfly charge men 
But all report that Pospey’s Barge and Bargemen 
Had plunder’d Nélws banks till there was {carce one 
Turky or Pigg left for the tyth of Parfons 
Of which even Pompey muncht his fhare in Cabin, 
Where, from the fhore, he becken’d many a drab in: 
Under the ofé I fpeak’t, he was Dragon, 
When he brown Damfel got, with fcarce a rag on} , oum 
And came not here for refCue, but to rob us5 
Yet we at laft bob'd him who meant to bob us. 
cesar. Youth, you are to young to fit in the Sadle, 
And crow in a Throne, go cry in a Cradle. 
Tutor fhould teach you to fpeak well of dead men, 
Go learn to rob Orchard, not to behead men. 
With blood of Roman, your Ev'nuch does grow fat 3 
Such knaves wax cruel, having loft --- you know what. 
He rules the rofte, but fome body go call him! 
I {wear by Hector Haunch, I mean to mall him ! 
cleo. Is this your Cefar? tell me deareft Bunting > 
I faiks I mutt have leave to fpeak of one thing: 
Can he that’s Cock of Rome be fo miftaken 
As thus to threaten poor Eg yptzaz Capon? 
I corn, though but aFemale and no Roman, 
To meddle with an Ev'zuch who is no man. 
When firft we faw you failing to our Haven, | 
We little thought to find your cock a Craver. 
Anth. Peace Lamb, and be like Lamb-kine meek, and humble, 
Cefar like Wolf, will bite when he does grumble. 
Where place does ot itch, I feldom do rub ye, 
Nay, you are ftrait blub’ring if I but {nub ye. 
If Cefar’s blood be up, Blade will not {pare ye; - 
Fg ypt will then be in a fine quandarie. 
cleo. I'll not be {car’d, though he look ne’r fo hideous, 
He may go {hick-up if he hates Nymphidsous. 
Anth. His ftomach bears not long the wrongs he {wallows, 
But, if you'll not be counfell’d, take what follows. : Ja 
. Hew 
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- He'll ftrait be all for plunder and for forage. 
Cleo. Cefar may {pare his breath to cool his porridge 5 
_ He'll be the worfe, the more one him befeeches. 
_ Aath, Chuck, Ihave done, I fee you'll wear the Breeches, 
_ _ Cafar. What haveI heard >? fhall it be faid in Hift’ries, 
That Marcus Tony {quabl’d with his Miftrefs, 
If Love be out ‘of joynt, I'll be the Joyner, 
_ Say fon of Scepter, {peak thou Monarch-Minor! 
Shall Lovers fall to fcratch like midnight Puffes. 
_ Let's turn their frowns and wrath to leers and bufles. 
Ptol. Moft puiffant Piund’rer ! know the fhore and long is, 
That all who know thee, find thy breath fo {trong is, 
_ As meerly with a word it quells the mighty, 
And ftuns them paft the cure of Aqua-vite. 
Cleo. Eg ypt’s no fool for Rome to put her tricks on, 
_ And you {hall find that f can be a Vixon. 
Mult warbling Ev’xwch dye, who ne’r was fick long 5 
_ And fing fhort Pfalm in Rope, who taughr me prick-fong ? 
Ptol, Shall he who can read, and love leffons taught her, 
_ Be now deny’d Book, and dye for Man-flaughter > 
Anth. Cefar, things are not a8 th’ World now fuppofes 5 
The cafe feems plain as on your Face your Nofe is, 
_ Great Pompey near fhore, for Poultry was gaping, 
~ Did count without Hoft, and fo was tane napping. 
Cleo. What Ev’nuch has done, he did for your fake then: 
As Pompey did brew, he made him to bake then. 
Cafar. Let Memphion Miltrefs look but blithe and bonny, 
On Cesar {mile, as fhe does fmerk on Tony 
Then Ev'xuch plump fhall live, and grow ftill thicker, 
Like Hoftefs fat, who fits in chair of Wicker. 
Cleo. Cefar, Gramercy, you now fhew your breeding, 
Tnvite him {weet heart, I pray to our Wedding. 
I thought my felf truly quite under hatches. 
But now call Maid to bring her Queen new patches. 
Bring Kirchief lac’d? I'll no more be a Mourner! 
And Cefar, you hall find a friend in corner. 
Anth. Great fon of {laughter leers? he’d fain be at her, 
Vil dath his chops, if mouth begin to water. [ Exter Cornelie. 
Cefar.Sly {cowling look (though men of Afars ner mind it) 
Hat black and broad, long Cyprefs down behind it, 
Gown fhort and loofe, and her hair under Pinner, 
(As if locks on Cheek, were token of Sinner) 
Where Bodkin is {tuck in fathion fo odly 
As though out of zeal, Dame layd the French mode by. 
‘Mafs now I think on’t, “tis Pompey’s rich widow. 
Anth, OF mumping Atizx, would we were fairly rid hoe! 
_ Cleo. Lord, how fhe looks? fhe could cut us in Collops : 
Shall Tony, and I, fear ev'ry fat Trollops> _ 
Like hard hearted heart fhe over us hovers, 
As Kite watches Chickens, the watches Lovers. 
Coru. What havel caught ye! how all of ye ftare on’t, 
Vfaith Pl to Rowe, and their do your errant: 
_ By Senate y’are fent to follow your calling, 
_ They think you are now their Enemies mauling : 
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Man, Woman, and Child, you chief fhould be killing, 

But ‘ftead of bombafting you are a billing 

With Queen who fhould be her Parifhes pattern, 

Good Houfewife in Houfe not fauntring young flatern, 
cleo. Bodikins! pray why a gog Miltrefs Pompey ? 

As high as you are3 a Joan may out-jump ye; 

Be an example before y are a Tutrefs! 

You want a Tarquin to make you a Lucrefs. > ™ 4: 

Corn. Marry come up, Goodman Ptolomey’s daughter, 
Faith in your Wine, I perhaps, may put Water 5 
For all your new Gown, yare but a black Gyp/ey, 

Sure Tony and you have drunk till y’are tipfey- 

Nay take the whole Mefs, y have yet but a {poonful, 
[ll bate not an Ace, as Widow of Confil. 

For though you now perk it, as daughter of King, 
Birlady, Pll give you as good as you bring: 

I know your back’s broad enough, I'll put you to't. 

cleo. Well, Goflip, I know too the length of your foot. 

cefar. Hey for Cornelie! {he’s {till for old Rome. 

Corn. Cafar, yod cog now, but fome wifer than fome, 
Your crony and you in Fgypf now flant it, 

Spending like Roy (ters, whilft honeft ment want it. 
Leave off your hettring with Heirs whilft you fool ‘um, 
And drinking Beer-glafles juper naculum : 

Drowning of forrow like negligent Debters, 

Sending to Provinces fhort begging Letters, . 

Which being deny’d, then with Armies you goe 

And take what you'll pay back to morrow to mow. 

Cafar. Your Tippet’s up, but Bilbo Wights ner mind ye, 
Turn Buckle of Girdle, wear it behind ye. 

Anth. Let Goftips hake hands, and Cefar appoint her 
Some Blade that has houfe to make her a Joynture. ~ 
Widow, be friends, make no more {uch a hot coyl5 
Weill find out rich Hufband to make the Pot boy]. 

Cleo. f the wound be few’d up, I'll not unrip it, 

I'll keep my tongue in, if fhe’ll pin down Typpet. 

Cafar. Proud Pompey (whom now we never {hall Jack more) 

Came in at a Gate, (heakt out at a Back-dore. 
Great was the mortal, and long cock-a-hoop too, 
But down he did fall, whom all men did ftoop too. 
Yet Fortune has done, but what does become her 5 
In Winter w’are Hay, and Grafs in the Summer. 

Corn. In troth it is true! we are of that fort all! 
Then farewell fweet Pompey fince thou wert mortal. 

Cleo. Well faid, Corzelie, 1 fee you are heart whole, - 
Hang up all care, which from Body would part Sou! ! 
Where are the Fidlers? what Tune {hall we fix on? 

Faith, let’s have the round of merry Mall Dixon. a 
— Cafar. Callin the Fidlers but heark ye friend Tony, 
Whilft now I think ont, have you any money ? +3 
For though in War I did bear all before me, 
Cath ftays behind, and I’m fain to cry {core me! 
Anth. Caesar, my plunder (I fpeak it with forrow ) 
Is {quander’d with Girles, and I’m forc’t to borrow, 
Yet 
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Yet Jet’em play us but princum and prancum, 
And we'll pay at laft, or els we'll thank ’um. 
a The Dance. 
~ caesar. Let’s to the Ale-houfe go, where Tapfters know me, 
Fat Hoftefs there wil truft; lead King Prolomey. — 
Fidlers will thither come, and never grumble; 
“In Play-houfe they are proud, tn Ale-houfe humble. 
Goffips {hall tatle there, while tongues will wag on, 
And to my Gypffes health I'll drink a Flaggon. { Exennt. 
Honf-K. What is all done ? 
Play. I, and we are undone, fome body has let 
Our neighbours in--- ‘flight the Houfe is e’en full, 
Stop em! they're like to hear, if they will {tay 
An Epilogue, fince they have feen a Play. [ Exeunt omnes. 


EPILOGUE. 


e® 


Ince you at Land no more can burry'd be, 

The fhifted Scene fhould turn as now to Sea: 
Where our fizall Bark does firike, where we d'fpy 
Yowre the Admiral, with your Main-Top high. 

Our Pilot-Poet fhould his Laurel vayl, | 

| (Which is his Flag) as low as we our Sayl. 
To fhew you things yet newer, we did mean 
 Torepreféent a Mermaid i that scenes 
Not proudly combing, with a Comb of Gold, 
Her long wet hair, till the vain wretch takes cold, 
(For fo fhe's painted by each bungling Rogue) 
But in her hand an humble Epilogue 5 
Which thee by figens (for Mermayds féldom {peak ) 
_ Should recommend to Criticks on the Deck: 
And by a court’ fie, foould 2 Plaudit beg ;—— 
Note, female fifhes never make a leg. 
But that’s az obfervation by the by. 
And now, methinks, I hear fome ask me why 
That obférvation’s made? Our Author fays 
Tis jujt like thofé which Criticks make at Plays. 
He faid he wifht for our fakes, not his own, 
(Tee that’s a charity but rarely known) 
Such Audiences as learning doe forbear 5 
I mean, who never firive to fhew it here. 

This Landt/thap of the Sea (but by the way ) 
That's an exprelfion which might hurt our Play, 
If the feverer Criticks were in Town 5 
This Profped of the Sea, cannot be fhown: 
Therefore be pleas'd to think, that you are all 
Bebind the Row, which men ftile Portugal. 

The title at our dores was that which drew 
You hither by the charw of being new. 
Tou'l fpoil the jeft, unlefs the Play fucceed 5 
For then we may, ¢'en let our Houfe indeed. 
FINTIS. 
Q. THE 


The Prologue {poken at Black-Friers, 


Ere you but half fo humble to confefs , 
y V As you are wife to know your happinefs 5 
Our Author would not grieve to fee you fit 
Ruling, with fuch unquefton'd power, his wit : 
What would I give, that I could dill preferve 
My loyalty to him, and yet deferve 
Your kind opinion, by revealing now 
The caufe of that great florm which clouds bis brow, 
And his clofe murmurs, which fince meant to you, 
I cannot think, or mannerly or true. 
Wells Ibegin to be refolu'd, andlet 
My melancholy tragick Monfienr fret 5 
Let hin the feveral harwlefs weapons ufé 
Of that all-daring trifle, call’'d his Mufe 3 
Yet FUlinform you, what this very day, 
Twice before wituefs, Ihave heard him fay. 
Which is, that you are grown exceffive proud, 
For ten times more of wit, than was ailow’d 
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Y expett fhould in tmo hours be given you here: 
For they he fares, to th’ Theatre would come 

Ere they had din'd, to take up the beft room 5 
There it on Benches, not adorn'd with Mats, 

And gracionfly did vail their high-crown'd Hats 

To every half drefs'd Player, as he flill 
Throughth hangings peep'dto fee how th honfe did fill. 
Good eafy judging fouls, with what delight 

They would expe£ a jig, or Target fight , 

A furious tale of Troy, which they ne’r thought 
Was weakly written, fo ‘twere flrongly fought. 
Laught at a clinch, the fhadow of a jeft, 

And cry a palfing good one I proteft. 

Such dull and humble-witted people, were 

Even your fore-Fathers, whowe we govern'd here 3 
And fuch had you been too he fwears, had not 

The Poets tanght you how funweave a plot, 

And trad the minding Scenes, taught you to admit 
What was true fenfe, not what did found like wit. 
Thus they have arm'd you gainft themfclues to fight, 
Made firong and mifchievons frou what they write: 
Tou have been lately highly feafted bere . 
With two great wits, that grac'd our Theatre. 

But, if to feed you often with delight, 

Will more corrupt than mend jour appetites 

He vomes toufe you, which he much abbors, 

“As others did, your howrely Anceftors. 
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The Perfons in the Tragedy. 


Heildebrand King of the Lombards. 
Afcolé -Prirce of Verona. 
Altophit. A Duke and General. 
Rangone A Count, Captain of the Guard to Aol. 
Galeotto _A politrck ftout ambittous favorire to Afeol. 
Morello A Gentleman, and creatureto Gal orto 
Gandolphe Brother to Aforello. Captain of the Fortin Verve 
Rumpino A young gallant Souldier, much indebced and 
vexed by Creditors ; 
Brufco An old Captain his companion, 
Hirco A Souldier, compamonto them both. 
Friskiin Anambitious Taylor, to whom Rumpino owes 
money. 
 Arthiope Miftrefs to Altophil. 
Amarante Her Rival, daughter to Galeotto. 
’ Orna Coulin to Amaranta. 
A Carthu’an. 
Souldiers to Heildebrand.’ 
The Guard to 4/coli. 


: The SCENE Verona. 


ACTI SCENEL 
Enter Rampino, Rruflo, Hirco. 
Ramp. Ce Gentlemen, I'll (hew you the whole Court, 


Hirco ( (think ) was never here be‘ore. 
_ Brafeo. Never ? he takes thefe o'r-growa babes, 
Thefe fucking Giants of the Guard 
For Colonels of Smitzerlands And all 
The Ubhers of the Prefence for famous Leaders. 
Hirco. Yes, of Women in the dark. 
Ramp. Why doft thou freak and tread fo bafhfully. 
Behind? Come boldly on, they’! think thce elie 
A City-duno that fues for leave to arreft’em. 
| Brufco. He looks as if he had a black Jack under 
His Cloak, and came to beg budge at the Buttery. 
Ramp. Move on, thisis the Prefence, Gentlemen, 
Hence ts your paflage to the privy Chamber, 
You fhould ere& your fingers to your hair, 
Which being order’d thus------- of, having usd 
You Tortoife-combes to titub.te 
You empty heads, you may falute thofe of 
But half a fortune thus but with half a face, 
The favorite with your full Body thus. 
Hirco. Rampino, walk no farther into fight , 
Our Generals pleafure was, we thould not be 
Difcover'd yet, left his arrival here 
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Should be made known: tisfuddain and by ftealth. 
Enter Acoli, Galeotto, Amaranta, who whifper together. 

Rampi. Young Afeoli our Prince; Brufeo, retire. 

Brufco. Me thinks, fince our laft vifit to the Camp, .: « elt 
He is much grown: and we, Rampino, who, sak os ae 
Purfue the {ullen bufinefs of the War, , 
Long now to fhew himto the foes notinhis a 
Perfume andSilks; but in his Iron Velt. ae 
There he muft change his gentle looks, and learn 
To frown; men think his courage great. 

Ramp. Brufco, he will make Boa in future Acts 
OF chivalry mens belt belief: he has _.; 

A nature vertuoufly inclin'd; and well 
The falfe Galeotto knows how to fubdue 
A heart unpractis’d and whofe innocence 
Isall the Armour of his Breaft. ~ . 

Brufe. Is Galeotto his dear favorite ? 
~ Ramp. He is, and was.a Souldier in, his youth, 
Having the luck of early victories, .- 
Which rais’d him toa reftlefs pride, fuch as 
He fince maintains. by wicked arts of power 5 
The horror of his thoughts oft makes.him fad, 

His fadnefs is with midnight groans attended. 
But, Brufco, they are Mandrakes groans and frill - 
Bode death, nor is his mirth Jefs dangerous 5 3) 


Which, like the wanton play of Porpofess __ 


Denotes a ftorm y he 1s familiar with 

His foe; but when he fhakes him by the hand 
Tis not in kindnefs but to reach his Pulfe 
That he may feel how foon nature would kill. 


_ Whom he hath long profcrib’d. 


Brufc. What Lady’sthat? . nc 
Hirco. I could lye perdue with her all night ith Snow! 
Ramp. ‘Tis Amaranta, Galeottos daughter 5 

The beauty of her mind fhines in her face : 

For fhe is good as fair, and moretofhow — ~ . 

Her excellence, her vertues are fo great, 

They overmatch his vice; but lucklefS maid, 

She mourns within, and loves the noble Duke, 

Our General, with a diftreft fad heart. . 
Afcol. This news hath much of joy. and fomewhat too 

OF wonder in’t, Duke Altophil our General) 0! 

Soneer the Town, ftoln hither to prevent | ‘2H 

The triumphs due to his late victory. 
Galeot. It is your Highnefs cuftom to give truft 

To my intelligence, and this hath truth 

Enough to merit your belief; but as 

You ever have vouchaf’d your help to make 

Me profperous fo T now befeech you 

T’ affift my Daughters mourning Love.’ This Duke 

Is high in worth, as in his blood, and may, aif 

( When wrought by you to choofe her for his Wife.) 

By his alliance fo confirm my: family, 


That I fhall need to fear no change of time. ? ; 
‘ Nor 
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Nor angry fate, but trom your princely deli 
— Afeol, Fair Avaranta, do you love Duke Altopbil? 
It is a choice fo excellent, as you m 
_ Shall need no bluth to cover your confeffion. 
Amar. Since, Sir, it was his vertues taught me how 
_ To love, I hope my modefty may give me 
_. Licence to confefS it to the world. 
‘a Afcol. His judgment dwells too diftant from his eyes, 
If be can look on fo much beauty, and 
. Not wifh to make it his5 but, gentle mayd, 
I fhall in this perfwade him to his happinefs 
With all my pow’r and {kill! iI} 
Amar. 1 cannot doubt 
_. Your pow’r in any thing, but where I am 
~ More juftly doubtful of my own defert. 
 Galeot. 1 am the elder beggar, Sir, and by 
Continual practice want no confidence, 
To crave your help in all neceffities. 
Afcol. This, Galeotto, is a kindnefs to my felf, 
I long to fee thofe Nuptia!s confummate, 
Where each deferves fo much the others love: 
» Let’s in'to make enguiry of the caufe, | 
Why his arrival is {o much conceal’d.—— 
‘k [Exeunt Afcoli, Galeotto, Atnaranta. 
Brufc. But why Rampino, fince this Lady is 
So rarely qualify’d, and*being heir 
To all her Fathers wealth and hopes, does not - 
~ Our General make her his Wife? 
Ramp. The caufe 1s evident: for his 
Affections and his faith already are 
Engag'd to beautiful Arthiope. ‘a 
_Brufe. Arthiope? the daughter of our old 
Dead General ? alas, his fame was greater 
Than his fortune, for he has left her poor. 
Ramp. Mott true: . 
So poor, fhe was conftrain’d to live conceal'd 
here in Verona, and become °(’tis thought) 
Her Lovers chafte and thankful penfioner 5 
And you have heard what ftrange reports were oft 
Difperft into our Camp of her difloyalry : 
Some faucily would ftile it luft, and thofe 
Were punifht for their loofe and {lippery tongues. 
Brujc. It feems then, our Duke Altophil retains 
Her {till in his thoughts with’s former confidence ? 
Ramp. She grows the fafter to his heart, for he 
Had ftrong fufpicions to believe thefe tales were 
Forg’d by Galeotto, who {trives, it feems, 
By this poor Ladies infamy, to make more 
Eafie way for his fair daughters love! 
_ Hirco. How full of mifchief are thefe wife men, Bruféo ? 
_ _ Brufc. It would be long, Hirco, e’re I could fqueeze 
_ Such another plot out of thy lean head. 
_ * Hirco. Well! gentlemen, you'll find » 
Our General an angry man e’re night, 24 
: Take 


» 
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Take that from my intelligence, though I 
Receiv'd it finee we came to Town ith’ ftreets! 

Brufc. How Hirco? come, the news? 

Hirco. The Lady whom 
You call Arthiopes this morning, was 
Arrefted in her-chamber, by the officers 
OF the Purgation-houfé, and is {ent thither 
To faffer for Unchaltity ! 

Ramp. Thou art drunk Hirco. 

Hirco. I'm fure this is the peoples language now, 
And talkt on too, by children in the ftreets. 

And more, Three witnefles (whom they believe 
Brib’d and fuborn’d) have all depos’d againtt ) 
Her Mayden-head; that was the phrafe. 

Ramp. Here will be knocks “ere long. 

Brufe. Away, let's to Saint Lawrence Port, it was our 
General’s will we fhould attend him there.—— [ Exceunt omnes. — 

Enter Galleotto, Morello. : 

Galeot. Morello, Vm fubdu'd with thy fine arts 5 
Thou art as {wift to execute as to 
Contrive, how did our witnefles behave 
Themfelves when they beheld Arthiope? - 

Morel. My Lord, like faithful valiant Rogues, 

Who had often o’recome their confciences befores 
And therefore to refift her blufhes, thought 

It but an eafie victory. The Articles * 
Were many which they-drew againft her chaltity- 
All thefe they read and fwore to in a breath, 

And with'd them longer for your Lordfhips fake! 
Protefting their good natures checkt them, ‘caufe 
They carn’d their mony with fo little pains. 

Galeot. How did the Governours of the . 
Severe houfe, digeft th’employment my iv 
Requett did lay upon their gravities ? 

Morel. They are a kind 
OF more folemn Villains, and like old Fifhes 
Seem’d to demur and {wim about the bait 
Awhile, e’re they would catch what afterwards 
They {wallow’d greedily. 

Galeot. Ithank their tendernefs! 

Morel. It feem’d at firft as if her innocence 
And beauty would pervert their juftice to 
Rebel again{t your Lordfhips power, 

But then, (prefuming pity was a little too 
Effeminate for ancient Magittrates, ) 

They thought upon your Gold, and had decreed 
Her to the whip, but that I interpos’d 

To mitigate their purchas’d wrath ! 

Galeot. ’Twas fafely done, for fuch feverity . 
Would much exafperate her friends. . 

Morel. Their fentenceis, fhe muft from that 
Devout chaft Colledge march, vefted in white, 
And with a purifying Taper in her hand 
To the Cathedral Church! 


Galeot. If 
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Galeot. If Altophil is true to his own honour, 
_ Or have but any tafte of wifdom j 
In his love, this imputation will divorce 
Him from hereyes. My Amaranta then 
Hath no impediment to terrifie her hopes; 
-Thefe mifchiefs make me more indebted 
_ To my brain, in that they are obfcurely laid, ™ 
And I their guilty Author am unknown. [Exter Amaranta. 
Amar. O, Sir, if either tears, or fervent prayers 
_ Can move you to compaffion, thew it now! 
~ My woman half depriv’d of breath with 
_ Her aftonifhment and hatte) imperfectly 
_ Hath told me news fo fad, would make a fierce 
- Young Thracian Souldier weep before his Bride. 
Gal. This news were fad indeed! what is’t? {peak. 
__ Amar. My vertuous Rival, poor Arthiope 
Is in diftrefs, fhe fuffers fhame, fuch vile 
Abufe, as lips, well taught, will blufhto utter of 
Afflicted Enemies. 
Gul. What’s this to me? 
Amar. Sir, the’s guiltlefsly betray’d; 
Till gage my yet unfpotted fame, nay, all 
The treafures of my Soul, he’s innocent: 
_ Therefore [ beg you would employ your power 
To take her from the rigour of the Law, 
_ And punifh thofe that have perverted it 
To exercife their cruelty ! 
Galeot. Away! thou meek religious fool, 
Strait to thy Clofet go. 
Amar. injur'd Arthiope! Alas! thou canft — 
Not hope for truer grief than imine, 
When other Virgins fhall lament thy death. [ Exit. 
Galeot. Morello! hatte, difpofe our {pies to watch 
For <ltophil’s approach, and bring me word 
To whom his earlieft vifits are addrett. [Exeunt. 
Enter Altophil, Rampino, Brufco, Hirco. 
Altop. Hah! gone? there’s treachery of State in this ! 
From her fmall.folitary manfion ta’ne, 
Where the liv’d cloyfter’d up, cag’d like a Bird, 
Fore’d thence, and by ftern officers? 
Hirco, what did the people fay > 
Hirco. Nay, I know not; « 
There is but litle truth in what they fays 
Their murmurs are but noife, uncertain, Sir, 
And not to be believ’d? 
Altop. Good Souldier fpeak; 
Deal juftly with my griefs, what did they fay? 
Hirco. Why,Sir, they talk’d as if--- pray do not hear’t. 
All they difcourfe is out of rage or drink. 
4ltop. 1 pray thee vex me not with thy o’rewife 
_ Ill-manner’d love; Be clear; what did they fay > 
Kamp. Hirco, tell the General! 
Hirco. Why, if you needs will know, ’tis’ given out 
_ She was convey’d to the holy Colledge, Sir, Th 
e 
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The new Purgation houfe, where witnefles 
Have feverally depos'd fhe was unchatt. 
Altoph. Blifters and rottenefs confume thy Tongue, 
Vain Villain, thou haft talkt away thy life. [ Draws upon bin. 
Bru(co. Oh! hold Sir, can you enforce 
A flander from him, and then punifh it? 
Your Sword upon your Vatlal too. 
Hirco. If Rogues will bear falfe witnefs, can I help’t 5 
Caufe they lofe their Souls, mutt [ lofe my Life ? 
Ramp. Galiotto, the great Favorite, Sir, may be, 
By many arguments, fufpected chief ; 
In this confpiracy. 
Altop. Thou doft revive 
My jealous fear with truth too naked, and — 
- Too evident to be conceal’d. What is 
That holy Colledge whichhe nam’d ? 
Ramp. A place to whip offenders for their luft. 
Altop. O heaven! why is your bufinefs fo remote 
And high, that youcan take no notice of 
“Such wrongs as thefe> was fucha houfe thought fit 
To entertain Arthiope?. you Fiends 
And Faries rife, take up your dwelling here : 
For all this goodly City I'll convert 
Straight to one fpreading flame, away. 
Kill all you meet, and burnthe reft thatare 
Imprifon'd or-afleep. 
Ramp. Let’s think of rifling firft, then fire Shops after, 
Though I would fain wear Silks, I donot like 
Flame-colour’d Taffata. 
Hirco. Yll to the Mercers ftraight 
And falla meafuring with my Iron yard. 
Altoph. Why, Brufco, dott thou {tand fo tamely now 3 
As if thou did’ft not feel my injuries ? 
Draw up the {catter’d Troops that winter’d here 
Since the laft Siege. 
Brufco. O Sir! cure your diftemper with 
Your wifer thoughts 5 the Prince you know is here, 
He’s gracious, and will do you right, lofe not 
The fame your noble youth bath juftly gain’d é 
Withone rath Act, which mutt be Treafon call’d 
And fo interpeted by all the Court : 
Then think what danger a comotion here 
Would breed, fince Heildebrand the Lombards King, 
(Our watchful Enemy ) is now within 
Ten leagues {trongly encamp’ 
Enter a Carthufian, Arthiope, who 7s held by hin, clothed in 
white, a Taper inhis bund, people and boys following her. 
Altop. What means this fad and bathful fpectacle ? . 
My friends, What penetential Lady’s that 
You wait on with fuch needlefs courtefie ? 
Speak, you Sir, can you tel]? are you all dumb 2: [ They run from bint 
Her’s one whofe habit promifes fo much as afraid. | 


Civility as will afford mea reply. [speaks tothe Carthufian. © 


And . 


Pray, Sir, inftruct me inthis Ladies name, 
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as 
~~ And what's the caufe fhe thus in penance is 
" Expos’d to be the publick Scorn. 
Ramp. He's a Carthufian, and by order ty’d f 
To filence, Sir, he muft not fpeak. 
 Altop. Sure I have had fome knowledge of her face ! 
+ srthiop. ‘Tis altophil,the Lord of all my Vows, 
Sweet Heaven let fall a cloud and hide me in’t, 
te fo my (hame, finge undeferv’d, may be 
| ~ Conceal’d from all-but you. I ask not for 
Revenge from men, their juftice I have felt 
$0 cruel on my felf,, that Pll not wifh 
Tt now tothofe who thus have injurd me! 
_ Altop. Mine Eyes have been too bolds 
“Tt is not fit they fhould. difcover her 
Jn fo much fhame: But yet, it muft be fhe. 
© heart! heart /if ever thou wert made for love, 
“Thou woul’d have broak with half that weight 
Which hangs uponthee now, Arthiope ! 
Arthiop. Fly | fly! my Lord, and follow not thislight, 
t is that walking fire which in the night 
 Mifleads the Traveller, and I, like an: 
— Unwholefom Milt about it, needs mutt blaft 
Whom it (hall tempt to wander after me. ‘ 
__ Altop. Stay ! {tay | tis inftant death to take her hence: 
Though all your Tyrants of the Law were here, 
They fhould fall down, down.at. her feet and hide 
Their antick faces.in the Earth. | 
_ Forgive me, reverend Sir, I know, inthis. — 
Your Office, you but execute fome high command. 
Lend me this Lady for a fhort difcourfe, 
And, onmy honour, I'll reftore her to 
Your charge : The Law thall be exactly fatisfi'd. [Takes hera fide 
. Arthiop. Sure, Altophil, you \ately came from Heaven3 
For this is more than humane courtefie 
To owna lucklefs Virgin, fo much loft 
‘In forrow and diftrefs ! 
_  Altop. Preferve thy tears: 
 Thisis a wicked place; fiich pretious drops 
Should not bedew unhallow’d ground, thy infamy - 
Is meant to me, and thou art punifh’t for 
_ Myenvi'd love 3 it muft be fo, the proofs 
Are too apparent that perfwade my faith. 
__ Arthiop. My {orrows will feem eafie to me, though 
_ Accompani’d with death, Such is the joy 
I take, that you believe me guitlefs.of 
- Acrime, which, though I blufh to name, yetI 
' Muft owne before the World 
) In this difgraceful punifhment. 
: 


Altop. And I <Arthiope , to vindicate 
_ Thy fame ¢ yet fhew obedience:to the Laws ) 
Jn thefe injurious penetential weeds , 
_ Will lead thee boldly tothat Church 
-» To which thy penance.is prefcrib’'ds and there 
Vil marry thee, in {corn of all the dull 
L/ R 2 Miftaken 
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Miltaken world, go on-————~ . [hee kneels. 
Arthiop. O! Sir, though I am chafte, 

And to your love moft {trictly true, yet you 

Should have refpect to th’ honour of your houfe, 

Renown’d in War and foreign Courts3 

How will it be defil’d when they fhall hear you are ally’d 

Not only unto me, but to my fhame? 

“Which is a {tain fo deep and publick now, __ 

That all my tears, though they could fall in fhowrs, 

Will never wath away. . . 
Altop. Go on; my refolution needs no vows ! 
Brujc. Whereis your reafon, Sir? 


» 


You that are wife enough to govern Armiesin ad 


Their rage, fhould have fome care to rule . ws 
Your felf: Though this fair Ladies truth 
And vertues are facred, and firm to our 
Belief; yet in the high importance of 
A Wife, you fhould be {ure to match when not 
A fingle doubt, though ne’re fo weak, could be 
By envy urg’d? : 
Arthiop. Sir, you have borrow’d much 
Of time, much have you feen, and {peak from 
Long experience; I know 
You love your Duke; therefore in this advice 
You have my thanks fincerely from my foul! 
‘Altop. Old man, could’{t thou convey thy heart into 
My breaft, and fo poffefs my grief, could’ft thou 
With my afflicted eyes behold the great 
Gonfalvo’s daughter, Miftrefs of my life, i 
Difgrac’d thus, like the peoples finful off-{pring, | 
Here in the ftreet: how would it ftir thy blood, 
When thou did{ft know her fuffrance treacheroufly 
Contriv’d by him, whofe malice would have blafted all 
Cur holy vows5 [ll not indure’t :—— burn— burn 
The Towns kill, kill all you meet.———_—- 
Hirc. Rampino, raife the old Garrifon rth’ Citadel. 
I'll to the Sconce behind the Bridge! 
Ramp, Since they affect to fee a Souldiers Miftrefs 
In a white fheet, wee'll fee their wives in their 
Smocks too, before night. 
Brufc. Stay! tay! is this your love unto your General ? 
Or thirft to pillage and to blood. 
Arthiop. Sir! let me quench your anger with my tears: 
Let me requeft you on my knees to leave 
Me to mine own misfortune, and the Laws, 
This dangerous aé at once will violate 
All your Allegiance to the Prince. 
Brufc. Think on your felf; and us that muft depend 
Upon your better hopes! | 
Altop.My fair white mourner rife, 
You with your Priefty office, lead the way, 
*Fis to the Church, fhe fhall obey the Law. 
Hold high the Taper, and move boldly on; 
That injur’d Hymen is thy Torch, and this 
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_ My wedding-day, difwade me not, my foul 

Hath vow’'d it, and ‘tis feal’d in Heaven, you that 

Affect your General, follow, and afford 

Me ftrait your fhouts of joy. Not wealth, 

Wifdom nor honour, is to me above 

The fame and refolution of my love! [Exeunt omnes. 
Several fhouts are heard within. 


ACT Il. SCENE I. 


Enter Brufco, Hirco. 


- -Brfe. Hw have you appeas’d the mutiny 
Which by our Generals difcontents 


Were rais’d amonglt his friends. 
Hire. All's quiet now 5 
_ They fadly wear their fingers in their pockets, 
~ Which they did hope fhould have been exercis'd 
In telling Duckets and Chiqueens. [ Exter Rampino. 
 Brufe. Rampino! ‘tis fufpected you bring peace! 
Ramp. Two howrs I have been preaching 
Ona ftall, to a Conventicle of courteous Car-men, 
Who take ill, that in fo good a caufe 
They might not joyn with our Caft Troops to pull 
Down prophane houfes and Idolatrous Churches. 
But they’re gone {wearing, and well edified: 
What news? is our General marry’d ? 
Brufc. Not yet. 
Ramp. How? not marry’d? 
Brufc. No, Sir, fome civil fpy, who watch’d 
~ Which way the current of his difcontents 
~ Would run, convey’d it to the Court, and ftreight 
The Prince himfelf fent to forbid the Banes. 
__ Ramp. The Embers are but cover’d yet, I fear 
When they are ftir’d the fire will flame again. 
Brufe. Our Duke did lead the Lady to his houfe; 
-Repair’d to Court, where the kind Prince, with 
Praife and joy, receiv’d him in his open arms. 
Ramp. This qualifies the heat of our affairs! 
__ Brufc. He then fent out to feek thofe witneffes 
That were fuborn’d againft his Ladies fame 3 
Who, being by fevere enquiry found, 
Were by the Prince examin’ds and a while 
They juftified their pretious oaths; but ftill’ 
_Falfhood betrays it felf: for when 
He urg’d for names of perfons, time, and place, 
With doubtful terms, and words disjoynted, they 
Began to ftammer out their evidence 5 
Then Altophil claims leave he may prefent 
Their worlhips with an odd Engine of pleafure. 
Ramp. Which courteous politicians call a Rock! 


Brife. The {ame and each with painful care 
R 2 Was 
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Was flowly, Sir, wound up. [all Guard. 
Ramp. Like a huge Jack-weight by a weak fick wench! _ 
Brufe. Right, Sir, and then they both confefs‘d, 

That Saint Galeotto brib’d them to their perjury. 
And know, my wanting men of War, he is 
By th’ Prince imprison’d in the Fort. . 
Ramp. Brave Prince, by this hand he fhall never want. 
Firft, I'll forgive him all my pay 3 then, Hérco, 
Thou fhalt lend him money ! 
Hire. Excufe me, Sir, 
Upon fecurity not els; I've been 
Too often bit that way already. Retire. 6 
Enter Afcoli, Altophil, Galeotto, who is held by the Guard. 
Afcol. Though thou haft fo behav’d thy felf in War 
(Wifely defigning what thy valour wrought) 
That fortune cannot boatt a fhare in thy 
Fam’d victories yet [ muft chide thee Altopbil, 
Since being mine, and in my bofom Jodg’d, 
Thou to a beauty hatt thy freedom given, 
-E’re my confent had faid thy power was free, 
To give thee from thy felf,. or elfe from me. 
Altop. Sir, i have afkt your pardon, and believe 
My joys you did a litle leffen with your frowns, 
To make them by your kindnefs now more full. 
Afcol. This feparation will be fhort, for fince 
Your Miftrefs Zzzocence is by her falfe 
Accufers clear’d to the fufpicious world, 
Your Nuptials I will celebrate, with all 
The glory I can add to th’ triumph of 
A friend; and you, Galeotto, fhall receive 
Such punifhment, as will declare 
My juftice equal to your crime. 
Galeot. Sir, 1 confefs your favour lifted me 
To hope allyance with the noble Duke; 
Which had [lawfully contriv’ds perhaps 
Th’ambition had not much been blam’d? 
I am too juftly loft; yet I'll net beg 
Forgivenefs of your Laws, but of your felf, 
And next my Lord of you; be pleas’d to think 
The wrongs were not of malice, but of pride. 
Altop. Not the Divel himfelf with his long practice 
Had the {kill to lay on me fo great a wrong, 
But I could pardon it; unlefs when thus 
I fee the vertue of my Miftrefs ftain’d, 
Betray’d to penance too; that was a deed 
The moft cruel would fconer blufh at than commend! 
Galeot. Then I'll provide to fuffer, and to fcorn 
That fate, I cannot alter with my prayers! 
Afcol. Thou once the health, art poyfon now to fight3 
‘Tis wholefomer to look upon the Bafilifk5 
Perfidious to my friend! but where's Ragone, 
Who went to fetch your Miftrefs alrophal 2 
I never faw her yet, truft me you are 
A cunning Lover, that fo long conceal 


Riggs ee et 


The 
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‘The beauty you admire. 


Enter Rangone, Arthiope, richly attir'd. 
Rangon. Madam! your {weetne(s doth deferve the beft 
Of joys, and I have brought you where they are.. 
Ajcol. What light is this, which e’re the day is {pent 


Breaks like a.fecond morning to our eyes? 


All other beauty feems but like a thade. 
Rang. You fent me for this Lady, Sir, will you 

Not {peak to her? fee where fhe kneels! 
Afcol. O! rife! if T have trefpafs'd by neglect, 


Forgive in pard’ning me, your beauty too, | 
— Which fore’d my wonder to adore a while 


~ What I (perhaps)by rules of courtefie 


Should firft falute. 
Arthi. Sir, though I never fear’d my ftock 


_ Of modefty fo fimall, that I could want 


It for my neceflary ufe; yet I 
Shall need to borrow blufhes, if you lay 


_ More beauty to my charge than [ dare own. 


Afcol. Where have I liv'd that i could never 
Hear {weet mufick until now? O <Altophil! 


_ I find the treafure of thy love fo great, 


_ That were it mine, I fhould not blame 


The envy of a friend, fince from excefs 


Of judgment, when it values things at full, 
- Our envy grows. 


Altop. What means the Prince ? 
Afcol. Was the thought fit 


~ Tindure the rigour of perverted law ? 


Convey that Traitor hence, and never more 


 Prefume to fet thy treacherous foot upon 
_ The confines of my Land! 


Arthi. If you'll youchfafe to make my mercy an 
Example, Sir, to yours, I fhall forgive | 
His cruelty. 
Afcol. It were an injury to Heaven3 
Away, when next in my dominions ! behold 
Thy loathed face, thy life is forfeited. 
Galeot. Sir, { prefume you'll think my daughter had 
No fhare in my acknowledg’d crime, therefore 
It were not like your ufual juftice, ‘fhe 
fhould fuffer in my punifhment. 
Afeol, She is too good for thy fociety : 
Her vertues fhall preferve her ftill. 
Galeot. Peace crown you here, and victory abroad. 


. 


[Exit with the Guard. 


Afcol. Know, Altophil, 1 have no thoughts which are 
So fecret to my felf, but I dare truft | 
Thy knowledge with them, and reft fafe. 

Why then thould thy intentions or defires 
Be hid from me? [ fain would know thy 
Thoughts, thy private thoughts. 
Will you difcover’em my Altophil ¢ 
Altop. Sir, 1 was born to follow your commands ; 
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A{k what you pleafes if I want knowledge how 
To futisfie your doubt, I'll ftudy to know more. 

Afeol. Is it decreed by the refolv’d authority 
Of Heaven, (which no mediation here on earth 
Can e’re difwade or alter) that youneeds 
Muft marry fair Arthiopas 

Altop. {lookt for comfort, Sir, 

From.your confent, not trouble from your doubts. 

Afcal. Is it inevitable then, as the 
Conjunctions of the pow’'rful Planets are 5 
Speak, mult it be? Is te decreed ? 

Altop. It is: and naught can alter it but death. . 

Afcol. How hardly then hath nature dealt with us: 

For we are Prifoners all; all circum(crib’d, 
And to our limits ty’d: the fortunate, 
And lucklefs, are alike; for thou art with 
As {trict neceflity unto thy happinefs 
Confin’d, as others to their evi! fate. 

Altop. To be her Prifoner, Sir, 1s more than 
To be free: nor canI with my bondage off, 
Whilft [ am fetter’d in her arms. 

Afeol. You'll give me leave 
To try how far your Miftrefs hath engag’d 
Her faith, and not be jealous, A/tophil. 

Altop. Vil truft fuch vertue with mine enemy. 

[Afcoli withdraws with Arthiopa. — 
Where is a Lovers wealth? what joy 2. 
Is there of beauty, when conceal’d, more than - 
Of Jewels in the dark? and when reveal’d 
We ftand the hazard of anothers claim. 
Rang. I do not like this alteration in the Prince, 
If he doth love, I fear it is too late. 

Afcol. Oh do not promife fo much comfort in 
Your looks, and in your language, breathe difpairs 
‘Tis like fantaftick april, that e’re while 
With gawdy Sun-beams fmil'd upon the Spring, 

And in a minutes {pace gathers a black 
Thick clowd about his brow to make a ftorm 3 
Have you no pity left? 

Arthi. My pity, Sir, you'll hardly entertain 5 
Since it muft come alone without relief! 

Afcol. Why were you trufted with fuch beauteous wealth, 

. And make fuch hafty bargains for your felf? 
Could you have {kill to know the value of 
Your Jove, and give it all away at once? 

Arthi. Sir, ¥ befeech you do not urge me 
To deny, what in your gentle clemency 
You fhould forbear to afk; Heav’n made my vows, 

And they are <Altophils. . 

Afcol. No more, my trefpafs, I'll decline, though I 
Augment my griefs, my Altophil, farewells (Takes him by the hand: 
When thou doft hear I’m fick; think what difeafe 
Arthiopa’s neglect might once have bred 
In thee, then mourn me at that rate 5 


Rangone 
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Ra goue tollow me. 

Altoph. Pmas unfortunate as fhe is fair. 

» But yet the Prince 1s noble, and he may 

 Digeft this fit that fhakes him out of frames 

Thefe Gentlemen have thar'd with methefharp 
Calamities of Wars give them yourhand. [ Brufco. Ramp. Hire. 
Take care my valiant friends here inthe Town; © kif her hdnd. | 
You give example ofa fober ditcipl ne, [Exexnt Altophil, Arthiopa. 
Brufe. A rare Creature. 
_ Ramp. No {weet meat in the World 
Is like the Conferve of a Ladies hand. 
___-Hrrco. She'll think ot’h Hircos this Twelvemonth by way 
Of a full bafs5 [laid it roundly ont. 

Ramp. You come after me, and kifs but her Wrift,' 

Her hand was melted before into my mouth, ah! — [Eter Frifklin. 
Brufe. What Planet-ftruck. [ Ram. Spies biz and falls back: 
Hirco. *Tishis Tayler, he owes him money. 

‘Ramp. How did the Rafcal find me out? I thift 

My lodging as often as conveniently 

Ican remove my Trunks; thrice in two days 5 

Would’s needle ftuck acrofs his Throat. 

Frisk, Signior Rampino : 
Ramp. Signior Frisklin [ thought it fhould be you. 
~ And how dear heart, and how, how does thy Wife> — 


L &x. Aicul, Xangone. 


_ My god-Son too at Nurfe, I’ve a Silver Whittle 


_ Man in Lombardy; his Thimble on, and’s Needle thus 


For him, tis coming tn the Generals Waggon. 

Frisk, All well Signior. But do the Wars thrive Sir > 
Is there any money ftirring? 

Ramp. Some of us have had fome plunder in private: 
And keeping the Kays of other mens Trunks 
Can know a Dacket from a Doyt. We'have 
Mauld King Heild-brand. * 

Frisk. We hear heis incamp’d fome Ten leagues hence. 

Ramp. Yes, we have put him to his Sallades, like 
A faucy Frog on another mans Medow. 

Frisk. Signior there’s an old debt ! 

Ramp. Do'ft think T have forgot it > T prethee 
What fkirt’s in fafhion now 5 the Jacket-way, 
Down to the hams? 

Frisk. Eight Sir, and fhort. But Sirthe debt is long. 
_ Ramp. 1, 1, with all my heart 5 how are their Cloaks ? 
A Square full Cape. 

Frisk. Ju(t as you lefte’m, Sir, 
Would you would think upon your debt. 

Ramp. Doft think 1 donot; I prethee bring me buta pattern of 
A Field Coat, I'd wear it loofe. I pray Gentlemen know my 
Friend; believ’t "d rather fee him fit croff-leg’d then any 


He'll run a tilt through cloath two inches thick. 
Brusk. Is he {o excellent? he {hall makemy Cloaths. 
Hirco. And mine too if he pleafe. 

_ Frisk, Have they any forts, Sir, are they well ftor’d? 
Ramp. A brace of rich clofe curmudgingly fellows. 
Thou fee'{t they care not what their outfide is, p 

So 
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So their pockets be well lin’d. 
Frisk, It feems they area little carelefs, Sir, indeed. 
Where is your Lodging now ? 
Ramp. It may beinmy Summer Manfion near > 
The Palace-yard, till fix a clock at night, 
But then I muft remove 3 the Fidlers do 
So of&en waken me with their grating Grydirons, 
And good morrows, I cannot fleep for them; 
[ll fend thee word where I fhall fix. 
Frisk. And youll remember, Sir, my bill? 
Ramp. Doft think I'll fail? 
I prethee bring thy Weightsalong with thee, 
We may chance wrangle els about light Gold! 
Frisk, Y’are welcome, Sir, to Town. 
Ramp. Away, left. we be vext again with new ‘3 
Solicitors for the old Caufe. [ Exeunt omues. 
~ _ Ex»ter Galeotto, Gandolpho, Morello. 
Galeotto. Is Avaranta {ent for by the-Prince ? 
Morello. Sheis, but for what caufe I could not Jearn5 
My Brother, whom your former bounties have . 
Prefer’d, and late made Captain of the Fort, 5” . j 
Iscome, Sir, to bewail your miferies , 
And to make proffer of his fervice to you. \ 
Gandol. My Lord from low defervings you have raisd 
Me tothe beit command, this place affords . 
A Souldiers hope, but if my life can pay. 
Your bounty, F-will keep it for that ufe. 
Galeot Your Naturesare fo thankful, Gentlemen, 
For little courtefies, that am taughe, 
If ever I can reach my former power, 
T’oblige my friends with greater benefits. 
Morel. My Lord, your wifdom hath the fkillto’ cure 
Diftempers, ftronger than your fortune feels. 
Galeotto. The Princes favour turns to a difeafe 
When our ambitious greedinefs he feeds, 
Tillit does furfeit with his love: and ftill 
The medicine for that ficknefs we apply 
Like Weapon-falve, not to our felves but him, 
Who was the Sword, which made the Wounds, and this 
State medicine is our {eeming induftry, | 
When with falfe cares refembling falfe alarms, 
We himof dangers warn when none are near 5 
Whilft futors wake, we, with our undifturb’d 
Authority, fleep fafely and at eafe, 
And, to content our {elves, the'world difpleafe. 
Morel. Gandolpho, thefe wife lectures thew a brain 
_ Which will preferve him, {pight of pow’r 5 my Lord, 
My Brother is your own, and we will fhare 
The hazards of your fortune. ) 
Galeotto. The Captain hath a valiant Soul, andi 
Perhaps fhall ufe him ina dark defign, “ 
Which with fuccefs may richly pay his love. 
Gandol. When of my faith you are moft confident, 
You can’t expect fo much as I'll perform. / yorkie 
Galeot. Enough 
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Galeot. Enough, Morello, Sir, fhall undertake 
For my belief: to all you dare , 
Make promife of, if you will pleafe to bring 
Me to the Port, where now the remnant of, 
My time con/trains me to a fhort farewel, 
Ij) breathe my love, and bufinefs to you both: 

“ Enter Altophil, Arthiope. 

Altop. The Count Rangone from the Prince is at 
My Gates, and happily arriv’d I hope 5 
For though we live as in a Covent here, 
You asmy Nun, to morrow may proclaim 


L Excens. 


- : This houfe a Court, and you my cheerful Bride. 


Arthiop. The frowns of Heaven are to the vertuous like 
Thofe thick dark Clouds, which wand’ring Seamen {py, 
And often thew the long expected Land 
Is near. [ Eater Rang. Amar. her face vail 2. 
Rang, Felicity and everlafting fame ~ 
- Betide the Noble General : thus I 
Am bid falute you from our gracious Prince. 
Altop. {am the Creature of his Power and Will. 
Rang. I with this gentle greeting, muft prefent 
The richeft treafure Natureinher Jaft , 
Declining {tock of beauty could afford 
_ The world ; behold it and admire— [Vevails, Amar. who weeps. 
Her Eyes difolving thus in tears, fhould téach . 
- Your heart to melt, for know, moft cruel Lord, 
She chaftly has lamented for your love. 
Altop. Alafs! unlucky Maid ! how can your griefs 
__ Expect comfort from him, who knows not how 
He can redrefs his own? 
Amar. Yet, Sir, I hope ’tis in your 
Power t’excufe th’ unwilling error of 
My modeftys I furely amthe firft =~ 
~ Sad Lady that has been conftrain’d to feek 
Her Lover, and then wooe him too 5 but ’tis 
The Prince hath forc’d me hither to nourifh my 
Affe&tion with your fight, which elfe 
Had been conceal’d, and with your (hadow fed. 
Arthio. Fair Amarantal mutt needs lament 
- The malice of your fortune, though 
My pity fhews unkindnefs to my felf. 
Rang. Sir, my Commiffion is to afk, if you 
Can love, and entertain this Lady for 
Your wifes and our kind Prince, befides the forfeited 
Poffeffions of her Fathers wealth, will to ~ 
Her Dowry add honours, and Lands until 
You hare his dignity. | 
__ Altop. Too foon this am‘rous Riddle isrefolv’d 5 
He has defign’d this Lady for my wife, 
To make his way more eafy to Arthiope. 
Arthio.. O! <Altophil! were I not well 
Inftruéted in your loyalty, how foon Ladner 
Her beauty and thefe foothing hopes, would fend 
Me cold into the Arms of Death? 
$ Altop. Sif, 
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Altop. Sir, you muft carry to the Prince, what I 
Ne’re us’d to fend 5 a harfh denyal of 
His fate; which give me leave to fay, is too fevere. 

Amar. How am 1 lately hard’ned with the ufe 
OF forrows, that I thus can liften to 
My angry doom, and live? SSL re 

Rang. Summon your wife , 

And kinder thoughts, and fend fuch anfwer back, 
As I may joy in the delivery 5 
And foon procure a mutual happinefs. 

Altop. To court me to a*better knowledge of my blifs, 

Than I already underftand, 

Were but a vain attempt; Pam refolv'd 
Within the chafte embraces of thefe arms, 
To live or dye. 

Amar. My ears have forfeited their faculty 5 
Why fhould they ftill preferve their fence, that could : 
Not for a while be deaf, but needs muft hearken — 
To my evil fate? 

Rang. Sir, pardon my obedience to my Prince, 

For I muft execute a harfh command. | 
You of the Guard lay ho!d upon the Duke. [Enter Guard and feize 

Altop. Fear not, Arthiopes {me joy remains Altop.. — 
Yet in the hope they will not fever us. ; 

Rang. She is my Prifoner, Sir, a 
And mutt to Court, whilft you and Amaranta flay © 4 
Confin'd together in this houfe. 

Altop. O cruel Prince! ’ 

> Arthi. Lett we thould courage have t’expect an end a 
OF our calamities, this way was found | » ae 
To make us yet more certain of difpair. 

Rang. In this, Sir, you perceive the intricate, 

And pow’rful influence of love, which doth 
Pervert moft righteous natures to attempt 
Unjutt defigns. His God-head is not fully known, 
‘And all his my fteries but imperfectly 
Are taught: for [ am charg’d to fay this new 
Conftraint is but the firft experiment 
Totry if you to 4maranta can | of 
Pay equal love for hers, and fair Arthiope 
Will to'the Prince return th’affection which 
The truth of his may challenge as a debt?” 
Arthi, O, my true Lord, hall we never meet again; 
And interchange the {tory of our loves, 
Which ftill we found fo like, as 1f we two . 
Had but one heart, wherein we gave them forms? 

Altop. ’Twere fin to have no hope, we'll change 
Our ftaves, for there are many more will . 

Gladly take protection of our Loves. ' 

Rang. My time was limited your Miftrefs is Ae 
Become my charge, and muft'to Court. 

Arthi. Sir, give me leave but to falute this Lady, 
Whofe friendfhip, though of ‘noble worth, I fhall 
Too foon receive, too foon (I fear) forfake 5 


Yo. 
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You, gentle Amaranta, mult enjoy ; 

Your blefled habitation here, here with my Lord, 

Whom I would fain commend, not to 

Your care, but your neglect, for know, 

We in our Virgin bafhfulnefs efteem 

Solicitation, and addrefs a more 

Undoubted fin than our difdain. 

~ smar. Madam! I’m here a prifoner too, and will 

Expect, like others, in harfh times diftreft, 

‘His pity, not relief; I'll hope for that, 

If you'll permit it without jealoufie. | 
“4rthi. Preferve mein your kind remembrance, Altophil. 
Altop. What other ufe have I oftmemory ? 
‘arthi. Sit! I am loth to leave this Lady here, 

Imprifonment is cruel to a Mayd3 

Was it the Princes will fhe needs mutt {tay > 
Rang. Yes, | receiv’d it in a {trict command: 
Arthi. In pity, Altophil, Vl hide mine eyes 5 

For though they have unhappy been to me; 

Yet I to them will not fo cruel be 

As to permit, they heedful view fhould take | 

Of all thy love, and muft at once forfake.  [Exenut Rang. Arthi. 
Altop. Since, Amaranta, We are here inclos’d, ° 

And I mutt learn to wooe with love impos'd 5 

Let us contrive a way of wooing fo, 

That from conttraint love may to freedom grow. 

Our mortal love (which narrowly extends 

No farther than life’s leafe, and quickly ends) 

We will draw out to vatt eternity 5 

But to begin that progrefs, we muft dy. 
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ACT Wil SCENEL 


Enter Brufco, Rampino, Hirco, their Swords drawn, anoife of 
Drums first beard afar off. 


Ramp. LI’s loft, the Town's furpris'd, we are betray’d, 
A And by the Traitor Galeotto fold to Heildebrand 

The Lombards King; to whom Morello (falfe 

As his falfe Lord) gave in the darkeft hour, 

Of night, a fecret entrance through the Weftern Port: 
Hirco. No hope is left? the Citadel’s betray'd. 
Brufco. Patt all recovery? Gandolpho, he 

Who was prefer’d to the command of it 

Some two hours fince, by the falfe favourite ; 

Has, like a treacherous Coward, fold it to 

The Lombards King, who hath not overcome 

But ftoln us to captivity. 

Ramp. What drowfic ignorance poflefs'd the Prince 

To tru(t, with fuch important power, one whom 

He knew a Subject to that Villains will? 


Bruje. 1, there his reafon fhew’'d her felf bewitch’d, es) 
$2 Whey 
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When he had banitht Galeotto, and 


Incens’d his very foul to all malignity, 
That his invenom’d gall could e’re produce 
Then to put truft in thofe he had prefer’d? [Eater Rangone. 
Rang. O Gentlemen! to what unfeafonable ufe 
Doe you advance your Swords, as if you meant 
To make the furious Victor {port? when we 
Are fo much paft the likelihood of help, ; 
That all refiftance you can fhew, is but 
To haften now the flav’ry of your lives! 
Brufe. It Chanels mutt o'reflow with blood 5, 
Their veins, who come to empty ours, fhall open too. 
Ramp. Why {hould we calmly dye, as if we meant 
To breathe our fighing Souls out in our fleep, 
Departing with lefs noife than men who dream 
They dye? let’s venture to regain the Fort. 
Hirco. Well if we mutt fall, it is as good 
We doit climbing, as thus ftanding ftill. 
Rang. Your forces are too weak, ‘tis fortified 
Already with two Regiments of Switz. 
I know you think I am as much enclin’d 
To hazard, as that man, who dares the moft 
In glory or revenge: but this attempt 
Will only ferve t’incenfe ftern Heildebrand, 
Againft our Prince and Altophils who with 
Arthiopa are prifoners now, and given 


’ To Galeotto’s power, as a reward 


Firft promis’d him to purchafe his loft faith. 
Brufe. The Prince, our General, and his Miftrefs too 5 
All ta’ne? the deftinies are grown too cruel,——-_ [Drums afar off. 
Stand clofe, and make this paflage good. 
Enter Heildebrand, Galeotto, Morello, Gandolpho, souldiers. 
Heil. What furious fools are thefe, who being but 
A {catter’d remnant of difcourag’d ftrength, 
Prefume defiance ftill, when all the reft 
Have fafely yielded to our power? Bid them 
Submit, and give their weapons up. 
Galeot. Why, Gentlemen, will you thus vainly tempt 


“A danger from his wrath, who {till forbears 


Deftruétion where his mercy is implor’d? 
Prefent him your unprofitable {words, 
And I'll procure a full aflurance of 
Your lives and liberties. 
Rang. Kindnefs founds harfhly from a Traitors tongue, 
If you had ftill been loyal to your Prince, 
Such mediation had been out of ufe. 
Galeot. This language is too bold3 it does denote 
Your anger great, and your difcretion {mall : 
But fuch untimely choler, know, Ican * 
As eafily forgive as fcorns and will 
Advife you by fubmiffion, to enjoy 
Your lives, and to continue free. 
Morel. The counfel that he gives you is 


Not fit to be refus’d. 
Gandol. 
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Gandol. You, brothers of the Camp, 1s it not better 
To live and fpend your pay, when you can get it, 
Than dye, and hav’t laid out in Funeral plums? 
Heilde. If y’are in Jove with death, we can afford 
Tt you with taking but a little painss if you'll 
Deferve to live, you fhall enjoy the fame . 
Conditions we afford the Town; be free, 
And ftill protected by your former laws 5 
But firft yield up your Swords. 
Brafe. Our {words are all our wealth, take thofe away 
And we are left to poverty and fhame. 
Heil. Your grant already hath allow’d our Citizens 
The prefervation of their Lands and Goods. 
Ramp. Shall Souldiers fare worfe than dealers in {mall wares? 
Heil. The tribute of your arms we'll but pofféfs 
Till night, and then, on the honour of a King, 
They fhall be all reftor’d. 
Rang. In our refiftance, Gentlemen, vainly- 
We give away our lives; let us preferve 
Them rather for our Princes future ufe. 
Brufe. Since “tis decreed, make anfwer as you pleafe. 
Rang. Upon your Kingly word we yield! 
Heil. Difarm, and lead them to the Citadel, 
Where, when you have enroll’d their names, take care 
That our engagement be made good. [The Souldiers take away their 
__ Ramp. 1 pray look to the Ribband on the hilt, Swords. | 
Itwasa Widowsfavour. Exit Rang. Brufc. Ramp. Hire. Souldiers. 
_ Heil. Where, Galeotto, are your prifoners > 
Galeot. Safely confin’d in my own houfe, and now 
(Great Sir) according to your Royal grant, 
I crave the full difpofing of their lives. 
Heil. Take our confent, we cannot leffen what 
At firft our bounty did affure; but then 
Your fecret promife mutt be ftraight perform’d. 
Galeot. At night, or let me forfeit all your truft. 
Heil. Lead to the City-Senate, that we may 
‘Receive their homage, and confirm their Laws. 
Still wear your fecret promife in your thoughts. [Exeunt. 
Exter Amaranta, Phoebe. 
Phab. Madam, your litle Coufin, Orza, is 
Without, and comes to vifit you. 
« Amar. Attend her in. [Exit Phoebe. 
This dreadful ftorm of War has frighted her. 
Can childhood, in aCloyfter bred, fear dangers 
Nat being grown to the unhappy fence 
Of love neglected and difdain‘d. [ Eater Ornas 
Orna. How doe you, Madam? 7 
Amar. Alas, {weet Coufin, you look pale. 
Orna. We have been praying all night in the Nunnery 
For fear of the Souldiers. 
Amar. The Souldiers will not hurt ye. 
Orna. \ hear they are cruel black men, Coufin, 
Amar. Fear nothing, you are fafe. 


Orna. I dare {tay any where but in the dark. 
Amat s 
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Amar. You come in feafon hither; prethee fing 
That Song which Gartha taught thee e’re fhe dy'd. 

Orva. I'm out of breath. 

Amar. Paufe and recover it. 


The Sone. 


Orna. Run to Loves Lott ry! Run, Maids, and rejoyce: 
when, drawing your chance, you meet your own choices 
And boaft that your luck you help with defign, 
By praying croff-leg’d to old Bifvop Valentine. 
Heark, heark! a Prize is drawn, and Trumpets found! 
Tan, ta,ra, ra, ra! 
Tan, ta, ra,.ra, ra! 
Heark Maids! more Lots are drawu! Prizes abound. 
pub! duba, duba, dub! the Drune now beats! 
And, duba, duba, dub, Eccho repeats. 
As if at night the God of Warhad made 
Loves Queen a skirmifh fora Serenade.’ 
Hafte, hafte, fair Mayds, and come away! 
The Prieft attends your Bridegrooms ftay. 
Rofés and Pinks will be firewn where you go5 
whilft 1 walk in fhades of Willow, Willow. 
When I aut dead let him that did flay me, 
. Be but fo good as kindly to lay me 
There where neglected Lovers mourn, 
Where Lamps and hallow'd Tapers burn, ; 
Where Clerks in Quires fad Dirges ling, 
Where fweetly Bells at burials ring. 
My Rofé of youth is gon, ita 
Wither'd as foon as blown! 
Lovers go ring my knell! 
Beauty and Love farewel! 
And left Virgins forfaken 
Should, perhaps, be niflaken 
In feeking my grave, Alas! let then know 
I lye near a (hade of Willow, Willow. 
Enter Page. 
Page. Madam, your Father expects you in the Garden. 
Amar. \ fear his pity of me will undo him. 
Orna. I pray defire him to fpeak to the King, 
.That the Souldiers may leave drumming. I’m fare 
We can’t fing Matins for’em in the Nunnery. 
Amar. Come Coufin, I will teach you grief betimes, 
Left when your growth admits of love, it then . 
-Should meet you unprepar’d. [ Exeunte 
Enter Afcoli, Altophil, Arthiope, their arms bound. 
4fcol. My fall from Sov’reign title and command, 
My lofs of that which nature worft can mjfs, 
Delightful liberty 5 thus being bound 
And fold, like a cheap flave5 
Not all thefe fufPrings make me mourn fo much, 
As did that feparation when I 
A while divided you from each others fight, és 
‘ et 
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Yet when I {aw your faiths were both oblig’d, 
And to your vertues knit, then, Altopbil, 
‘Tdid refign my nuptial hopes, and gave 
Her loyalty the'praife, and rev’rence due 

Even to a Saint. . 

Arthi. Your ufage, Sir, I have confe(s’d, 
_ Was noble, though unfortunate, and [ 

Shall {carce find tears enough left to 

Lament my own Captivity! when I 

Behold my mourning Lords and yours. 

_ Altop. Would there were here 
_ Some flowry bank, fhaded with Cyprefs: 

Ewe and Sycamore, whofe melancholy brow 
_ Hung o’re alittle difcontented brook, 
~ Which murmur’d ftill, as if it wifely knew 

It travell’d to fome River that muft foon 
Convey it to theSeas where they would both, 

~ Involv’d with troubled waves, be loft. Here we 
Would fit, comparing mighty Courts to greater Seas, 
Where Lovers like {mall Rivolets are vex’d 
_A while and then o’rewhelm’d. .A rural refidence 
“Near Woods and Méads, though it be humble, is 
The place where we might love, and be fecure. 
_ Arthi. Why then did my too'valiantfather, and 
Your felf, difquiet all the peaceful world 
_ With hunting after fame? loaden and crufh’d 
Inheavy Armour for'the chafe of it; ~ ’ 
~~ Toyling to get us fo much eminence 

As fince has ruin’d our content? oh that 

We firft had met in Shepherds homely weeds! 

= Altop. I, my Arthiope, or that we now 

Might fo enjoy our liberty 5 then if 
_ Ambition did inflame my thoughts to aim 

At victories, I f{hould not combate for a Crown, 

But wreftle for fome Chaplet wreath’d by you. 

__ Afeol. How kindly I ri 
_ Should take it from the Celeftial pow’rs, if they 
Would make your ayrie wifhes real truths5 
And me fome Neighbouring Villager, who came 
_ Gladly to wonder at your loves, and court 
The beauties of your Miftrefs mind, my Altophil, 
Such Rivalthip is noble, though ’tis new. ; 
| Enter Galeotto, Gandolpho, Morello,. souldiers. 
___ Altop. Appear, and let thy rage infli@ her worfts 
_ How weak, ‘dull’ Traitor, all thy mi(chiefs are, 
Who canft invent no other punifhment 
To quit thy Daughters ftill neglected love, 
- But what we'll fuffer, and embrace with fcorn. 
| _ Afcol. Perform thy malice; come, that we may 
_ Smile to think how after ages will record 
_ Thy deeds in {cornful proverbs to exprefs 
Difloyalty, 

Arth, And Maids, when they but hear thy name, 
Shall crofs themfelves in fuperftitious fear. . 


Morel, Thefle 
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Morel. Thefe are but crabbed Complements 
To him who has your lives at his Command. 
Galeot. Right Sir, if I could eafily remove 
My gall from off my Liver to my Hearts : 
But now I take no joy in bitternefs : { . 
Thus I requite their wrath, unbind them ftreight. [| So#ldzers un- 
Altop. How’s this? what may this courtefie portend ? bind them. ] 
Galeot. Watt not your wonder, Sir; it isnodream. 
Altop.. His finful Nature is converted fure? 
Galeot, Now being all made free, you <ltophil, 
And fair Arthiope, have but exchang’d 
Thefe Fetters, to be joyn’d in everlafting Bonds; 
Start not, they are but Matrimonial Cords 5 
And eafie to be worn, though ne’re untrd: 
Such Manacles you'll gladly enter in. 
Arth. My prayers did find the neareft way to Heaven : 
How quickly they were heard? 
Altop. Thofe ftains are all 
Wip’d off, which did disfigure thee, thy brow 
Is quite unwrinckled, and ts grown fo fmooth, 
That thou wilt hardly know it in thy Glafs. 
Afeol. Galeotto | this reftores thee to my kind 
Efteem again 5 whilft I behold their bappinefs, 
I can forgive thy Treafon unto me. 
Galeot. Convey thofe Lovers to their Bridal-Chamber, 
And let the Cerimonial rites be fich as I directed. 
Altop. Come my Arthiope, gladnefs muft leave 
No room for Virgin-blufhesin thy Cheeks. [Zx. Morel. Altop.Artht. - 
Afcol. 1s my employment void, muft I not go 
And help to Celebrate this bleffed hour ? 
Galeot. No Sir, you havea greater bufinefs of your own, 
And may be thought as happy too, 
If you will prove as wife in your confent, 
As I am kind in what I ftreight thall offer. 
Afcol. Inftru& me better what you mean. 
Galeot. You fee how your moft rig’rous doom upon 
My perfonand my wealth, enforc’d me to 
Such waysin my revenge, as fince have made 
Me apt for more ambitious hopes than thofe 
I loft: This froward Duke held my alliance in 
Difdain: Now heis more in my contempt 5 
For you (his mafter, Sir, .) I think 
Fitter timbracemy daughter asa wife. 
Afcol. There's myftery in this difcourfe! 
Galeot. ’TiseafieSir, when you conceive, that I 
By marriagehave remov'd <Arthiope, 
From your poffeffion. 
Afcol. But I have made a vow 
Since fhe feverely did refufe the firft 
Mott Lawful paffions that I ever felt, 
All other beauty thall appear too late, 
Galeot. Thofe are rafh vows, which lovers 
In difpair, or Choler make. . 
Confider, this perform’d, my power with Heildebrand é 
, ay 
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May keep you yet in your dominions free, 
Some little yearly tribute being paid, - 
. Afeol. It isnot in your power to force my love? 
Galevt. Sir, if I fhould, it were but juftice, and 
_ Divine 5 fince in my abfence you confpir'd 
_ Tioforce the Duke to make my daughter his, 
That your defires might fuffer no impediment, 
When they fhould court Arthiope. 
Aftol Thou rudely doft awake 
_ Thofe thoughts, which fain would fleep 5 I'll hear no more. 
~Galeot. Go! biad him then/ and lead him where he was 
Before reftrain’ds you fhall have time to meditate: 
And make your refolutions of more worth. 
~  Gandol. My Lord! Pll watch him like your Sentinel. 
 Afcol. Slave! doft thouufe me as fond Children do 
Their Birds, fhew me my freedom ina String ; 
And when thou’ft play’d with me a while, then pull 
_ Me back again, to languifh in my Cage? 
This infolence will make thee chief in Hell = [Exeunt: 
_. Enter Hirco, Frifklin. 
Frisk, Well, this is a good King, the Laws fhall have 
| . Their courfe 5 it matters not who Reigns, as long 
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As every one may come by his own! if 
_ Signior Rzmpixo pay me not, I can 
 Arreft him now. 
. Hirco. Signior Frisklin, y’are in the right. 
__ For thus to faill his day, is a moft vild thing. 
_ Heaven will ne’ar blefs him. 
‘Frisk, Never, ’tis impoffible he fhould come to good 
That fails his day. Heaven keep my friends 
_ From failing of their day ! 
__ Hirco. Who would have thought, ’thad bin fo great a fin? 
But the truth is, En’er ftudi’d the Cafuifts. 
_ All that I read isinthe Mufter-book. 
_. Frisk, But as you told us, Sir, is he fo great 
~ Already with the King? : 
_ Hirco. Upon my honour he fent him juft now 
_ A Sword for a Prefent, and this to me, 
Becaufe Iam his friend! 
Frisk, Yours ( Seignior ) is not very rich! 
Hirco. No, aplain Wandal hilt, twas his great Grandfires. [Enter 
‘T’ve told your friends here, how much you are Ram. | 
In favour now at Court, and they rejoice 
Kindly at it. Bear up, and make it good. 
Frisk. Sir, we have reafonto be glad, I pray 
How cam’t about? may we learn alittle 
Of the {tate devices? 
Ramp. Troth partly merit, for you know 
I wear my cloaths as well as another man3 
Befides 1 had the luck to be moft near 
Akin to him who did betray the Fort. . 
Frisk, Ah! Signior! if you could have betrai’d it 
Your felf, then we had been all made. 
Ramp. Well! there’s no time loft, we may have occafion 
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To betray fomewhat hereafter 5 men that 
Will rife, mult not be tender of 
Their labour and good will! 
Frisk. Signior/ y’are in the right: 
For if we labour in our Calling, Heaven 
Will help usto betray fomething or other 
For our good. 
Ramp. Signior Frisklin, 1 owe you 
For much profitable counfel. 
Frisk, 1, Sic, and mony for other things! 
Ramp. We'll talk of that anon. 
It fhall coft me four Duckets but PU 
Get thy Pidture, and by thy, fide Pll have 
Young Tony, thy Son drawn too, 
Eating of Cherries ina green Coat. 
Frisk, Signior! this was theday you promis'd me? 
Ramp. 1, a’ you hear, you fhall work for the King. 
Frisk. Who: ISir. Alas. 
Ramp. Come, it mutt be fo, his Taylor dy’d this morning. 
Frisk, I pray Signior. 
Hirco. °Tis very true, 
He fell mad with ftudying of new fafhions. x i 
Frisk. 1 fhall be thankful if you'll ufe your pow'r. 
Ramp. You cani'th long vacation every year 
Travelto Paris, and inftruct your felf 
In the neweft mode and the beft cut? 
Frisk, [have a Brother lives there, Sir. He is 
A Shoo-maker, and lately fent me Poft 
A pattern of the fineft Spur-leathers 5 
*Twas fo admir’d at Coure. 
Ramp. Write for him {traight he {hall be prefer'd too, 
If he be known fo trim at’s payring knife, 
He cannot mifs th? reverfion of that place. 
Frisk. If the houfe of the Fris&lin's rife, your Sons 
Sha’not want. They fhall be Pages, Sir, to mine. 
Signior, my Money’s due fince Lavemas lat. 
Ramp. I'm ftudying to prefer your wife 
At Court: if the will chufe any employment 
In the Queens fide, her hopes ftand fair, the Queen 
Lies in at Afamtua: Jet me fee what think 
You of a Rockers place to the young Prince. 
Frisk, Why truly, Sir, if fhe may carry my 
Small Son along, I would be loth to leave him 
Behind in a lone houfe. 
Ramp. You mutt by him a new hat, and d’you hear 
Let him abftain from Ginger-bread, ‘twill fpoi! 
His growth. . 
Frisk. A litle, Sir, on holy days. 
Ramp. You will be felf will’d. 
Frisk, He always had a care of my Son. 
Ramp. You may vifit me tomorrow 
And know mote. 
Frisk. V'll bring my meafure with me. Tis two years 
Since I wrought for your Worthip! 
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Ramp. Do, do, farewell! Hireo make hatte, and {hift the Air 3 
There’s nothing fo unwholfom, after fafting, 
As the breath of Creditors. . [ Exennt, 
Enter Morello, Altophil, Arthiope. 
_ Altoph. Rich perfian Hangings, Venetian Tapérs, the Bed too 
- Of italian Nuns embroidery, purl’d and imbo’d, 
Galeotto {hews his bounty great to deck 
Our Bridal Chamber, with fuch foreign pomp; 
“But where’s the Prieft, who with his holy words 
Should make us fit to enter here? | Sadr sag 
Morel. Rofting the Pig he receiv’d in his Jatt Tythes. 
Altoph. Your mirth is fomewhat {trange: does it become you ? 
Morel. How little are you practis’d in the affairs 
_ And fouls of men, to think this fumptuous Bed 
~ Within, and Furniture could entertain an Enemy ? 
Altoph. For whom was it prepar’d 2 
Morel. For mighty Heildebrand, the Lumbard’s King, 
_ Who, when he gave the Prince and you to be 
_ Obedient Pris’ners to my Matters will, 
 Receiv’d a promife that th’enfuing night, 
He fhould enjoy this Lady in his Ams. 
4rthio. Ay me! what prodigies are here> 
Altoph. Villain, take that for thy intelligence. [ Strikes hive 
Morel. So fierce in your rewards! What hoa! feize onthe Duke, 
Then bindhims andtheLadytoo. [Enter Souldiers and lay hold on 
___ Altoph. My enfeis with affliction fo much dull’d, (hin. 
_ That injury is now become my fport. 
_. What follows? I befeech you to proceed, 
_* Morel. Souldiers avoid the room. [ Exeunt Souldiers. 
Know Sir, the wife Galeotto to advance 
His gratitude, with wit and novelty, 
To his new Matter, the victorious King, 
_ Ordain‘d that you, this Ladies Lover, {hould 
~ Upon your knees prefent her to his arms. 
Your proud neglect of Amarantha then 
He juftly has repay’d. 
Altoph. O! damn‘d infernal Dog! . 
Morel. V1) leave you Sir, take leifure, and refolve 
T’accept of this employment, or todye. [ Exit. 
Altoph. How divers are the changes of his tyranny 5 
‘Ere while he flatter’d us with pleafant fhows 
Of comfortable hope, then fuddenly 
Prefents us with more horrid forms than death. 
* Arthiop. Deathis our happieft expectation now. [ Enter Amaranta. 
_ Amar. The chiefeft bleflings that are bred above | 
Fall on you both, like Summer fhowers, which come 
To ripen what before was but in infancy 
Of growth: firft, Altophil, on you, who are 
,Moft noble to the world, though much unkind 
Tome; next on your Bride, whofe virtues fhine | 
So clear, that I muft check my envy, and confefs, 
f have fome joy. to fee her fortunate. 
_ Altoph. Can this be Awaranta’s voice> is fhe 
Perverted too, and taught to mock at our diftre(3 > 
dga , Arthiop. 
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Arthi. This ill becomes a Maidens modefty ! - 
“mar. Forbid it goodnefss if you fuffer ought, 
- That I fhould make your miferies my {corn 
For juft Heaven knows, my Father, feeming full 
OF kindnefs, and of hafte, lately difturb’d Vas ® 
| My Orizons, with news he had defign’d © 
The Prince to marry me, which, Altophil, 
Was but unwelcome hope, fince my beft Love 
Mutt dye with your difdains then told me all ° 
Thefe preparations were to celebrate 
Your nuptials with Arthiope. . | 
Altop. My nuptial rites! that was a feigned difguife — 
To hide his foul lafcivious purpofe from 
Your bafhful fight. — 

Amar. My Lord, though he hath wrong’d you much, 
Do not mifconfter him, as fit for all impieties. 7 
Altop. Alas! it is too dire a truth! 

Witnefs thefe Bonds, witnefs thofe griefs 
Which hang upon: 4rthiope, like black 
Wet clouds upon the mornings cheek 5 fhe is 
Appointed for the lutt of Hezldebrand 5 
And I, by your obdurate fathers will, 
Matt be infore’d to fee and fuffer it. 
Amar. Horror! why fhould I tarry here, 
And liften to fuch things as. are not fit ¢ 4 
To be believ'd? = « [she is going ont. 
Altoph. Stay! Amaranta! fray! . . : 
If you are pitiful , and have thatheaven . 
Within your breaft, which with fuch lively truth 
Is figur’d in your face, exprefs it now! 
You know the fecret paflages and dores 
OF this your Fathers houfe, convey, with your 
Beft {kill and traft, my Miftrefs to fome dark 
Unufual place, where the may reft fecure . 
And fafe from violence! 2 2s 
Arthi. Upon my knees I beg, 
If yet the foftnefs of your Mothers nature 
Have any refidence within your breaft: 
Look like a Virgin on a Virgins griefs 
And let your mercy find fome way to hide 
My honour from the reach of wicked men. 
Altop. In hope of your compaftion, fee how low 
I fall to be my Miftrefs Advocate. 
Amar. Let me henceforth in darknefs dwell 
For why fhould I again make ufe of light; 
That can endure to fee the Monarch of my 
Heart thus humbl’d at my feet ? 
Rife, Sir, rife {weet Arthiope, though it 
Seems ftrange (fince you my Rival are) 
I thould affift your fortune, whofe felicity 
Mutt ruine mine, yet I will juftly do’t 
With hazard of my life, ye hs 
Altop. What ftrange malicious courtefie (you ftars) is 
Was this, when you did make the firft election - 
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Of My love fo excellent, and with <Arthzope 
- So fill’d my breaft, that thereno room was left 
= To entertain, this Ladies true f 
” Affection, till it came too late. 
___ Artht. And I could not confirm 
My ownchief happinefs, but whilft I did 
_ Oppofe the chaft proeeeding of her hope. 
Amar. Firft,U il unty thefe mis-becoming bonds. [she unbindsthem. 
Now follow me! The watchful Guards are fo 
_, Difpos'd about the houfe, that you have yet 
No feafon for efcape 5 but there’s a Vault, 
Deep bury’d under yonder Turrets Arch, 
Where [ll conceal you both, till with my tears ° 
~f quench my Fathers irreligious wrath. 
_ Altoph. This kindnefs to your Rival will become 
Cin all fucceeding times ) a ftory fit 
To foften thofe who are obdurate made 
_ By frequent torments of fuccesflefs love. 
» Fame loud {hall fing it, and preferve it long 5 
 Whilft lovers make it their eternal fong. L Exennt. 


ACT IV. Scene f. 
Enter Heildebrand, Galeoito. 


_ Heild. 7g Hefe Ornaments fhew much Magnificence 

: And wealth: the profp’rous Monarch of the Eaft 
Might here vouchfafe to fleep, though when his bold 
And fuperftitious fables made him think 

he Sun was marry’d, and would fend - 
His gliftring Wife to be his Concubine. 
Galeot. Thefe Tapers, Sir, 
And thefe refulgent Stones, will all grow dark 
When you behold 4rthiopé who now 
( That you may find my promife juft ) you hall 
! mbrace; where is fhe? ha! death on this flave. — 
~ Morello, told me that he left her here 5 7 
_ Her Lover too! faft bound to my dispofe--~-- [ Ewter Amaranta. — 
Amaranta! what Devil counfel’d thee 
5 To this untimely vifit in the night ? 
te Amar. It was a careful Angel, Sir, who to 
Prevent the dangers near your Soul, hath given 
{ as order to dehort that rage, which does 
| Perfue srthiope. 


 _Galeot. Where is fhe ? {peak > 
Where's sltophil? remov'd and hid by thee? 
__Heild. Her beauties make his faint defcription fhew more 
_ Like envy, than juft praife; 
_ My wife her felf who was thought beautiful, 
_ Shews foul and tauny to her. 
| Galeot. Why doft-not fpeak, I know fhe can’t efcape 
_ The Confines of my houfe, my Guards are made 7 
oo 
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Too watchful, and too {trong 5 where is (he? {peak ? [she kneels. 
Amar. Six, Lconfels, I’ve hid her from your wrath, 
And, till this great diftemper of your mind be cur’d, 
It is not fafe fhe {hould appear. ; rea 
Heild. Why doft thou let her kneel 2 fuch excellence 
Should not fo humble be. 
Galeot. The polture’s comely, Sir, it is my Daughter. 
Heild. Hah! bis Daughter! this eourtefie is new 
And exquifite, I love a parent for my Bawde! 
Galeot. Tell me ! thou troublefom and virtuous fool, 
Where thy bewitching Rival is conceal’d, 


‘Or I'll torment thee, till thou wake thy dead 


Unlucky Mother with thy groans. 
Heild. Galeotto | hold, doft thou ufe force ? 
Galeot. The Lady whom I promis’d for your bofom, Sir, 
She has prefumptuoufly remov'd fromhence! ~ 
Heild. What Lady’s that ¢ 
Galeot. The fair Arthiope. 
Heild. There’s none fo fair as this, all beauty elfe 
She turns to black Companions of the night. 
I need not thy opinion in a beauty; 
Nor carel for the Mufick of a name. 
My gentle Excellence, wafte not thofe tears, 
Whofe Sov’raign pow’r would an amendment give 
To Nature where fhe weakly doesrefides;  ~ 
And, falling in the Spring, quickly convere 
A Canker to a Rofe. Come, mourn no more. 
Amar. Sir! you are merciful. 
And by the great prerogative of your 
Command, may foon procure an eafier weight 
Than he hath laid upon the Innocent. 
Heild. Believ’t he fhall not practife Violence 3 
To bed {weet Beauty, go, he is reclaim’d ; 
Upon thy life purfue her not: thy looks 
Are grown too terrible to court her now., (Exit Amarante. 
Galeot. But will you then forego my promife, Sir! 
Heild. Your firft affurance was, her Mover fhould 
Prefent her willingly into mine Arms, 
And that I muft expect: there is no eafe 
Nor pleafure in Conftraint. 
Galeot. You mean Arthiope. + 
I'll fetch her Sir, if you'll but let me force 
This peevith Girl, to tell where fhe’s conceal'd. 
Heild. This is that fair Arthiope whom I'll enjoy. 
Galeot. Perfwade my Daughter to your Bed 5 
You are marry’d Sir. 
Heild. Or thy ambition elfe 
Perhaps would be fo bold tothink, I’d chufe 
Her for my Wife! 
'» Galeot. In troth the other way 
Is but a fhameful kind of loves 
Yet may be fit enough for loft Arthiope$ 
If you'll take Jeifure till I find her outs 
But to betray a Daughter ? 
Heik . 
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Your Country, Str, why not your daughter now > 
Mock not my rais’d defires, bring her to night 5 
Not fore'd by terror, or outragious ftrength, 
But, by the foothings of thy Tongue, wrought to 
_ A willing and a free confent 5 go! dot 
Or thou fhait bleed. | 
Galeot. Peace to your Majefty! © 
This Fool in areligious pity hath 
Deftroy’dher felf, 1’th choiceft hour of time, 
When I defign’d the fhould be wedded to 
The Prince: for dull loos Heildebrand, 
If th’other had but fatisfi’d his luft 4 
In drunken bounty would furrender al] 
His Conquett here, t’endow and make her great. 
What is our humane cunning, our obfcure, 
And vicious Wifdom, worth? fince at this Play 
Of policy a gamefter cannot win 
By having fkill, but power to help his fin. [ Exit. 
Enter “Afcoli unbound, Rangone, Gandolpho. 
Rang. | hear the Lady, Sir, and Altophil 
Are Pris’ners till, and by that Traytor were 
But led to counterfeit delights, 
_ Afcol. My own afflictions quickly vanith from 
My thoughts, when [ remember theirs ; you {ee 
This Captain gives my hands their liberty ; 
But I believe him now fo far reclaim’d, 
That he'll contrive the freedom of 
_ My perfon too. 
Rang. Gandolpho, know 
The counfél I have given, will fhortly, when 
Your reafon and your piety confiult, 
Advance your profit much, your honour more. 
Afcol. Your error paft I have forgiven; as well 
_ Affur’d Galeotto’s cunning did feduce 
Your eafie Nature in pretence of gratitude: 
To ule your Country ill, and me your Prince. 
‘But your amendment now hall have as full - 
Reward as if the memory were loft 
Of all your former guilt. 
ang. How excellent repentance fhow’s ! it may 
Perhaps proceed too flow, but when 
‘Tis reall never comes too late. 
Gandol. Sir, thus dejected on the Earth, I beg 
_ Your pardon, and fhould rife made happy, though 
_ Not innocent, if you believe that I 
_ Was wrought into my crime, by him who found . 
A fabtle ufe of my unfkilful Love. [ Kifes his hand. 
Aftol. My faith is willingly confirm’d, and you 
| Call'd back to all the favour you forfook 5 
The Citadel continues ftill in your command 5 
Though now with Strangers re-inforc’d ; 
_ And by your power a fecret entrance may 
~ Be foon devis’d for a furprife. 


[. Exit, 
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Rang. The abfence of your perfon, Sir, which is 
So much lamented now, when you appear, 
Will add a courage equal to the joy 
Our Souldiers thall receive, and though difpers’d, 
The Town may yield enow for this defign. 

Gandol. What valour, or long practice in the War, 
( Made perfect with much doubtful enterprize ) 
€an do, we fhortly will atchieve: but yet 
A while you muft reft clofe in durance here. 

Afcol. My patience is fo wife, it will perfwade 
Me to’t, Ragone, comme; the dangers which 
Thefe Lovers fear, are fuch, as we will foon 


Prevent, or elfe endeavour to revenge. [| Exceunt. 


Enter Amaranta, Phebe, Orva. 

Amar. Send back my little Coufin to her Cloitfter 5 
She has a foul too mufical for mine. 

Phebe. Shall fhe go to night Madam? 

Awar. 1, prefently. My difcords are 
Unfit Companions for her harmony. 

Ora. Call for the Coach. Iam grown weary of you. 
*Tis merrier being in the Nunnery 
Then here. Phebe pray call for the Coach? 

Phebe. Firft fing the fong to her you promis d me, 
It may put her out of this dullhumour, | 

Orna. Coufin leave your melancholy and hear me- 


"Tis, in good truth, a moft wonderful thing 
(Lam een afham'd to relate it ) 

That Love fo many vexations fhould bring ne | 
And yet few have the wit to hate it. ) 


Loves weather in Maids fhould feldom hold fair 
Like Aprils wine fhall quickly alter. 

I'll give him to night a lock of my hair , 
To whom, next day I'll fend 4 Halter. 

I cannot abide thefe malapert Males. 
Pirats of love, who know no duty 5 

Tet Love with a Storm can take down their Sails 
And they mufi firike to Adnfral Beauty. 


Farewel to that Maid who will be undone 
who in markets of men ( where plenty 
is cri’d up and down ) will dy even for one. 

1 willlive to wake Fools of Twenty. 


Amar. Mufick to her who does all comforts Jack 
Is like to. whiftling winds before a Wrack. 


Orza. Coufin farewel, I'll go fing with the Nuns. [Exeunt feve-_ 
Enter Heildeband, Galeotto, Arthiope. .. || ral ways: |” 


Galeot. The beams of.your bright beauty could not be 


# 
7 


s 


7 


So hid, but I muft find them out. ‘op ott 


_Arthi. My life 1 now efteem,not worthy of my.care, 
Since you have fever’d me from: Altophil. o¢ 
| Galeot. Your 
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Galeot. Your Lover yet’is fafe; but if you ufe 
The King-with cruelty, expect the like : .@ 
On him -------- I knew, when he beheld 
Her luftre fhine, my 4maranta would 
Be frees already he grows hot: this fire 
Like thofe which Chymifts keep, muft {till 
Yn fecret burn, whilft gazers void the room —— [ Exit. 
Heild. How {hall I now.redeem the error of 
My former wonder, which, in ignorance, 
Comitted fond Idolatry to one 
~ Whoin her greatéft beauty may become 
Your Worfhiper, and not decline her own 
Prerogative ; though fhe excel a Throng 
Of othersthat are comely too. 
| Arthio. Sir! Tam hither fore’d 
By a perverfe and treacherous Counfellor 5 
His Tongue hath much envennom’d your chaft Ears, 
Andwould per{wade you to a horrid fin: 
But all my comfort is, your Nature hath 
. Been {till fo rightly taught, you'll eafily 
 Refift temptations of a greater {trength. 
Heild. Know youare hither come, to lay your white 
_ Attractive hand upon my Scepter, whilft ° 
‘You make your refolute decrees of War 
Or peace: fold up my Enfigns, and command 
Them ftreight unfold again, untill they fpread 
. Their bloody Colours in a foreign Land: 
_ But then, my pretious fweetnefS, you muft love. 
“frthio. Your goodnefs, Sir, I will; butif your thoughts 
Are prompted to attempt unlawful deeds, 
~ Sure all thé righteous world muft hate you then 5 
Nor would I be the Jaft, fhould frown upon 
_ Awicked Lover though a King. 
Heild. Such cold difcourfe befits an Hermitage, 
‘Where age and hunger makea reverend pretence, 
To hate the pleafure, when ( alas ) 
_ They have out-liv’d the appetite; you mult 
Come nearer yet ———— 
_ Arthio. O think upon your honour, Sir, and what 
Protects it, Heaven. 
Heild. It is fome pleafure to 
Delay thofe thoughts a while, draw near, make me 
Acquainted with your_lips: why fhould they want 
Impreffion that {0 eas’ly {well 5 that are 
So foft, and fit to take the Seal of Love? 
Arthio. You'll. fright my Soul 
From this unhappy Tenement, where fhe 
Is fhaken fo with that {trange tempeft in 
Your looks, as fhe’ll no longer ftay. 
Heild. Let her come forth, and in my bofom reft. 
_ Arthio. No, Sir, her fecond dwelling is above 
The Stars, where fhe will tell fuch tales of you,~ 
If you perfift, that th’ Earth fhall grow too hot 
For your abodé, ‘and fliortly after, Hell 
; U Too 
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~ "Too cold; they'll mend, and multiply their fires 
Againft You come. 
Heild. Were you lef fair, fuch coynefs would difwade. 
Arthio. If you continue in this exercife 
Of impious power be ftill a King 5 but may 
You live to know your Title given you for 
A fcorn, no fubjetts left you to obey 5 
Nor Enemies to conquer what you have, 
Twill be fo little and fo cheap: this in 
Your age, when miferies do moft perplex, 
And ftrength is quite decay’d that fhould fupport 
The weight, which younger patience thinks no load. 
Heild. Are you foexcellent at curfes, Lady ? 
Arthio. But better far at bleffings, Sir 5 if you 
_ O’recome the furious danger of your will, 
Be ftilla King 5 and may your Scepter grow 
Within your hand, as if it had a root. 
May it bud forth, and fpread in boughs, till’t yield 
A comfortable fhade, where other Kings 
. May fit delighted, and fecure, from all 
The ftorms of War, and Tyranny. - 
Heild. Leave me! away! 
That clofet make your Prifon until night, 
Where you fhall harbour fafe, from him that would 
Betray your Virgin-wealth3 but look not back: 
For then you hare the guilt of my next crime 5 
You carry in your face the fire that feeds 
My flame, which if I fee, “twill kindle foon, 
WhatI will {trive to quench. [ Excennt feveral ways. 
Enter Rampino, Hirco at one dore, Brulco at another. 
Bruféo. What Cabin’d up like Sea-fick. Ladies in 
A {torm >? abroad! abroad ! if you can find 
No bufinefs now, you may afk leave to fleep 
For ever. 
Ramp. Right reverend Brafco what news? 
Brufco. The Count Ragone has had conference with ° 
Th’afilicted Prince. We muft meet at his houfe, 
Where we fhall find Confed’rates, and with hearts 
OF as refiftlefs metal as our own. 
We only want now a convenient Store-houfe where 
We may convey the Arms and Amunition. 
Ramp. You may have Frisklins houfe. 
You could not find a fafer Magazin, 
If you fhould travel through the whole Town Map. [Eater Frilke 
See where he comes. . 
Frisk. Signior, my wife remembers her to you 5 
And defires you of all loves I may take 
Meafure of the King immediately 5 °. 
And you know, Signior fhe’s (as they fay) 
A kind of Jonging Woman. 
Ramp. Well, you thall, 
But I’ve another employment for you 
Firft. This night you muft watch at your back dore, 
Where you fhall fee, come gliding down the Stream 
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_A Boat fraught with the: tap ioces, Arms and Amunition 
Which we have ftole. Receive em, for you know 

Men that will thrive muft labour in their Calling 

_ Frisk. Signior, you fay right I have ever found 
It the beft way. 

© Rump. To morrow I will fend you Cuftomers, 
Whom you may fell’em too; and afterwards. 
F Pay your felf my debt. ~ [ Exeunt.. 
Enter Altophil, bound again. 

ee ‘ultoph. Arthiope, Arthiope! O that 
The double Concave of this difmal place 
Could but reverberate her name’; I would. 
Be mock’d, though with a found of happinefs, 
Rather than quite depriv’d; the Ghofts. 
Of impious men walk and revifit their 

Abodes on Earth: but fhe is gone like things 
f Moft excellent : the Souls of Votaries, 
“Who, when departed, know this vile, this corrupt world 
: So much unfit to mix with their pure Air 
As they willne’re return. Arthiope!  - [Enter Amaranta withe ™~ 
Amar. What voice 1s that, which with © Sword drawn. | 
:: fatal accent does bemoan fome great | 
: ternal Jofs. 


 Altoph. Arthiope is gone, 
: ‘The fecret Vault, where thou did’ft Teave us fafe 
- Enclos’ d, was by Morello found; who with 
Rude help of Murderers enforc’ d her from 
: ‘Mine Arms, and left me bound. 
_. Armar. { fear’d fome danger near, 
4 “Which made me hatte to your relief ; once more . 
Ge Lord )let me give freedom to your {trength----- [Vebinds bin. 
ere, take thisSword, ’tisa moft pretious Jewel, 
And like a Relick has hung long within | 
Our Armoury. If-falfe asorello thall 
‘Return to threaten death, defend your felf. 
 Altoph. Uwould this bounty had been earlier brought. 
| Amar. My fears are fo increas’d, Idare not {tay . 
te fee the end of your uncertain fate. 
| Be watchful and conceal’d 
*Altoph. Th? unweari’d curtefies 
Of this foft Maid, afflict my memory: 
Since my affedions were fo far engag’d, . 
Ere they become, her due, that now 4 
_ Tcanot pay her equal love for love, 
' But to anothers lofs.------ What noile is that > 
3 fecond Door reveal’d > it opens too----. [He fleps behind the Arrate 
: Enter Galeotto, Morello. 
E Morel. Fic’s trufs’'d and pinion’d like a Pullet, Sir, 
_ And you may Spit him when you pleafe. 
 Galeot. Yes, he muft dye, for Amaranta loves 
Him fo, her withes elfe will he're be quieted, 
‘Nor the admit the Prince, though I could win 
His heart : he fuffers for difdain of her 5 
| i Sate fhall pepe and fee it too, “twill breed 
U 2 er 


El Exit. 
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Her up to greatnefs, whofe chief nourifhment 
Is blood, when you have lockt the dore, give her 
This key, and fend her hither. ; 
Morel. If the fafpect the caufe, the will not come. 
Galeot. 1 fay fhe muft, and wait you clofe about | 
The King, to watch th’event of his hot enterprize. {Exit Morello, 
Duke Altophil, where is your mighty grace ? : 
Altop. Who is’t that makes my title his bold mirth? 
Galeot. His fetter’s off! his {word too is in his hand! 
This argues treachery. Strives to go back to the dore, 
Altep. Nay, no retiring yet, : Altophil feeps between. 
I have been here referv’d your prifoner, Sir, 
But your dull bounty now has made you mine. 
Galeot. The very {word I won in duel from 
The fam’d La Roch, ith’ Vale of Chazberie, 
If I were taught t’obferve as Wizards do, 
This chance is fo finifter, *twould infufe 
A fuperftitious trembling through my veins. 
Altop. What is it makes your admiration ftill 
Employ'd? this object of your cruelty ? 
Galeot. Who furnifht thee with fuch a rich defence 
For refcue of thy life > 
Altop. Your daughter, Sir! 
Galeot. So true to him that hates her! p 
And fo falfe to me! deftruction on her heart! 
Altop. Your curfe will find fo little entertainment 
Where her vertues are, that it muft {eon return 
To your own breaft, the memory of her 
Would fain difwade my juft revenge on thee, 
Where haft thou left Arthiope 2 | 
Galeot. With Heildebrand ! 
» “Altop. That fatal word calls back my abfent 
And relenting fpirits to my arm, which grew 
With thoughts of mercy weak, but now it hath 
A force too {trong for thy refiftance. [They fight 4 while and part. 
-  Galeot. 1 am glad to find you are fo active, Sir. 
Altop. And you too are known a Mafter in 
This angry art: your Rapier-miracles are chronicl’d 
By the hot fencing Frezch3 but I'll adventure : 
Some fmall practice, Sir-——_——- Fight again and fever. 
Galeot. Paufe! paufe! a while, and keep your little breath 
Since ’tis your laft, to make your friend more {port. 3 
Altop. So merry? *caufe your Divel is fo learn’d, au 
And taught you fence in fubtle lines proportion’d by 
A rules {till Statue-like, ftanding as {tiff as if 
Your pofture were in braf3, I'll difcompofe . 
Te ftrait. [Fight again, Galleotto is wounded—— fevers 
Galeot. I did not think your {kill fo excellent. 
I fhall drop down without revenge, hewn with a 
Hatchet, like a fenfelefs log, this to requite . 
Your kindnefs, Sir!——._ [ Fight, Gal. is mounded again--- they fever? 
-  Altop. Laugh and be merry now 3 ; 
You are not tickled with a ftraw, you fee 
This is a kind of fport will make you bleed, 


Galeote 


The Unfortunate Lovers, 


 Galeot. O my falfe fame, where art thou now > he bores 


~ And drills me where he lift, as if I were . 
_ Already dead, my breaft a board us’d to 
An Augur, not a Swords as if he had 


Forecaft how many holes would ferve to make 
My obfcure heart tranfparent to the world. hy 
The Furies greet you, Sir-— ; [ Fight, Galeot. falls. 

_ Altop. This for my much wrong’d Prince----this for Arthiope---- 
And though a glorious Villain, yet like to 
“A Villain fall, defpis'd upon the Earth 3 
Not pity’d in thy parting groan. 
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_ Galeot. Oh! oh! your wrath and I together end-—— [He dies, 
Altop. “Tis {trangel {cap'd without a Wound, he was 
Acunning duellift 5 whofe tread is that > { Exter Amaranta, 


Amar. Fear {till makes others fwift to fly from danger, 


_ And me ftill flow t’encounter it, fure I 


Have {tay’d toolong, where are you, Sir? 
Altop. Sweet, Amaranta, hide thine Eyes! 
Amar. Can they be weary grown of feeing you? 
Altop. But here’s another object, that will make them ftart 
Till they have crackt their {trings. 
_ Amar. My Father flain! mercy | how far is thy: 
White Throne remov’d from Earth, that wretched 1 
‘Thy daily Orator, could not be heard > ) 
_ Altop. My blood will turn to tears at her dire obfequy ! 
Amar. O dltophil! thou cruel Lord, did I 
For this, with feveral hazards of my life, 
And filial faith, keep thee from death? that Sword 
I gave you for defence,and {traight, 
Perverting all my courtefies, you did 
Prefent it to my Fathers breatt. 
Altop. He was a wicked man! 
Amar. Were your uncivil accufation true 
Yet for my fake you might have {par’d his life. 
For me, whom, though you could not love, 
Yet you might well have pity’d, or at Jeaft 
You fhould have foon confider’d, that I ne’er 
Deferv’d your hatred in fuch high extreams. 
_ Altop. There was no help, but one 
Of us muft fall, and I preferv'd my felf. 
Amar. On fuch wife cautions my 
Indulgent nature {corn’d to meditate, 
When I deliver'd you from murd’ring hands 
But made the danger haftily mine own. 
_ Altop. Thofe words like fubtle Light’ning pierce, and foon 
Will kill me, though they make no wound 5 
Here, take this Sword, revenge thy Fathers caufe, 
Revenge thy caufe, whofe love I have been forc’d 
To pay with fome neglect, kill me and be jut 
-_ Amar. Did you but call’t neglect? and faid that you 
Were fore’d to it > 


Altop. So forc’d, as I fhall ever be, fince m 


-Pirft plight was feal'd; there is no end of that 
- Conttraint. . 


& 
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Amar, Still to lament, and never to belov'd?. © 
Altop. am the caufe of all thy grief; make hafte, 
Tis fit I dye———— . ‘ 
Amar. That fentence is my doom — [she falls on the sword: 
_  Altop. Hold, Amaranta, hold! io 
Where are our better Angels at fuchtimes — 
As thefe> {weet Virgin, breathe awhile !-— 
Amar. Go tell Arthiope fhe needs not fear 
Her Rival now, my Bridal Bed is in the Earth. 
Alfop. Oh ftay! there may be help! : 
‘Amar. When you come near my grave, if any Flower 
Can grow on fuch unlucky ground, pray water't with 
A fingle tear, that’s all ask: Mercy Heaven— [ Dies. 
_taltop. For ever gone! make much of her you Stars! be 
She is the brighteft e’re {hall come into if 
- Your numberlefs Society. Herlaft — 
Salute was fent unto Arthiope : 
Till the be fafe I muft not follow thee, 
But I will haften, gentle Maid, to wear 
Immortal wings,:and thy new luftre then 
Will be fo known above, that if I ftray, e 
Tt can direct and light me to my way- [Exit 
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ACT V. SCENEL 
“‘ehter Afcoli, Altophil. 


Afeol. Wow we confine our felves to this obfcurs a 
I\/ Divifion of the Houfe, we may be fafe. 2 
The Guards beneath, Rangone did corrupt, “ =: 
And made my entrance hither eafily aa 
Atchiev’d:. but thou haft told a piteous tale 5 . 
The latter part will give pofterity An 
A lafting Caufe to mourn. for though - e 4 
Galeotto faffer’d juftly for his crimes, a 
(And I mutt ever praife that Victory ) 
Yet Amaranta’s fate was too fevere.’ 
Altop. Alas! it isnot good to name her, Sir5 : 
It will corrupt our thoughts, and urge them to | rs 
A defperate belief. ae 


Afcol. Can your intelligence ; 
Arrive at no report which may declare : 
Your Miftrefs ufage withthe King?” a 

Altop. All paflages are ftop’d, no Souldiers voice — 
Ts louder than a whifper now, and thofe are es 
Breath’d too inthe dark. | [ Enter Arthiope, her hair hanging 

Afcol. Look where fhe comes. — Cloofé about her. 

Altop. If thatibe fhe ' / oy ae 


Who gives her forrow fo much ornament . | 
With Hair difhevel’d, ‘and her bafhful looks 

Declin’d; with fighs which foon would penetrate e 
The higheft vault of Heaven, ; if ; 
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If that be fhe I would preferve her ftill * 
A ftranger to my fight. . 
Arthiop. 1. come to feek 
You «ltophil, but you are found too foon. 
Why fhould [ vex a Lovers tendernefs? ° 
My lamentations are fo great, they'll ferve 
T infufe a virtue ina Fury’s Ear, 
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“Tf pity. may be call’d a virtue, but» - 


J hope it is not fo, for then the world’s 
Defictent, which too long has wanted it. 
Altop. What dilmal ftory hangs upon thy Tongue ? | 


_ Speak it aloud, to wake the Deftinies, 


Who fure are now afleep, thy fufferance elfe 
Will make us think they take no care of what 
They can fo eafily create. 

_ Arthiop. Fierce Heildebrand, 

That Tyrant King! O! that my memory 
‘Can keep a Name, fhould be forgot by all 

The World. 

Afcol. He finds our martial fouls are now 
Grown tame, and meek as Doves; he'll fhortly ufe 
No Iron Scepter here, we can be aw’d 
And govern’d by a Reed. 

Arthiop. Tothis perfidious King I was convey'd 
By Galeotto, falfer than himfelf, 

Endur‘d his finful Courtfhip, and fubdu’d 


At firft with threatning Vows, the fury of 


His will: fo that he feem’d reftor'd to grace. 
> Altop. And didhe fall again? 
| Arthiop. His piety 


Grew foon too high a blifs for him, 
_ With tedious ftepshe labour’d up the Hills 


Whofe top being reach’d, his elevation thew’d 


_ Softrange, that it amaz’d his ignorance, 
And giddily he tumbl’d down, in far 


Lefs {pace than he could climb. 

Afcol. Ah {wift inconftancy ! 

4rthiop. In a {hort moment, Sir, he fell 
From all that’s good, to the extremity of all that’s ill, 
For in the darkeft and moft guilty hour 


OF Night, hecame and found my Curtains drawn 


But fo uncomely rude were his intents, 
That though I there had. {lept as in a fhrine, 
(A place which death or holinefs did priviledge 
With reverend efteem) yet he would force 
His way; you facred powersconceive how fit 
Itisthe reft fhould make me ever dumb. 
Altop. Thave begun 
Tnblood, and mutt go ons inhumane guilt 
Is fo difpers’d and grown fo ftrong, that now 
Revenge from every valiant hand will be 
Acknowledg’d lawful and divine! 
4fcol. Let’s iaften to oir furious bufinefs, come, 
Thave fome ftrength in Ambufh neer the Forts And 
Suit .3) 
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And bétd Rangone waits within texpect 
What hidden troops { will command t’affault 
That place which this vilde Monfter hath ufurp’d. 
Altop. That charge confer upon my cares 
Away; let’s give him fwift’and filent death, 
Like Cannons, which deftroy e’re they are heard 5 
Yet fince we’re fever’d in our enterprife, 
We'll take a folemn leave. For ever, Sir, 
Farewell!—— our ufual fortune can perfwade 
Us to no better confidence..* - 
Afcol. Yes! noble Altophil,’ 
We'll meet again, I'll-find thee, though 7’th’ clouds. 
Altop. T bave of late been fo much us’d 
To weep, that I fufpett the chryftal 
Cf mine eyes is but a kind of Ice, 
Which ev'ty warmer change of weather thaws. 
Afcol. The fweeteft, though moft injur’d of thy fex, 
Farewell! and think fuch comfort yet remains, 
As mutt not be defpis’d, though but in hope. 
Arthi. Oh, Sir, my grief my reafon would deftroy 
If I had any left.» ’Pis faid the’chafte © 
And cleanly Ermine never will endure 
To live, after the Hunter has 
Her whitenefs foil’d.’ 
Altop. Arthiope! we both are Lovers ftill, 
Though two fo much unfortunate; Time ne’re 


Could find in his Records.» > | LExeunt omnes. 


Enter Brufco, Gandolpho, Rampino, Hirco. 
Brufe. What lazy Elephants are thefe? huge rogues 
That cannot dig through mould as foft as dough. 
Ramp. 1s not the Mine yet finifht ? 
Gandol. Have patience, Gentlemen, I’m confident 
It has already. reach’d the Parapet, 
And ftreight the powder will be lay’d. 
Rimp. But is the ambufh well fupply’d which fhould 
Break in upon the Garrifon when fire is given? 
Brufe. Thofe follow my direction, and are all 
Prepar'd to execute at their juft time. 
Hirco. Then our fuccefs is fure, for the old troops 
Have private meffage fent, that they'll affaule 
The City-gates, before the Sun can rife 
To thew them to the enemy. 
Gand. I know they’re.led:by brave Pifcaro the 
Lieutenant to our General, and I have 
Planted thofe will give them entrance, though 
They tread upon their mothers and their wives. 
Brufe. It recreates my foul to think 
How this luxurious ftupid Hezldebrand 
In pleafure fnores, and little thinks 
He fhall be wak’d with an alarm. 
Gandol. You, Sir, mut take important care, left in 
The ftreets your confultation be with throngs 
Of friends betray’d: for bufie numbers will be foon 
gee your quarteristhe Weftern-bridge. 
eyZ 
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Brufe. But firft attend about the Palace, to 
Expect orders, they muft be given you there. 

Ramp. Direct your felves 5 
Hirco, along with me. [Exennt. 
: Enter Héildebrand, Morello, Rangone. 

Morel. This is the Count Raygone, Sir, who was 
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_ Before your Conqueft; here chief Captain of 


EE 


The Guard unto thé Captive Prince. 
_ Heild. From Galeotto, Sir, is your affair? 
Rang, This Ring he humbly fends a prefent [ Gives hin a Ring. 
To your Majefty, it was the firft rich pledge 
You gave him to confirm his new integrity 5 


By which he would perfwade your royal thoughts 


Tama Meflenger of truft, with hope 


It may procure me privately your ear. 


Heild. Leave us, Aforello, and attend within. [ Exzt Morello. 
What is the caufe he can fo foon neglect 
His duty here? he did not 
Wait to day! . 
Rang. His Daughter, Sir, is fick, 
O’re whom fo fondly he laments, that he 
Supplies both her Phifitians art and diligence. 
_ Heild. Proceed to his requett ! 


Rang, Your wifdom, Sir, will much admire, 


To what a calm and eaffe fufferance 
He hath reduc’d Arthiope! reclaim’d 


Her frofty nature to fuch warm, fuch foft 


And feminine defirés, as it is fit 


Her beauty fhould poffefs. : 
_ Heild. Thou doft bewitch me with thy news. 


Rang. Sir, {he no more retains the feeming 


-Frowardnef§ and peevith rigor of a Maid, 


But wonders why the Roman Luacrece did 


Complain, becaufe enforc’d, fince boldly the 


_ Concludes 1¢ now the only fubtil way 


} 


To compafs pleafure without fin. 
_ Heild. Wife Aratmes Philofophy, he read 
It to his Neece. 

Rang. No queltion, Galeotto had 
Good modern Authours for his doétrine, Sir, 
Elfe ‘twotld fot thrive fo well. His inftant Suit 
Unto your greatnefs is, you would prepare 
To humble your occafions fo this night, 
As you may vifit him; and you hall find 


_ The Lady alter’d to your with. 


” Heild. It lay not in the power of all his {kill 
And vigilance, to fend me a requeft 

I would fo williagly receive: this glad 
Aflurance render him with my beft thanks, 
And then return to be my guide. LExewnte 

Enter Rampino, Hirco. p 
Ramp. Stay here, and watch for more fupplies, the word 

Is gone about, I’ve drawn to our Confed’rates 

From an obfcure bliad Lane, a race of fuch 


Metron 


a 


Indebted 


160 ees The Unfortunate Loversi 


Indebged men, as have not feen the Sun 
Since the laft great Eclipfe, when wonder, more 
Than bufinefs brought them out. 
-Hirco. Have they any clothes? 
Ramp. Why doft thou think they go to play a Prize? 
Is't of neceflity they muft appear 
In Scarlet Breeches, and clean Jac’d Shirts ? 
Swords they have all, although their Scabards are 
A little torn about the Chape, they'll ferve 
To pokes unlefs men are {queamith, and will 
Not {offer them to enter their bodies 
Becaufe th’ are rufty. net 
Hirco. | would not be a Bailiff in their way! 
Ramp. Strait when the hurry fhall begin to rife, 
Beware my Goflip-Goldfmiths Shop5 there be 
Among us that will drink our Mornings draughts 
In plate, without asking how much an Ounce. (Enter Frisklin. 
Hirco. Look there, you muft wear an invifible Ring. | 
Frisk. The Chapmen are come, Sir, but let me tell you 
i donot like’em. They look ruftily, iit a 
Each wears a pound of hair on’s upper Lip. a. 
Pray Signior let “em not deal on the Ticket. a 
You know ready Mony makes the Pot boil ; 
Though the Devil pifs out the Fire. 
Ramp. They fhall pay ready money, Farewell. . ¥ 
Frisk. But heark you Signior, I may tell youin privatel—= 
One of them took my Wife into the Golehole, 4 
And about an hour after fhe fhrieckt abominably. ‘4 
Ramp. No more words. ee 
_ Frisk. ButI hope, Sir, you willremember my Bill. [&a## Frisklin. 
Ramp. Away, I will. ie 
Hirco, if thou meet’tt Frisklin in the dark, a 
Prethee give him a prick in the belly-piece 5 oS 
For he has prickt me there often. ce 
Hirco. Twill dohim that kindnefs for thy fake. [Ex. feveral mays. 
Enter Heildebrand, Rangone. 7. 
Rang. He {aid I fhould receive the Lady here, 
‘Tis (trange he fails: if, Sir, it will become 
Your greatnefs to expect a while, I'll {eek 
Galeotto out and fend her hither. 
iHeild. The object may deferve my patience, but take care 
Y’are fwift in your return. 
Rang. If wifhes can 
Procure profperity to the defign, 
Thou halt not want them, Altophil, Pl guard 


The Gates below to hinder all impediments. (Exit. 
Heild. This fure is fome preparative, although =D, 
The found’s not very amorous. [ strange Mufick is heard above. 
The SONG. 


; I. 
a Fiends and Furies come along, 


Each bring a Crow and malfie Prong, | 
Cone 
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Come, drag your fhackles and draw near, 

To ftir up an old Sea-coal Cake, 

Which in our hollow Hell did bake, 
Many a thonfand, thoufand year. 

Chorus. Uxtil your Harveft day at doom, 
No grief like this will ever come, 
From whows you may that pleafure find, 
Which does your malice feed ’gainf humane kind. 
2 


In Sulph'rous broth Tereus hath boil’d; 
Bafted with Brimftone, Tarquin hath broyl'd 
Long, long enough; then wake more room : 
Like finoakie Flitches hang them by 
Upon our footy walls to dry, 
A greater Ravifher will come. 
Chorus. Uxtil your Harveft day, Gc. 


36 : 
| Of you want Fire, fetch a fupply, : A Gag 
From Aitna and Puteoli! 
Yet flay awhile, you need not ftir, 
Since if his glowing Eyes fhall chance, 
To caft ov Proferpine a glance 
. He is fo hot he'll ravifh her. [Exter Altophil. 
“€Chorus. Vatil your Harveft day, Gc. 
* . 
Heild. My fenfes are grown fick! {peak / what art thou? 
Altop. Men call me <ltopbil. E 
Heild. He I encounter’d in a Battel on 
The Banks of sibaris > I'de rather meet 
_ Thee in that River, ftemming againft the Tyde, 
Than thus wall'd in where horrour dwells: 
Tam betray’d !——. 
__ Altop. Stir not! you are confin’d 5 
And cannot {cape me now; for fuch events 
Asare prefcrib’d i’th’ fecret Book above, 
We here hall both receive. Faia 
Heild. 1 fear not mine, my fingle valour is 
Enough, if thou art all mine Enemies > 
Altop. You come to vifit Galeotto, Sir: [ Draws the hangings. 
See where he rudely fits, ill manner’d Lord, 
That will not rife to welcome fuch a Potentate! 
_ Heild. How, dead? the object likes me not. 
__ ditop. Survey him wells he was your Traytor, Sir. 
Go hug him now; cherifh that falfhood, which 
Could ruine States, and draw a Nation to 
_ Captivity 5 open his head, where all 
His plots and policies are treafur'd u p- Hep area 
And take them out, it is not fit fuch wealth 
_ Should dye conceal’d and ufelefs in the Grave. 
Heild. Is there no more 
' Remaining of thofe {weating toys, danger, 
_ And ftudious Wit that helps ambition to 
_ Afcend, than fuch a pale Complexion and 
- Acold dumb mockery of what he was? 
Ano Altop. 
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Altop. Now, Sir, to entertain your pretious time a 
With new variety (although I know * 
You are in hafte) fee, Amaranta, here. | Drams the Hangings. 

Heild. Is the fo alter’d, and grown filent too? 

Altop, This wasa noble beauty once, repleat 
With all thofe ornaments which Lovers in 
Their kinder paffion, or our Poets in 
Diviner Fury, have proclaim’d with praife. 

And this fo fanctify’d a thing, you did 
Endeavour to corrupt. Pray court her now, 
And thrid her tears for Oriental Pearls, 
Take Rubies from her Lips to darken all 
The Jewels in your Crown, y’ ave undertook 
To do’t in counterfeit Hyperbole’s. 
Blaft her fair Eyes with your falfe fighs, and {wear 
’TisnoIdolatry. You may, for look 

‘ How like a Goddefs a dead Lady fhews. 

Heild. V'l\ fee no more fince they are fit for Monuments, 
‘Why were they not interr’d before I came? 

Altop. Yes! you muft needs behold all that is gay 
And pleafing here, ‘twill make your welcome feem a 
More abfolute: come forth Arthiope— [Enter Arthiope, her hair — 

Heild.That living {pectacle difturbs and frights Cdifhevell'd as 
My fenfes more, than all that’s difmal near Cbefaree — 
The dead. Thereis no Traytor like tothat . 
Within : my courage fails me now, which till ae) 
This hour I trufted moft. 

Altop. Look on the ruine you 
Have made of fach a building, Cherubins 
Would ftrive to dwell in, but that they knew 
They then muft difpoflefs a foul as good 
As they 3 fee how it droops! 

Heild. The period now 
Of my injurious life draws on apace. 

Altop. Prepare your Valour and your Sword, for love 
Unto that facred Title which you bear, 

You fhall not dye furpris’d without defence, 
But try what ufeful ftrength is left you now 
Your Virtne’s gone. 

Heild. Stay then, I'll call to my remembrance all 
The noble deeds of my heroick youth, 

Whilft growing mighty with thofe thoughts, I may 
Behave my felf as if I had no gucle. fs 

Arthiop. O hold! my Lord! why fhould you hazard thus 
The treafure of your life? impoverifhing 
The needy remnant of the virtuous world 
In my revenge, leave it to holy Pewers. ; 

Beild. Wilt thou be courteous to her, and defift ? 

Altop. Move buta little back, Artaiope! 

Could{t thou believe me worthy of thy love, 

Yet doubt my fortitude t’ encounter. him, 

Whofe Crimes have left him no affiftant, but 

What comes from Hell5 all that was good forfook 

Him when he injur'd thee, 


[Both Draw. 


Arthiop. 


ae 
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Arthiop. "Tis an offence to beg your-fafety now | 
Altopb. By all the fervour of our mutual Vows, ~ 
I charge thee give me liberty to try ‘. 
What anger can perform when it is juft. 
Arthiop. 1 cannot difobey, though when I fee 
Your dangers, I can dye———~ : 
| Heild. { am refolv'd for thy affault, yet flay. 
| That Lady’s {uff’rings hang fo heavy on 
_ My Soul, that it foretels a Jonger fleep 
Than I would willingly begin; I with } 
Thou could{t prepare me with a little wound, 
That might let out my luftful blood, and leave 
_ The reft to {trengthen me for this dire caunfe-—— 
Altoph. 'm good at opening of a Vein; there, Sir-——[They fight, 
Heild. Had that affli@ed terror in her face CHeild. falls. 
_ Been hid, thou fhouldft have found more trouble in 
This conqueft, though high juftice made it thine. 
I feel defires of bli, and thofel hope 
_ May profper, though prefented very Iate----- [He Dyed. 
___ Altoph. Depart forgotten, and forgiven----- 
Arteiop. Why dott thou fhrink > {peak altophil! why doft 
Thou bow like weary and unweildy age? 
__, Altoph. His Sword has been too bufte here, juft here 
_ About the heart 
___ Arthiop. The region of thy love, 
_ I find thou haft a wound by perfed fympathy, 
__ For mine grows fick, and does defire to bleed. 
_ Altoph. How fares my Mittrefs? fweet Arthiope. 
4rthiop. Your pulfe muft give account of all my health; 
~ Altoph. Take’t not unkindly,I muft leave you now, 
My Eyes grow dim, and I would furnifh them 
~ With everlafting light. 
_ Arthiop. O my dear Lord! 
‘Let me not think that voice was yours. 
Altopb. Alas! that in a loyal Lover, death 
Mutt argue fome inconftancy, fince’tis 
The firft occafion to forfake what we 
Can ne’er enjoy again. 
Arthiop. 1 thall not be forfaken 3; for I feel 
I can decay apace, and keep you company. 
Altoph. Firft let me feek my Vows where they were feal’d, 
_ They were fo ftrictly kept, that I thall find 


Them warm, as if but newly breath’d—— [Kiffes her hand. 

Thefe are the Funeral Rites of Love—— [He Dyes. 
Arthiop. Break heart. 

It is the way to fhew that thou wert true. [She Dyes. 


Within. Victory | the Fort istaken ! Victory |!_= 
_ Enter Afcoli, Rangone, Gandolp, Rampi, Brufcoy 
/ Hirco. Guard. 
Afeol. Your Brother dy’d, Gandolpho, in the firft 
Affault: you and the Souldiers ftil! thal! thare 
My beft affection and rewards. 
Omnes. Long live your Highnefs. 


Rang. O, Sir, the {plendour of our triumphs is 
x Eclips'd 
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Eclips’d, we came too lates behold 
The Tyrant is not only flain, but here 
The valiant General lies, his Miftrefs too, 
Embracing, though infenfible of love. 
Afcol. Friendthip and love are dead ; I find 
My forrows are too mighty for my tongue. 
Rang. The King thus fever'd from them, it appears 
He firft was kill’d by ltophil, who ftreight 
Fell after of a lingring hurt, Arthiope ! 
Difcerning this, did furely need 
No other wound but grief. 
Brufe. The glorious Wreath of War is wither’d. 
Ramp. No Prince had e’re a braver General 5 
His Valour made you no lefs fear'd abroad, 
Than lov’d; and obey’d at home. 
Hirco. But now we may hang up our Arms, 
And yield to every Enemy. 
Rang. Sir, though’tis fit you mourn, yet take fome care i 
So to proceed, as that your Subjects may 
Be perfectly affur’d of our Jate Victory ! 
Afcol. Bear hence thefe woful objects of our firft 
True Elegy; thy Statue, Al/tophil, 
Shall in my Palace ftand, with fad Arthiope 
Lamenting ftill; and Amaranta fixt 
On th’ other fide, hiding her Eyes, which found 
Too much of beauty in her Rival’s face. 
In lafting Gold, by old Ephefian Art 
Defign’d, this Triple Figure I'll advance : 
Though it will little credit add to Fate 
That made fuch Lovers fo unfortunate. [| Exennt Ormnes. 


EPILOGUE. 
‘ey Poet in his fury hath profeft, 


Yet gravely too, with’s hand upon his breaft, 
That he will never wifh to fee us thrive, 
If by an unhumble Epilogue we firive 
To court from you that priviledge to day © 
Which you fo long have had to damn a Play. 
"Las, Gentlemen, he knows, to cry Plays down 
Is half the bufinefs Termers have in Town 5 
The reputation of their wit grows ftrong, 
As they can firft contemn, be't right or wrong, 
Your Wives and Country friends may power exad, 
To find a fault or two in every AG: 
But you by his confent moft kindly fhall 
Enjoy the priviledge to rail at all: 
A happy freedom, which y'efteem no lefs 
Than Money, Health, good Wine, or Miftreffes 5 
And he, he hopes, when age declines bis wit 
Frows this our stage 3 to (tt and rule ith’ Pits . 
. Heaven 


a” 


as 
¥ 


‘He willingly, fhall affume a Charter firm, 

RAs yours, to kill a Poet every Tere. 

And though he never had the confidence, 

- Totax your judgment in his own defence, 
Tet the next night when we youn woney fhare, 
He'll fhrewdly guefs what your opinions are. 
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: To the Chiefly Beloved of all that are Ingenious, and No- 
» bly ENDYMION PORTER, of His: Maje- 
‘ fiy’s Bed-Chamber. 


mm sik, 


Pig Hough you covet not acknowledgments, receive what) belongs 
ae to you by a double Title: your goodnefi hath preferved life in 
the Author 5 then refiued his Work froma cruel Factions 
which nothing but the Forces of your Reafon, and your Reputation could 
 fibdne. If it become your pleafure now, as when it had the advantage 
of Prefentation on the Stage, I fhall be taught, to boaf? [ome merit in 
my felf : but with this inferences you fiill Cas in that doubtful day of 
_ my try#) endeavour to make fhew of fo much Fuftice, as may counte- 
nance the love you bear to 


Your moft obliged, and thank ful 
‘ humble Servant, 


> J 
Wirtrttam D'avenant. 


To the Reader of Sir William D’avenant’s Play. 


_ YT hath been faid of old, that Plays are Feafts, 
. ] Poets the Cooks, and the Spectators Guetts, 
The A@tors Waiters: From this Similie, 
Some have deriv’d an unfafe libertie 
To ufe their Judgments astheir Tafts, which chufe 
Without controul, this Dith, and that refufe: 
But Wit allows not this large Priviledge, 
Kither you mutt confefs, or feel its edges, 


| dito Nor 


a 
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Nor fhall you make a current inference q 
If you transfer your ReafontoyourSenfe; | 
‘Things are diftin@, and muft the fame appear “a 
To every piercing Eye, or well-tun’d Ear. ; 
Though fweets with yours, fharps beft with my tafte meet, 
Both mutt agree this meat’s or fharp or {weet: * 

But if I fent a {tench or a perfume, 

Whilft you {mell nought at all, I may prefume 

You have that fenfe imperfect: So you may 

Affect a fad, merry, or humerous Play, 

If, though the kind diftafte or pleafe, the Good 

And Bad, be by your Judgment underftood 5 

But if, as in this Piay, where with delight 

I feaft my Epicurean appetite 

With relifhes fo curious, as difpenfe 

The utmott pleafure tothe ravifht fenfe, 

You fhould profefs that you can nothing meet 

That hits your tafte, either with fharp or {weet, 

But cry out, ’tis infipid s your bold Tongue 

May doits Malter, not the Author wrong 5 

For Men of better Pallat, wail by it 

Take the juft elevation of your. Wit. 


T. CAREW. 


The Prologue, fpoken in Black Fryars. 4 


Lefs me you kinder Stars! How are we throng d: 

B Alas! rwhowe hath our long-fick-Poet wrong'd, 

That he fhould meet together in one day 
A Seffion, and a Faction at his Play? ° 
To Judge, and to Condemn: Fort cannot be 

Amongst fo many here, all fhould agree. | 

Tacx “tis to fuch vaft expectation rais'd, 

As it were to be wonder'd at, not prais'd: 

Aud this, good faith, Sir Poet (2f I've read 

Cuftoms, or Men) ftrikes you, aud your Mufe, dead d 
Conceive now too, how much, how oft each Ear 

Hath furfeited in this our Hemifphere, 

With various, pure, eternal Wit; and then 

My fine young Comick Sir, y are kill'd agen. 

But ‘hove the mifchief of thefe fears, a fort 

Of cruel Spies (we hear) intend a fport 

Anong themfelvess our mirth muft not at all 

Tickle, or ftir their Lungs, but hake their Gall. 

So this joyn'd with the reft, makes me again 

To fay, You and your Lady-Mufe within 

Will have but a fad dooms and your trine Brow 

Which long'd for Wreaths, you wnft wear aaked now 5 

“Left fome refolve out of a courteous pride, 

To like and praife what others hall deride? ; 

50 
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So they've their humour too5 and we in fpight- 
of our dull brains , will think each fide ith’ right. 
such is your pleafant judgments npon Plays, 

— gike Parallels that run ftraight, though fev'ral WAYS. 


a 
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Prologue {poken at the Duke’s Theatre. 


1T, which és all the Gold a Poet has, 
. Can feldow far by any Standard pafs. 
Nor can great Pow'r by tice enjoyre 
Wit to the World as univerfal Coyn. 
‘For though vto§t Nations oft have enmity, 
And in moft things: yet always all agree, 
And ev'n like Subjes of one Pow'r fubmit, 
| ‘That all may differ in the price of Wit. / 
 *Tis by allay, like Gold, more currant made: 
But Poets, joyn'd with States-men, fhould perfwade 
You, our Free-States, and all great States t agree 
How vtuch allay in Gold and Wit should be. ) 
Pure Wit, like Ingots wrought without allay, 
Will ferve for hoord, but not for common pay. 
Thallay’s coorfé metal makes the finer lafts 
_ Which elfé would in the Peoples handling wafte. 
_ $0 Country Figs and Farces mixt among 
_ Heroique Scenes make Plays continue long. 
But there are fome who would the World perfiade, 
That Gold is better when the Stamp is bad 
And that azugly ragged piece-of Eight 
‘Is ever true in metal and in weight: 
As if a Guinny and Lovis bad lefs 
Intrinfick vallue for their handfomnefs. 
So divers, who outlive the former age, 
Allow the coorfenefs of the plain old flage 5 
And think rich Vefts and Scenes are only fit 
Difeuifes for the want of Art and Wit. . 
| Since Wit's extrinfick vallue among ft all 
Has feafons, Money-like, to rife and falls 
And fince our Poet found his did begin 
To leffen, he, Prince-like, did call it in. 
Aud then he quickly melted it again: 
For what is hotter than a Poets brain 2 
He hopes the fecond_ftamp has brought it forth 
With decoration and will raife the worth. 
Or it, at leaft, by being Mill’ d, does get 
_ Fors fo exact as none fhall counterfeit. 
For as in dearth of money, States grow bold é 
With Laws, and fuffer Coiners of falfé Golds 
So you, our States, in want of Wit, he fays 
Permit fome publick Coiners of falfe Plays. 
If glifPring fhows, or jingling founds yon' pafs 
For current Plays, we juftly pay yow Braf{s. é 
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Well, Gentlemen! Let him to others give 
His wit for Golds 1 by gour Silver live. 
Tm of your Party and thefe fhifts abhor <. 
Poets are Princes but are very poor. © 
He may, at laf, endeavour to enjoin 
You, as his Subjeds, to take Leather coin. 


aT EIEEEEEEE EMR SEEEEE RATS a aE 


5: Be The Perfons of the Comedy. 


pallatine the Elder, | Richly Landed and a Wit. 
Pallative the Younger, A Wit too, but lives on his exhibition in 
Sir Morglay Thwack, A humerous rich old Knight. (Towa. © 


Sir Tirant Thrift, Guardian to the Lady Ample. 

Meager, A Souldier newly come from Holland. 

Pert, His Comrade.- 

Engine, Steward to Sir Tirant Thrift. a 
The Lady Ample, _Anloheretrix,and Ward toSir Tirant Thrift. 
Lic), - Miftrefs to the younger Pallatine. 

Ginet, Woman to the Lady wsple. 

Snore, A Conftable. : 

Miftrefs sxore, His Wife. F 
Miftrefs Quealfe, Her Neighbour. 


Watchmen, &c. 


The Scene LONDON. 


ACT IL SCENEL 
Enter Young Pallatine, Meager, Pert. 


Yo. Pall. Elcome o'fhote Aseager/ Give me thy hand. 
*Tis a true one; and will no more forfake 
A Bond or Bill than a good Sword; a hand 
Which will fhift for the Body, tll the Laws 
Provide for both. 
Meag. Old Wine, and new Cloaths, Sir, have made you 
Wanton! D’you not fee Pert, my Comrade? 
To. Pall. Ambiguous Pert! haft thou danc’d to the Drum? 
Could a Tafi’ta Scarf, a long Eftridge wing, 
A {tiff Iron Doublet, and a Brazeel Pole, 
Tempt thee from Cambrick fheets, from Caudles 
Where the pretious Amber {wims? 
Pert. Sir, we have been to kill we know not whom, 
Nor why; Led on to break a Commandment, 
With the confent of Cuftom and the Laws. 
Meag. Mine was a certain inclination, Sir, 
To do mifchief, there, where I found no Judges 
To fright Juries, nor Juries to fright me. 
; To, Pall. 


“Your Goods? 
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 %. pall. Notning but Honour could feduce thee, Pert 5 
Honour, which is the Darling of the youthful, 


And the old Souldiers wealth; a jealoufie 


Inthe Noble, and myft’ry to the Wife. 
Pert. It was,.Sir, no Geographical fancy, 


(Caule in our Maps, I lik’d this Region here, 


More thanthat Country lying there) made me 
Partial which to fight for. . 

To. Pall. True, fage Pert. 
“What is’t to thee, whether one Dow Diego, 

A Prince, or Haws vap Holm, Fritter-{eller 

Of Bombell, do conquer that Parapet, 


4 * 


“Redout or Town, which thou ne'er faw’ft Refare. 


_ Pert. Nota clipt Doyt tome, but Honour, Sir. 

© Yo. pall. Why right; elfe wherefore fhouldft thou bleed for him 
Whofe Money, Wine, nor Wench, thou n’ere haft us’d 2 4 
Or why deftroy fome poor Root-eating Souldier, , ; 

Who never gave thee the lye, deny’d to pledge 


‘The health of thy poor MiftrefS, nor return’d 


‘Thy Tooth-pick ragged, which he borrowed whole. 
pert. Never to my knowledge. 
Meag. Comrade, ‘tis time— ~ 


© Yo. Pull. What to unthip your Trunks at Billings gate Soe 
“Fierce Aeacer, why fuch hafte? Do not I know 


That a Moule yoak'd to a Pefcod, may draw 


pert. Why we have Linen, Sir. 
Yo. Pall.-As much, Sir, as will fill a Tinder Box. 


‘Tlike not, Friends, 5 i eagandees 
‘This modeft, quiet pofture, of your fhoulders. 


Why ftir you not, as if you were both fencing 5 


Or do you poorly hide your Cattel, left 


The Skipper make you pay their paflage over 2 
pert. Know, Palatine, Truth is anaked Lady, 
She will thew all, afezger, and I have not-—— 
- %. Pall. The Treafure of Saint Azerk, I believe, Sirs 


Though you are as rich as caft Servingmen, 


Or Bawds led thrice into Captivity. 
Pert. Thou hat a heart of the right {tamp, I find, 
It is not comely in thine Eyes, to fee 


“Us Sons of War fneak by a Tavern with 


Remorfe, becaufe we can’t unpawn the Oaths 


We left at the Bar for the laft Reckoning. 


Meg. And abftain from Fleth, as if Englifh Beef 


“Were all referv’d for Sacrifice. 


» Pert.’ Whilft Colon keeps more norfe than Mariners 


_ At Plays, or Apple-Wives that wrangle for 


! A Sieve. 


Meag. Contribute, come contribute, Palatine. : 
Yo. Pall. Stand there, clofe on your lives; for in this Houfe 


Lives a rich old Hen, whofe young Egg (though not 
_ OF her own laying) I have in the Embers. © . 


The Niece and I would quickly marry and _ 
Tp bed, if th’ Aunt, who has fat up too long, 
- ¥ 2 By 
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By threefcore years, would go but to her Grave. 
Pert. No Plots upon generation ; we two 

Have fafted fo long, that we cannot think 

Now of begetting any thing 5 unlefs, 

Like Canibals, we might eat our ownIffue. 
To. Pall. I fay clofe; fhrink in your Morions, go! 
Meag. Why hiddenthus? A Souldier may appear. 
Yo. Pall. Yes, in a Sutlers Hut on the pay day. 

But do you Know the filence of this Houfe ? 

The gravity and awe? Here dwells a Lady, | 

Who has not feen a Street, fince old King Harry 

Call'd her to a Masks I never faw her yet, 

And to arrive at my preferment firft 

In your fweet Company, will (Itake it) 

Add but little to my hopes. Retire,Go. [They ftep afide, he calls 


Pert. We fhall obey. (between the Hangings. 


To. Pall. What Luce, Luce! my Miftrefs! now isthe old Beldam 
Mifleading her-to a Cu(hion; where fhe 
Mult figh and faft. Luce, Luce! 
No hope; fhe is undone. She'll number o’re 
As many Orifons, as if fhe had 
A peck of Beads to her Rofary. Luce! | 
Luce, Luce! My April Love 3 dear Miltrefs, fpeak!  [Emter Luce. 
Luce. Pallatine, for Heavens fake keep in your voice 5 aj 
My cruel Aunt will hear you, and I’m loft. 
Yo. Pall, What can fhe hear, when her old earsare ftuft 
With as much warm Wax, as will feal a Leafe, 
What does fhe Jift‘ning upon Earth ? the fhould 
Goffip under ground, with fuch crawling creatures 
As Heaven provides t’accempany old people. 
Luce. Still worfe! were not my heart unwilling to 
Confent to that which might disfigure thee, 
I could wifh thy face were blafted. | 
To. Pall. How now? from whence this tempeft, Luce > 
Luce. Thou doft out-drink 
Danes at their Weddings, and outfwear French Gamefters 
When their firft misfortune rages; out-quarrel 
One that rides Poft, ahd is {topt by a Cart: 
Thy walking hours.are later in the night 
Than thofe which Drawers, Traytors, or Conftables 
Themfelves do keep; for Watchmen know thee better 
Than their Lanthorn. . And here’s your Surgeon’s Bill, 
Your kind thrift (I thank you) has fent it me 
To pay; as if the narrow. exhibition 
My Aunt allows for Aprons, would maintain 
You in Sear-clothes, . LPall. farveys the Ball. 
Meag. Can the Yefrows of Verick chide fo prettily 2 
Pert. Meager, I fhall need (if I {tay long here ) 
No Elixar of Beef to exalt nature, 
Though.I were leaner than a Groat. r 
Yo. Pall. This Surgeon’s.a Rogue, Luce3 a Fellow, 
That has no more care ofa Gentlemans . 
Credit, than of the Lint he has twice us’d. 
Luce. Well Sir, but what's chat Inftrument he names > 
. ; Yo. Pall 
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Yo Pall. He writes down here, for a Tool of injection, 
Lace, a {mall water Engine, which I bought 
For my Taylor's Child, to fquirt at Prentices. 
Luce. 1,1, Sir, he wants wit, as wellas virtue, 
Who knows not how t’excufe his wickednefs. 
{ (hall be old at twenty, Pallatine, 
My grief to fee thy manners and thy mind, 
Has wrought fo muth upon my heart. | 
Yo. Pall. Fy Luce! 'd rather keep out marriage Supper 
In a Church-yard, and beget our firft Child . 
In a Coffin, than hear thee prophecy. 


Luce, thou art drunk, Luce, far gone in Almond milk. 
Give me thy hand.—— 


Pert. Now do I diffolve like Sugar in Sack. 
 Meag. He’s ploughing the Indies, good Gold appear ! 
Yo. Pull. 0m a new man, Luce. Thou fhale find me 
In 2 Geveva Band, that was reduc’d | 
From an Aldermans Cuff, with no more hair 
Than a Puritan wears; this debafht Whinyard, 
I wil! reclaim to comely Bow and Arrows} 
And {hoot with Haberdafhers at Finsbury 5 
And then be thought the Grandchild of old cliz. 
‘And more, my Luce, hang at my Velvet Girdle, 
A Book wrapt up in Sea-green Dimmity, 


“And fquire thy untooth’d Aunt to an exercife. 


Luce. Nothing but Law and Age can make you tame. 
Yo. Pall. What Money halt thou, Luce ? 

Luce. I, there’s your bus’nefs ? ae 

Yo. Pall. \t 1s the bus'nefs of the world; for all 
Great injuries grow but to get more money. 
And does not Juftice fit for the fame end ? 
Men are not wife without it; for it makes 
Wifdom more knowa 5 but whena Fool is poor, ~ 
*Tis next old Aches and. bad fame: 
fuce, think onthat, and rob thy Aunt 
E’re fhe has time to make an Inventory. 

Pert. A good Pioner, he works to the bottom. 

Luce. Haft thou no tafte of Heaven? wert thou begot 
In a Prifon, and bred up in.a Galley ? 

Yo. Pull. am loth, for thy fake, to mount a’ Coach 
With two Wheels, whilft the Damfels of the Shop 
Cry out, a goodly ftrait chin’d: Gentleman. 
He dyes for robbing an Attorneys Cloak-Bag 
Of Copper Seals, and foul Night-Caps, together 
With his Wives Bracelet of Mill-Tefters. 
_ Luce. There, Sir be { Flings hive a Purfe. 
‘Tis Gold, my Pendants,.Carkanets, and Rings, 


_ My Chriftning Cawdle Cup, and all my Spoons, 


Are melted in that lumps. Nay,-ptay take all! 

And with it all my anger.. | Extte 
Yo. Pall. This Baggage fleeps 

Crofs-leg’d; and the Devil has'no'more power 

Ore that charm, than dead men o’re their lewd Heirs 


- Imoft marry her, and fpend.my Revenue 
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In Cradles, Pins, and Soap. | — 

Meag. Pallatine, how much? - 

Pert. Honourable Pall! 

To. Pall. Gentlemen, you muft accept without gaging | 
Your corp’ral Oaths torepay in three days. 

Pert. Not we Pall in three Jubilees, fear not. ~ a) 

To. Pall. Nor fhall you charge we with loud vehemence 
(Thrice before company) to wait you in a 
My Chamber fuch anight, forthen a certain . 
.Drover of the South; comes to pay you money. 

Meag. On both our Faiths. 

Pert. On our Allegiance Pall. E i: 

To. Pal!. There then; go both and fhift, [ Gives then Gold. 
And bruh your skins. Meet me at the new Play, at 
Fair and perfum’d. Strange words are hanging 
On the lips of Rumour! : : 

pert. Language of joy, dear Pall ¢ 

Yo. Pall. This day is come to Town 
The Minion of the Womb, my Lads, my elder Brother 5 a 


Witty, as youthful Poets in their Wines’ i 
Bold asa Centaur at a Feaft; andkind, A: 
As Virgins that were ne’er beguil’d with love. A. 
I go to feek him; meet me and rejoice.» . *.. 


Pert. 
AMeag ao 
Enter ‘Sir Morglay Thwack} Eld. Pall. zew and richly 
cloath'd- but ning themfelves. 
Eid. Pall. Sit Morglay, come 5 the hours have many wings 5 
The Town does Jook, me thinks, as if it would 
Invite the Country to aFeaft. 
Thw. At which, neither the Serjeants nor their Yeomen 
Mutt be the Waters, Pallatine, left fome 
Of the Guefts pretend bus’nefs.. How doft likeme? - 
Eld. pall, As one whom ancient Women fhall no more 
Forbear, than they can warm Furs or Mu(cadine. ; 
Thw. Pallatine, to have a volatile Ache +. 
Which removes oft’nerthanthe TartarsCamp5 ta 
Yo havea Stitch, that fucks a man awry, 
Till he feems crooked asa Chefnut boughs 
Or ftand inthe deformed guard of’aFencer, . 
To have thefe hid in Flefh that :has liv'd finful wv OMS 
Fifty long years: yet husband fo much ftrength 
As could convey me hither fourfeore Miles,’ ’ 
On a defigan of wit, and glory, may 
Be regiftred for a {trange northern act. 
Ed: pall. ¥ cannot boaft thofe noble maladies” 
As yet; but time, dear Knight, asT have heard, 
May make man’s knowledge bold upon himfelf. 
Thefe Clothes and Jewels are the {nares in which 
Your Lady Wits, and their wife Compeers Male, 
May chance be caught! | 
‘ ‘Enter Yo. Pall. 
Yo. Pall. Your welcome, noble Brother, ~~’ | 
Mult be hereafter {poke3 for [ have loft” 
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 Eld. Pall. Your joy becomes you, it has Courthhip in’t. 

Yo. Pall. Sir Morglay Thwack! I did expec to fee | 
The Archer Cimbeline, or old King Lud ) 
Advance his Falchion here again, e’re you, 


~ *Mongft fo much fmoak, difeafes, Law, and noite. 


Thw. What your Town gets by me, let em lay up: 
For their Orphans, and record in their Annals. ” 


Icome to borrow where I'll never lend, and buy 


What I'll never pay for. 
- Yo. Pall. How? will you pay nothing ? 
Thw. No, I'll pay. no body. 
_ Eld. Pall. Nox thall he lend mopey to a fick friend. 
Yo. Pall. This gives me newer wonder than your Clothes. 
Why in fuch fhining trim, like men who come 


From rifled Tents, loaden with Victory > 


Eld. Pall. Yes, or like eager Heirs, new dipt in Ink, 


Who feal'd in hafte, left Parchment fhould grow dear. 


We come to be the bus’nefs of all Eyes; to take : 


The wall of our Saint George on his Feaft-day. 
_ Thw. Yes, and then imbark at Dover, and do 
The like to Saint Dexvis: all this, young Sir, 


Without charge too; I mean tous: we bring 


A hum’rous odd Philofophy to Town, 

Which fays, pay nothing. a 
Yo. Pall. Why, where have Iliv’d? 

 Eld. Pall. Brother, be calm, and edifie: But firft 


Receive a principles never hereafter 
Will Tl disburfe for you one limber Groat. 
 %.Pall. Faith give me fomething, though it be no more 
But what may enable me to make you 
A Prefent for this comfortable news. 
Eld. Pall. Brother, though you fhould fend me more Epittles, 


Than younger Factors write in their firft Voyage, 


To all their fhort-hair’d Friends; or abfent Lovers 


Pen near their marriage week, t’ excufe the flow 


Arrival of the Licenfe, and the Ring: ' 
Yet not one penny fhould depart my reach. 
~ To. Pall. This Doétrine will not pafs. How thall I live? 
Eld. Pall. As we intend to do, by our good Wits. 
To. Pall. How, Brother, how ? 
_ Eld. Pall. My Friend, Sir Aorglay, and my felf, have leas’d 
Out all our Rents and Lands for pious ufes. 
_ Yo. Pall. What, Co-founders; give Legacies e’re death? 
Pallatine the pious, and old Saint A/erglay. 


Your names will found but ill in Kalendars. 
_ How long, Sir, muft this raging zeal continue ? 


Eld. Pall. Till weno more fubfi{t here by our Wits. 
Then we'll renounce the Town, and patiently 
Return again unto our Vother Earth, ) 

There fwagger in the Wool which we hall borrow 
From our own Flocks. ! 

Thy. But, e’re we go, we'll leave fome Monuments 

Of the vaft treafure, purchas’d by our Wit, 


1 ) Se 
I have a mind, Sir, to re-edifie 
The decays of Fleet-Ditchs from whence I hear, 
The roaring veftals are but lately fled 
To thun the fcourge of perfecution. 
Yo. Pall. What an obfcure {mall Star have I, 
Which never yet could light me to to this way? 
Live by your wits? 

Eld.Pail. So live, that Ufurers 
Shall call their moneys in, remove their Bank 
T’Ordinaries, Spring-Garden, and Hide-Park: 

Whilft their glad fons are left feaven for their chance, 
At hazard, Sir: a hundred, and all made at Sent: 
Three Motley Cocks of Darby ftrain, 

Together with a Foal of Peggibrige. 

Thw. Sir, {will match my Lord Majors Horfe, make Jockeys 
Of his Hench-boys, and run ‘em through Cheapfide. 

Fld.pall. What Girles are gracious now, what Beauties, hah! 

Thw. Not Sir, that if we woo, we'll be at charge 
For looks, or if we marry, make a Joynture. 

Eld.Pall. 1 could keep thee, 

(I mean in fuch a garb as may become 
An honeft Gentleman) , with the fole Tithe 
Of Tribute, I thall now receive from Ladies. 

Thw. Your Brother and my felf have feal’d to Covenants. 
The female youth [ yield to him, but all 
From forty to fourfcore are mine} a Widow 
You'll fay, is a wife, folemn, wary Creature 5 
But though fhe has clos’d up nine Hufbands eyes, 

And has poffeft their wealth, yet, in one month, 
I will wafte her, to her firft Wedding {mock. 

To. Pall. Amazement-knows no eafe but in demands, 
Pray tell me, Gentlemen, to all this vaft 
Defignment (which fo {trikes my Ear) deduct 
You nought from your revenue, nought that may, 
Like Fuel, feed the flame of your expence? | 

Eld.pall. No more than ferves to feed'a Jew with Bacon. 
Thefe gaudy Clothes and radiant Stones, befpoke 
*Gainft our arival here, together with | 
A certain {tock of Crowns in eithers purfe, 

Is all the charge that from our proper own 
Begins or furthers our defigns and of 
Thefe Crowns, not one fhall be ufurp’d by you. 

Thw. No, no relief, but wit,.and fome good counfel. . 

Eld.pall. The {tock my Father left you, if your care 
Had purpos’d fuch a follid courfe, might well 
Have rais'd you in the Trade, but we fpend light 5 
Our Coach is yet unwheel’d: Sir Aforglay, come 
Let’s {uit thofe Friefland Mares with our own ftrain. 

To. Pall. Why, Gentlemen, will the defign keep horfes? 

Thw. It may be they fhall live by their wits. too. 

Yo. Pall. Their Mafters are but bad Tutors elfe. 
Well, how you'll purge our Ladies and weak Gentry of 
Their treafure, by your gilded Pills, ahead 
That is not old may comprehend. But, Sirs, 
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. Fhe coftive City, tak’e from my experiment, 
_ Will not be purg’d your way5 that is, not gull’d > 
thw. Not gull’d? they dare-not be fo impudent. 
J fay they fhall be gull’d, and truft, and break, 
- And pawn their Charter too. 
“yo. pall. \s’t Jawful, Brother, | 
For me to laugh, or fmile, who have no money? 
Fld pall. Yes, Sir, at your felf. 3 
%. Pall. You both have tafted Natures kindnefs, Arts, 
And men, have fhin’d in moveing Camps; have feen 
Courts in their folemn bufinefs, and gay pomp, 
Are fo acquainted with the Town, that inthe 
~ Dark you know. the Signs of ev'ry Street: 
~ And can fuch Sages leafe out Lands to feed Cripples, 
 Whilft you your felves will live here by your wits? 
 Thw. Where we were cheated in our youth, 
We mean to couzen in our Age. . 
 Eld.pall. Brother, I came 
To be your wife example in the Arts 
~ Which lead to thriving glory, and fupream lifes _ 

Not through the humble ways, wherein dull Lords 
Of Lands, and Sheep do walk: but you are warm 
In anothers wooll, and think your tame eafe 
_ Vertue, call it content, and quietnefs. 
| & “Thy. Write Letters to your Brother, do; and be 
_ Forfworn in every long Parenthefis, 

For Twenty pounds fent you in Butchers filver. 
= _ Eld.Pall.Countel is pretious, ca{t it not away. [ Ex. Eld. Pall. and 
| Yo. Pall. Sure neither of thefe wondrousWits were born (Thwack. 
~ To more than to five Senfes, yet they aim 
a To do far greater things and newer in the 
~ World than I. Well, they are {trangely wife, 
- And I am but the Lady Fortuzes Fool, 
Whom ‘he, perhaps, does for her pride; or {port, 
~ Keep gaudily fometimes and then condemns 
_ Me to her ufual Livery3 and yet, 
- Though but her Fool, if my defign fucceeds, 
— Vilturn to folid Gold their airy dream: 
_ They by their Wits hall live, and I by them. [ Exit. 
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ACT IL SCENE I. 


Enter Lady Ample, Ginet, Engine. 
Amp. Y Guardian hors’d? this,evening fay’ftthou, Eines « 
Eng. Mri two how’rs, Madam, fincé he left the Town. 
Amp. Saw’ft thou his {lender leg in. the Stirrop ? 
His Iv'ry Box, on his {mooth Ebon ftaff, 
» New civeted, and hanging to his wrift ?.. 
With his warp'd face, clofe button’d in his Hood, 
_ That men may take him for a Monk difguis‘d, 
air Zz 
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And fled Poft from a Purfuivant ? ie 

Eg. His crafty Age may be reveng’d, and triumph ~ 
"Ore your wit. To morrow night 
The utmoft minute of your Wardbhip ends. ee 
And I, his old Interpreter, expound [ Knocking ready. 
The meaning of this hafty Journey which | Ae 
He took, is to provide a Hufband for you. 

Amp. Such as my judgment and my eyes mutt hate, 

That then he may inlarge my compolition. 

Eng. Madam, [ am conftrain’d to call him Mafter, 
But I am fervant to fair Truth and You. 

Amp. Vl make election to delight my felf: 

What compofition ftritteft Laws will give, 
His Guardianthip may coufen from the Bank 
My Father !eft5 and not devour my Land. 

Gin. Your Ladyfhip has liv'd fix years beneath 
His roof, therefore may guefs the temper 
Of his heart; But Exgize, Madam, is 
Your humble Creature. ‘ 7 

Amp. Thou fhalt begin to know my bounty when the a 
Next Sun-fets, for then my Wardthip ends. [Knocking withins 
That {peaks command or hafte, open the dore. [ Eater Luce. 
Luce, weeping, alas poor wench ¢ 

Luce. Madam, undone beyond all hope, but what - 
Your pity will vouchfafe to minifter. g 

Amp. Hatt thou been ftruck by Infamy? or doft thou - 

Come a Mourner from fome Lovers Herfe? 

Luce. 1am the Mourner and the Mourned, Ke 
Dead to my felf5 | y 
My cruel Aunt has banifht me her Roofs # 
Expos’d me to the night, the winds, and to : 
All griefs which follow common Wanderers. 

Amp. But has fhe, Lxee, no motive for this anger 5 
No caufe, which you would willingly conceal ? 

Luce. Sufpicious of my chaftity, which . 

Heaven would difallow as falfe; though fhe 
Accus’d me only for my thoughts. _ . 

Amp. What ground had her fufpicion > 

Luce. Young Pallatine, whom vertuoufly I love, 

Was faln info {uch want, as generous youth 
Does feldo patient ieenaune without 
Offending Law. I, to prevent my fear, 
Sold all my Jewels, and my trifling wealth, 
To pay his debts; and fhe believes that fome 
Uncivil confequence attends the Gift. , 

Amp. This, Lice, 1s {uch Apoftacy in Wit, 
As Nature muft degrade her felf in Woman 
‘To forgive it? fhall love put thee to charge? « 

Eng. How fhe is ftung with this? 

Amp. Thy feature and thy wit are wealth enough 
To keep thee highs but thou invert’ft their ufe, 
Thy Lover like the foolith Adaeant 
The Steel, thou doft allure and draw 
To wafte thy vertue, not to get by it. 

a Luce. This * 


a That man who durft 


Be 


There is no language heard, no bus’nefs now 
In Town, but what proclaims th’ arrival here, 


seems ST 0 oe meee 


. tuce. This Dottrine, Madam, is but new to me. 
- amp. How have I liv’d think(t thou? E’enby my Wits. 
fe -Ginet. Your Guardian had ftarv’d me, but that the green Sicknefs 
Took away my Stomach. | 
‘Amp. Thy Difeafe, Gizet, made thee in love with morter, 
And thou eat’ft him up a piece of an old wall. 
Eng. A priviledge my Matter only gave | 
To her none elfe of all the Houfe durft do it. 
Amp. Whenl did feel the torment of his thrift, 
Nature, my Steward, I did call t'accompt 5 
And took from her Exchequer fo much Wit 
As kept me fince. Imade my B arded-males 
” To offer up, and bow, then laugh’d 
At their Idolatry. . 
_ Gin. A Jewel fora fmile, and that but counterfeit. 
Lace. I feel I am inclin’d t’ endeavour in 
A calling, Madam, I'd be glad to live. 
___ Amp. Know, Luce, this isno Hofpital for Fools. 
_ My Bedis yours, but on condition, Luce, 
_ That youredeem the credit of your Sex 
That you begintotempt, and when the fnare | 
Has caught the Fowl, you plume him, till you get aes aS | 
‘More Feathers than you loft to Palatine. ee 
Luce. 1 fhall not walte my timein vain, a4 
~ While I imitate your Ladithip. ‘ 
Amp. Give to a Suitor! I would fain behold 


Woo me with fo much impudence, as td 
* Expect a tribute from me. 


oy 
ee 
> Eng. Madam, you are 


Not far from the poffeffion of your wifh. 


_ This morning, of the elder Pallatine. 
Lace. Hah! fure he is Brother to my vain Lover. 
___ Engin. He brings with him a Buskin-Knight, who does 

~ Outface all objects of Antiquity. 
Amp. What's their defign ? 3 | i 
Eng. They mean to fhine in Jewels: , ae i 
~ If you demand who pays for ’em. Why, Ladies. 
_ They talk of keeping publick Banquets, where | 

_ They ever purpofe to be cloath'dlike Bridegrooms 5 _ 

Ask ’em who pays for ‘em, they an{wer, Ladies. 

They meantolye withall thofe Ladiestoo, _ 


And pay ’em but with iffue male, who fhall 


Inherit nothing but their wit, and do the like 


« 


ToLadies when they grow to Age. 
Amp. Engine, how thall we fee em, Engine? 
Eng. “Tis, Madam, in the power of time to fhew em. 
Amp. Attempt it, Engine, and be profperous. 
Gin. I'd lofe my wedding to behold thefe Dagonets. 
Amp. My Guardian’s out of Town. I mean tolive 
Like Cefar's Mitrefs till to morrow night. 
“I would, like a departing Lamp, before 
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[leave you inthe dark, fpread in a blaze. 
Eng. Madam, command the Keys, the Houfe, and me. 
Amp. Come, Lzce, let us contrive to tempt ‘em hither. 


[Exeunt Amp. Ginet, Engine, 


Young Pall. beckews Luce from behind the Hangings. 
v9. Pall. Luce, Luce! . 
Luce. Death on my Eyes! how came you hither? 
Yo. Pall. 1am a kind of Fly, Luce, 
Which {till hifts place to follow the Sun-beams : 
I muft needs play in the flames of thy beauty. 
Luce. Y’ave us'd me witha Chriftian care, have younot? — 
To. Pall. Come, I know all. I’ve been at thy Aunts Houfe, 
And there committed more diforder than 
A ftorm in a Ship, or a Cannon-Bullet 
Shot through a Kitchin, amongft fhelves of Pewter. 
Luce. This madnefs is not true, I hope. 
Yo. Pall. Too trues; witnefs a fhower of Malmfy Lees, 
Dropt from thy Aunts own Urinal on this 
New Feather. } 
Luce. You have feen her then? . 
To: Pall. Yes, and fhe looks like the Dame of Babylon. 
I told her fhe muftdye, andher belov'd 
Old Velvet-hood be fold to fome Dutch Brewer 
Of Ratcliff, to make his Yefrow Slippers. 
Luce. Speak low. Iam depriv'd, 
By thy rafh Wine, of all attonement now 
Unto her after Legacies, or love. 
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To. Pall. My Luce, be magnify’d, I am all Plot, 
All Stratagem. My elder Brother is in Town5 
The Lady Ample’s fame hath caught him, Girl : 
I'm told he means an inftant vifit hither. 
Luce. What happinefs from this >. 
Yo. Pall. As he departs. from hence,, 
Meager and Pert are laid t’ encounter his 
Long Ears, with Tales lefs true than thofe of Troy. 
Luce. You aretooloud. Whifper your news within. [Exennt. 
Enter Engine, Eld. Pall. Thwack. ate 
Eng. You call and govern Gentlemen; but pray 
Take notice where you are. 
Eld. Pall. Sir Tyrant Thrift 
Dwells here, the Lady Ample is his Ward 5 
She is within, and we muft fee her. 
Thw, Tell her,a devout Knight, who, to prevent 
Temptation in others, made himfelf gray 
By acharm, would fpeak with her. 
Ezg. I fhall deliver both your Errands. vn 
They come as if our very wifh had brought ’em. { Exit. 


Eld. Pall. Sir Morglay you have broke our Covenants. 

Thw. However, do but hear what I can fay. 

Eld. Pall. From forty to fourfcore, the written Law - 
Runs fo 5 this Lady’s in her nonage yet, 
And when you prefs into my company, 

Where vifitations are decreed mine own, 
It argues heat which my rebukes muft cool, 
. Th. 


a Thw. What fhould I do? would’ft have me kee 
And weigh Gunpowder. Solitude leads me 
~ Tonothing lefs than Treafon. Thad rather 
Dig, till [blow up all, than thus fit (till. | 
Bid. Pall. Follow. your task. You fee how early I 
Have found this young Inheritrix; go feek 
The aged out, bones unto bones. And then 
Like Cards ill packt, fhuffle your felves together, 
Until you both diflike the Game. 
_ Thy. Well, Sir, a wither’d Midwife, or a Nurfe, are thofe 
‘Iwould find here, fo they be rich. 
ie. Enter Ginet. 
 Ginet. My Lady underftands your hafte, and fhe 
Aer felf confults now in Affairs of hatte, 
But yet will haftily approach to fee 
You Gentlemen, and then in hafte return. [ Exit. 
_ Eld. Pall. What’s this, the fuper{cription of a Packet 2 
_ Thw. Now does my blood wamble.: You, Sucket-eater ! 
oe, [Offers to follow her, Pall, ‘jfrays hin. 
_ Eld. pall. Thefe Cov'’nants, Knight, will never be obferv’d, 
Til fue the Forfeiture. [Enter Ample, Luce, Ginet: 
— __ [Eid. Pall. avd Thwack addrefi to hifi them, and are thruft back. 
Amp. Stay Gentlemen. Good Souls, hey have feen, Luce, 
Ip 
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The Country Turtles Bill, and think our fips 

In Town and Court, are worn for the fame ufe. 
Luce. Pray how do the Ladies there? poor Villagers, 

They churn ftill, keep thetr Daries, and lay up 
For embroider’d Mantles, againft th’ Heirs birth, 
_. Amp. Who is begot in Chrifimas Holydays. 
__ Eid. pall.Y es Lady’s, when Spirit of Mince-Pye reignsin the bload. 
_ Amp, Thope old Penny-Gleek is there 
Th fafhion yet, and the treacherous foot 
Not wanting onthe Table-frame, to jog 
The Husband, left he lofe the Noble which 
Should pay the Grocer’s man for Spice, and Fruit > 
__ Luce. The good old Butler fhares too, with his Lady 
Inthe Box, bating for Candles that were burnt, 
_ After the Clock {truck ten ? 
__ Thw. He does indeed. 
i 3 Country Madams, they are fubject ftill 

To thofe dull beafts their Husbands. | 
___ Ince. And then the Evenings, warrant ye, they fpend 

With Mother Spectacle, the Curate’s Wife 3 
Who does inveigh ’gainft curling, and dy’d Cheeks s 
-Heaves her devout impatient Nofe at Oyl 
Of Jefamins and thinks powder of Paris 

Prophane, as th’ Afhes of a Romith Martyr. 

_ Amp. And in the days of joy and triumph, Sir, 

Which come as feldom to them as new Gowns, 

Poor humble wretches, they ftill frisk and dance, 

In narrow Parlers, to a fingle Fiddle, 

Which (queaks forth tunes, likea departing Pig. 

Luce. Whilft the courfe Hinds fhake from their feet more duft, 

_ Than fell from roots of Trees which danc’dto Orpheus. 
Ba Amp. 
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Amp. Do they not pour their Wine too from an Ewer, : a 
Or {mall gilt Creufe, like Orange- Water kept . ey 
To {prinkle holy-day Beards? | 

truce. And whena Stranger comes, fend feven Miles Poft, 

By Moon-fhine, for another Pint ? , 

Fld. Pall. All thefe, indeed, are doleful truths; but what Wi 
Do you, th’ exemplar Madams of the Town? 4 
Still Play away your youth, as hafty Gamefters 
Stake their light Gold, not with defire to lofe it, 

But ina fond miftake that it will fit 
No other ufe? 
thw. And then preferve your age, 
As fuperftitious finners ill got wealth, 
Part for the Church, and part for Hofpitals. 

Eld. Pall. If you are rich, you begger thoufands by 

The ill example of your coftly vanities. 
_Thw. If you are poor, 
Like wanton Monkeys, chain’d from fruit, 
You feed upon the itch of your own Tails. 

Luce. Rofe-Vinegar to wath that Ruffians mouth ! 

Amp. They come to live by their Wits; let them ufe’em. 

Luce. They have fo few, and thofe they {pend fo faft, 
That they will fcarce leave any to maintain them. 

eld. Pall. You fhall maintain usthen. “Tis a defign 
The fubtle have decreed of late. You fhall 
Endow us with your perfons, and your goods 5 
Without your matrimonial Manacles, 
Which would oblige affection againft Nature. 

Amp. Moft excellent refolves I 

Bld. Pall. But if you'll needs marry 5 do not expe: 
A fingle Turf for a Jointure. 

“i thm. Lwould no more doubt to poffels you two 
(Were’t not for certain Cov nants lately fign'd) 
Than I would fear ufury in a {mall Poet. 

Amp. You would not? 

Thw. But look to your old Widows: 

My titlethere is good : fee they. be rich 5 

For fear I leave their Twins upon the Parith 5 fant) 
‘Towhom the City will deny Blew-Coats, é 
Becaufe a Country-wit begot “em. 

Amp. Why all for Widows, Sir ? can nothing that 

Is young invite your mouldy appetite ? 

> ‘th. No, in fooths Damfels at your years make love ae 
Too lowd; your paffions fill the Town with fo muchtalk 5. % 
A man may with lefs noife he withaDrum. Si 

Amp. Think you fo, Sir? 9 

Thm. Give methe filenceof arev'rend Widow. [Amp.takes Pall. 

Amp. Pray, Sir, allow me but your Ear afide. (afide. 
Though this old Archer of the North does boatt 
Of more than all his {trength can juftifie: 

Yet you have nobler breeding, than to think 
All Ladies relifh of an appetite, 
Bad as the woxft your evil chance has found. 

Eld. Pall. All are alike or elfe if any are 
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‘More virtuous than others, ‘tis not my faule. j 
Amp. 1 would to Heav'n you'ld mend your bad opinion: 
| have the confidence to wifh you well. 
Eld. pall. And I’ve the confidence to with youill, 
_ Asyour opinion judges of mens wifhes. 
But, Lady, “tis partly for my own fake. 
Amp. Are you thus free to other Ladies too ? - 
eld. Pall, Troth, Madam, [am but aman; but yet e 
Would be an honeft man, and do youvall, 
Asfar as [fam able, equal juftice. 
Amp. Y offend me, Sir5 yet I'll not thew i by 
Offending you with {taying in your fight. 
Sir, thofe who are unkind need not be cruel. [ Exit, 
_ Thm. She’s caught, Palatine; wilt thou leave her thus? 
Bld, pall. 1 {prinkle water on her paffions Fire: 
 Difdain allays love’s flame to raife it higher. 
Luce. Ist not good, Sir, to make a Lady angry ? 
Eld. pall. ’Tis Womanhood to be but feldom pleas’d. 
Luce. Ginet, does this become the Gentleman? 
Gin. Asage and half a Smock would become me. [Ewter Engine. 
Luce. Engine, fhew them their way. . 
- Eng. It les through this docr, Gentlemen. 
Fi _ Eld. Pall. Sir, we fhall need no Guide. But, do you hear > 
» We'll receive no Letters. ° . : : 
_ Th». Nor no meffage from th’ old Widow, your Mother, 
_ Tf you have any; no, though fhe fend for me 
_ When fheis dying, and does lie half drown’d 
~ InRheum. [_Exeunt Engine, Eld. Pall. Thwack; 
-- Luce. Alas good old Knight! we fhall fee him fhortly 
~ In as many Night-Capsas would make 
Sick Atabomet a Turband for the Winter. [Exter Ample. 
Amp. Are they gone Luce ¢ LAs 
‘Luce. Yes, but will both returne’re long. Madam, 
You feign pretty well the firft qualms of love: 
But the next fir you muft diflemble more. — 
Amp. How rude thefe Village Gentlemen are grown? 
Luce. Sure if they did not hunt all day, and fleep 
All night, their Wives would e’en grow weary ~ 
Of theircompany. ‘ 
“Aap. Come, Luce, I have a thoufand bufie thoughts 
More than a Hood of Sarfnet can keep in. 
Wf f make not thefe Univerfal Lovers 
~Carfe the vain caufe that brought ’em now to London, Re 
I'll my felf goa milking in the Country. [ Exeunt. 
Eater Snore, Mrs. Snore, Mrs. Queafy. 
Queaf: Matter Szore, pray hear me; you’are Conftable. 
Snore. Lord, Neighbour Quea/y, what need this? D’ you think 
T do not know my own Office ? 
— Queaf? Who you? I warrant you, 
As well as the proudeft of em, and no man 
Is more hearty to the poor; for no man 
Gives ‘em more good Counfel, to forbear coming 
Near the Parifh, for the good of us all. 
* Sxore. Well, well, be briefs 
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I proteft {'m fo full of weighty matters, ==» 
That my head grows e’en too big for my Hat. 
You mutt be brief, Neighbour Queafie, I fay, 
In fhort, you mult be brief. : 
Mrs.snore. My Hufband has but too much of the Kings bufinefS. 
Queaf. Alas, I: know’t! bue you being as f faid, 
Yn your Office. — | . | 
Snore. Again? will you ftill go a Mile about \ 
To my Office, before you come next dore 
To the matter? where is the Warrant?” 
Come, give me the Warrant. 
Queaf. Pray ftay 5 ‘tis wrapt up | 
In a clean Handkerchief, and I'll be {worn F 
’Tis of the beft fort of Warrants; the Juftices 
Own hand is to’t. I fcorn but t’ have the beft, 
And from the beft. I am fure it coft me a 
A round fhilling. 
snore. Let me fee, let me fee. Well——’twill ferve turn. 
Mrs. Queaf. My Rent has beén long due, and you maft get 
Into the houfe to fearch for Harlotry people—— 
Nay but Goffip, hear me a little. 
snore. © wretched Authority! muft thou ever 
Have thy Ears open, and thy Eyes ne'er fhut? 
Still all noife-and no fleep? no reft in Office?’ beg 
Mrs. nore. Bodikins! can’t you hear a Neighbour {peak ? 
Queaf. You may fay to the old Houfwife; why, Mittrefs; 
(For you mutt give good words) my neighbour Queafte 
Has forborn you day after day 5 fhe has 
Children and you havenone. The Baggages 
About you are able to earn their own living, 
And, to fay trath amongft our felves, 
Too eafily; the more’s the fhame. 
snore. What's all this to the matter ? 
Mrs.snore. Goflip Queaffe, had I my Hufbands Office, 
I would not for the verfal world endure you. 
Truly, truly you have foo many words. 
Hufband, you only need to fay, Miftrefs, 
(For the truth'ts, fhe goes like any Lady) 
You know that my Neighbour Queaffe has {till 
Forborn and forborn, and has had good words 
After good words; but where is the money to make 
The Pot boy]? her Hufband is a weak 
And fickly Man with getting many Children: 
And you are able to work for your living 5 
Nay, they fay your Maids work day and night 5 
And for my part-———— > ; 
Snore. Your part 1s too long. 
Mrs.Snore. How? what a murrain ails you trow ? may not 
One make ufe of ones own tongue for a Neighbour ? 
{ knew what’s what before you were my Hufband. 
Snore. O Parrifh, Parrifh! how art thou miftaken?. 
Thou buildft Schools to breed poor Children to Latin, 
The Pope’s languages but I fay, and fay’t again, 
~ Come, fall to work; and build me Schools to breed 
Old 
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_ Old women to {peak no language. 
Queif? Truly, Goflip, your Hufband’s in the right ; 

There’s no care taken of women in years. 

Mrs.Snore. { aith they fhall never breed me to be old 

Whilft f live, nor to be dumb till I’m dead. 
snore. Wife, Wife, be patient, Wife! D’you think 

Jam to ferve no more Warrants but this? I have 

Four more for fearches, impoffible fearches: 

Tam to fearch for four of the moft dangerous 

_ And the moft invifible Knaves that ever 
Carry’d a dark Lanthorn. . 

Mrs.snore. Nay, thou haft a hard tafk, that’s the truth oft / 

- gnore. One of em Cfomewhat deaf, as I am told, 

For I have fpies) has lodg’d above twelve months 
Ina Belfry. The fecond has corrupted 

A Tankerd-bearer, and lies in a Conduit. 

The third to change his complexion, 1s turn’d 
Chimney-{weeper, and fkulks all days in Chimneys, 

_ And_at night trains Horfe and Foot under gtound. 

The fourth Cif {pies may be believ’d) does lye 

_ At Anchor in aSculler on the Thames: 

J fhall know where; and will prove to his face 

"(In fpight of satham) that he les not there 

- To bob for Griggs, but to bob for the People. 

 Mrs.snore. Nay, for thofe under ground, or on the water, 

‘Tknow not what to thinks but if there be 

Any Knaves aboye ground, thou'lt find ’em out 
[faiths that I'll fay for thee. 
——- Queaf. If any man in Town can do’t, he'll dots 
And bring ’em face to face, alive or dead, 
To make their anfwer to the Law. 
“Mrs. Snore. Well Goflip; If the Harlot paysno Rent, 
Shall my Hufband carry her to Prifon? 
Queaf. In truth I know not what to fay. I would 
Be loth to be too cruel; for the woman 
_(Bating her overcourteoufnefs in bringing 
Youth together) does feem an honeft woman, 
And keeps a very orderly houfe. 
Mrs.snore. Berlady, and that’s a good thing. 
Queaf. No flefh comes there o'Sundays 5; powder'd ot 

Not powder’d: no I warrant ye, though n’er 

So brave; nor Apprentices but on Holy-days, 

When their hands are rid of their Matters bufinefs. 
Mrs.svore. And none can live without fome recreation. 
Sxore. She fhall have recreation too in Bridewell. 

Queaf: Nay, pray Matter snore, let her labour on 
In her Calling, els fhe can’t pay her Rent. 
“Mrs.snore. Hufband, that’s very true; Rent muft be pay’d. 
Snore. Well, Neighbour Qxeafie, go home with my wife, 
And when ‘tis late and dark I'll ferve the Warrant.  [Ex. féveral 
Enter Yo. Pall. Meager, Pert. The two laf (ways. 
being newly cloathed. 
To.Pall. Mounfieur Meager, and Mounfieur Pert 5 


You had not embroider’d {kins in your Mothers wontb 5 
A Aa Surely 
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Surely Nature’s Wardrobe is not thus lac’d ? 

Pert. We flourifh when thy favour fhines, and are 
A little exalted with our new Plot. 

Meag. The Chamber’s bravely hung. 

Pert. To thy own wifh. The Bed has an Alcove. 

Our ftock is all laid out : Ifit mifcarry, 
Meager and I, poor Snakes, muft be content 
With our old skins again. 

Meag. If I have more left to maintain a large 
Stomach, than one comely fhilling, . 

I am the Son of a Carman. 

To. Pall. Do.you fafpec my invention ? 

Pert. Pall, no fafpicions, Pall; but we, who imbark 
Our whole ftock in one Pinnace, would be glad 
To have all Pyrates afhore. | 

Meag. When fhall we, tame Town-Fools, encounter this 
Country Heétor, who would live by his Wits? . 

Yo. Pall. I left both at the Lady smples Houle; 

They needs muft pafs this Street, if they reach home. 

Pert. May we not yet contrive ‘gain{t the old Knight? 

Can we not fhare him too? 

' 1. Pall. That Wheel muft move 

Alone, Sir Aorglay Thwack’s too rugged yet 5 
And would obftruct our other motion now35 
But time may file him fmoother for our fcrue. 

Pert. Shrink off Pall; [fee ‘em. 

Enter Thwack. Eld. Pall. 

Eld. pall. You want the patient leifure to proceed Bete 
By wife defign. My temp’rate abftinence i 
Will make her paflions grow more violent. | 

Thw. But Pallatine, I do not find I have - 
The cruelty, or grace, toufea Lady fo. [Pert.takes Eld.Pall.afide. — 

To. Pall. Now, now, my pretious Pert! ied 

Pert. Sir, I havebus’nefs which may much concern you. 

Eld. Pall. From whom ? 

Meag. Froma young Lady, Sir. 

The fecret needs your care in hearing it, 
And mine in the delivery. You may 
Be pleas’d, Sir, to difmifs that Gentleman. 

Eld. Pall. A young Lady ? good! 

Cur Coach attends us, Knight, i'th’ bottom of 
The hither Street, you may go homealone. 

Thw. V1 fooner kill a Serjeant, and chufe my Jury 
In the City. 

Eld. Pall. Wilt thou deftroy all that our Fortune builds? 

Thw. Come, what are thefe ? I heard’em name a Lady. 

Eld. pall. You heard them fay then fhe was young, and what 
Our Covenants are remember. 

Thw. Young? how young? 

Eld, Pall. Sir Morglay, our Cov'nant is all I ask. 

Thw. For ought | know the has amind to me. 

Eld. Pall. Our Covenants ftill I cry. 

Thw. I will away to morrow to the North. 

Eld. Pall. Why {o0? 

Thy. 


e- thw. Thefe filly Covenants, you know, 
TU feal’'dtoin my drinks and I perceive the 
Game will all be yours. . | 

Eld. pall. But what fuccefs canft thou expett, fince we 

~ Have {carce enjoy’d the City a full day ? . 
Thw. Ifay let me have woman, be the young 

- Orold, Grandam, or Girl, I muft have woman. 
Eld. pall. Carry but thy patience like a Gentleman, 


~~ Let me but fingly manage this adventure, 
© And I'll to morrow cancel our old Deeds, 
_ And leave thee to fub{cribe tothat which thy 


_ Free pleafure thall direct. 

‘Thy. We'll equally enjoy 

- Virgin, Wife,and Widow. 

Eid. Pall. What L have faid, if I had leifure now 


Fd ratifie with Oaths of thy own-chufing. 


Thm. Well, go, and fill the Shops with thy notch’d Iffue; 


__ That when our money’s fpent, we may be trutted, 


_ Break, and cozen in our own Tribe. ee goes forward nd turns 
 Eld.Pall. Leave me to Fortune. back again fuddenly. 


© Thw.D’ you hear, Pallatine ! perhaps this young Lady 
e Has a Mother. 


_ Ihave obey’d you, Gentlemen, no Ears. 


Eld. Pall. No more. Good night. (Exit Thwack. 


 Arenearus but’our own. What’s your affair > 


_ & Ateag. We'll lead you tothe Lady’s Manfion, Sir 5 
"Tis hard by: @. 2D 


Eld. Pall. Hard by ? 
Pert. Yes, Sir. 
_ That is the Houfe. . 
_ Eld. Pall. Thefe appear Gentlemen, 
_ And of fome rank. I will in. [Ex enmt Eld. Pall. Meag. Pert. 
10. Pall. So, {o, the Hook has caught him, and the Line 
Will hold, though’s wits were {tronger than his Purfe-Strings. 
Sir AMorglay Thwack’s gone home, his Lodging I 
Have learn’d, and there are Gins prepar’d for him. 
My Brother's enter’d, and e’re this amaz'd 
_ To fee the ftrange complexion of the Houfe 5 
But “twas the beft our treafure could procure. [ Exit. 
Enter Eld, Pall. Meag. Pert. with a Light. Any 
 Eld. Pall. Lead me no farther, for this feems fo much 
Unlike the Manfion of a Lady, that 
{think poor wither’d witches better lodg’d. 
_ Pert. Sir, you fhall {ee the inner Room is hung. 
Eld. Pall. You mean with {pacious Cobwebs, where, perhaps, 
There’s a race of old Norwan 


{ 


_ Spiders that came in with the Conqueror. 


- Meag. This Chamber will refrefh your eyes, when you 
Are more prepar’d to enter it. 
Eld. Pall. & fadden change indeed, 
1 fee {ome thew of entertainment theres : ‘ 
There Lovers may have place for their warm withes, 
_ Andnot takecolds But, Gentlemen, why are 
_ Thefe other Rooms fo naked and deform'd > 
Aa 2 Pert, 
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[Leads hive to the Hangings: . 


ee The WIT S§, 185 


a nn ; 
136 The WITS. 
Pert. What you have feen fit for your wonder, does 
Declare the hafty fhifts to which the is 
Expos'd, who now purfues yourlove. She has 
Honour and wealth, but would not cheapen either, 
By making her dull Servants witneffes 
Of her defires with you. Therefore, t’ avoid 
Sufpicion, fhe has hither fent this part 
Of her neglected Wardrobe. 
Meag. And will, e’re time grows older by an hour, 
Guild all this homely Furniture at charge 
Of her ownEyess her beams can doit, Sir. , 
Eld. Pall. My manners will not fuffer me doubt ic. 
Pert. We hope fo too: befides, though every one, 
Who-has a heart of’s own, may think his pleafure 5 
We would be loth your thoughts fhould throw miftakes 
On us, the very humble Minifters 
Of your. kind Stars. 
Meag. Sir, you may fuppofe us Squires of the Kerchief.: . 
Eld. Pall. Excufe my want of courage, Gentlemen: 
I am not bold enough to think you fo. 
Pert. Nor will, I hope, be wrought to that miftake. 
Eld. Pall. Not all the art of your fubmiffion can 
E’re render you to my belief worfe than 
My felf: Good Gentlemen, do not invite 
My thoughts to any abject apprehenfion. 
Pert. Excufe us, Sir; it 1s not our intent. 
Eld. Pall. I would not be provok’d to do you wrorg. 
Pert. Well, Sir, enough. You thall know all. 
This Lady hasanoble mind, but fo 
O’re mafter’d by her blood, that we believe 
Nothing but death, or you, can be her remedy. 
Eld. Pall. And fhe is young ? 
Meag. Sir, as the April Bud. 
Eld. Pall. *Twere pity then fhe fhould be caft away. 
Pert. You havea juft compaflion, Sirs and, t 
Prevent fo fad a period ofher beauty, 
We have aflembid in a trice, our felves, 
The habit of this Room, the Bed within, 
And your moft fortunate perfon. 
Eld. pall. In my opinion more could not be done 
Were fhe Inheritrix of the whole City. 
Pert. But, Sir, allow us to requeft, that if 
You can reclaim her appetite with chafte 
And wholfom Homilies, fuch counfel as 
Befits your own morality, you'll pleafe 
To fave her life, and not undo her honour ? 
Meag. We hope you will afford her comfort by 
Your grave and loving Lectures, rather than 
» By any other exercife. 
_ Eld. Pall. Brothers and Friends! a ftilemore diftant now 
Cannot be giv’ns I muft.embrace you both. 
Y’ have hit the very Center unto which 
The toyls and comforts of my Studies tend. 
Pert. Alas, we drew our Arrows but by aim. © 


Elde 
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_ By feparated Wights, who wear fhort hair, 


 Hertoher healthful temper, then I hope, 
~ You will vouchfafe your lodging in that Bed. [Points to the Bed. 
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Eld. Pall. Know, Gentlemen, I have converted more 
Than ever Aretine milled. 
pert. And can you mollifie the Mother, Sir, 
In a {trong fit? 
gid. Pall. Sure, Gentlemen, I can3 
If Books, penn’d with a clean and wholfom mind, 


~ Have power toedifie. Would they were here. 


Meag. What Sir ? 
Eld. Pall. A fmall Library, | 
Which is Companion to my idle hours. 


pert. Your Books have Titles, Sir? 


_ Eld. Pall. A Pill to purge the pride of Pagan Patches, 
A Lozenge for the luft of loytring love, 
_ And Balfoms for the bites of Babel’s Beatt: 
~ With many more, which though not writ by men 
-Reclufe and fhav’d for Cloyfters, yet were penn'd 


Long Cloaks, and little or no Cuffs. . 
- Pert. But, Sir, if this chaft means cannot reftore - 


Eld. Pall. Much would be done to fave a Lady’s longing. 


#  Meag.’Tislate,Sir, I pray uncafe. (They help to uncloath hin. 


ae 
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Pert. Your Shoo—.Good Sir—’tis fit for my exercife. 


_. Eld. pall. Well, ’tis your turn to labour now, and mine 


_ Anon, for your fakes, Gentlemen, I profefs——~ _ 


Pert. My friend fhall wait upon you to year Sheets, 
_Whillt I depart tolead the Lady hither : . 
_ Whom if your doétrine cannot well reclaim, 


_ Pray hazard not her lifes; you have compaflion. 


Eld. Pall. Ob, think me not cruel ! _ [Ex.Meag. Eld, Pall. 
Fes Enter Young Pallatine. 

Pert. Pall, Come in Pall! 

Yo. Pall. Is he in Bed ? 

Pert. Not yet. 


But he does {trip himfelf with more delight 


_ Thananold Snake that longs for a new skin: 
Yo. Pall. If we could laugh 
In our Coffins, Pert, this would be a jeft 
Long after death: he 1s fo eager in 
His witty hopes, that he fufpects nothing. 
Pert. O, all he {wallows now is melting Conferve! . 
Yo. Pall. Meager ? what news? | [ Enter Meager: 
Meag. Laid, gently laid? he is all Virgin, Sir, 
From the Crown of his head to his very Navel. 
Yo. Pall. Where are his Breeches? {peak ! his Hatband too? 
It is of price, the Stones are Rofial and 
Of the white Rock. ; 
Mteag. | hung *em purpofely afide, 
Th’ are all within my reach. Shall I ftep in? 
Yo. Pall. Softly, Meager 5 foftly, Rogue, 
As if you were to tread on gouty Toes. — 
(Meag. takes out his Hat and Breeches, the Pockets aud Hathand 
being rifled. 
Me ag. 


f 


Meag. Hold Pall! th’ Exchequer is thine own! we will 
Divide when thou art gracious and well pleas’d5 
Ie glifters like the ftalls of Lowberd-fireet.” t 
Pert. This was thé product of his Heards and Flocks. 
¥).pall. HisFlocks were many but fee what they come to: 
A little room confains.’em’all atclatt:: ; toe 
So, fo, convey the Garments in again | 
Becaufe he is my Mothers Mayden-head, 
And a great Country Wit, he fhall not be 


Expos'd to naked thighs, anda bare head. (4 aoife without. 


What noife is that? Pert, look out! 

Pert. Make hafte! old Sxore mot 
The Conftable, his Wife, a Regiment of Halberds, 

And Mittrefs Queaffe too, the Landlady © 
OF this dark houfe, are at the door, 

Meag. Belike then they have heard that our dear friend, 
The Bawd, fled hence laft night; and now they come ' 
To (eize upon her moveables for Rent. 

Yo.Pall. The Bed within, and hangings, which we hir’d 
To furnith our defign, are all condemn’d, 
My Brother too; they'll ufe bim with lefs pity 
Than a Court-Gamefter does a City-heir. 
pert. No-matter,. our adventure is well pay’d! 

Follow! I'll lead you:a back way, where you 


Shall climb o’re Tiles; like Cats when they make love. — ke 

Y0.Pall. Some patiently get wealth by tedious thrift 5 ej 
Others inherit Lands but my poor Stock. 13 
Grow greater when my Brother’s Flocks increafe: e 
He theers the Sheep, I get the Golden Fleece. [Exeunt. 


ACT WE SCENE. I. 


Enter Snore, Ars.Snore, Queafie, Watchmen. 


lusr.Snore. ¥-\Ays omy breath, I have not feen the like 5 
% LD What would you have my Hufband do 2 
’Tis paft one by Bow, and the Bell-man has gone twice. 
Queaf. Good Matter svore, you being the’Conftable, 
May do’t as they fay, be it right or wrong. 
’Tis four years rent, come Childermas Eve next. 
> §zore. You fee, Neighbour Queafie, the doors are open, 
And all are fled; I would fain fee the Bawd. 
Mrs.Snore. J, or the Whores; my Hufband’s in Authority, 
And ftill takes care to hunt the wicked out. 
If one fhews him but a Whore at this time 
OF night (good man) you bring him to bed. ; 

* Queaf. I pray Miltrefs Sore let him fearch the Parifh, ~ 
They are not gone far5 I muft have my rents — 
I hope there are fome Whores and Bawds in the Parifh. 

Jrs.Snore. Search now? ’tis too late, a woman had 


»As good marry a Cowl-{taff as a Conftable5 


If he muft nothing but fearch, and fearch, follow ' 


BT EA 


Yr 


193 Th WITS. 


His 


° 


va 


ee re a 
Ti . 


he W ITS. : | 


‘His Wenches all the day, and never comfort 


His Wife at night. I prethee, Lamb, let us to bed. 

Snore. It mult be late; for Goffip Nock the Nailman 
Had catechis'd his Maids ‘ere we fet forth. _ 

Queaf. Good Miftrefs swore, forbear your Hufband but 
To night; and let the earch go on. 


Mrs.Snore.1 will not forbear; you might ha’ let your houfe 


To honeft Women, not to Trulls! fie upon you! 
Queafe.Fie upon me! ‘tis well known I’m the mother 
Of Children! {curvy Fleak/ ‘tis not for nought 


You boy! Eggs in yourGruel, and your man Samp/on 


Ows my Son-in-Law, the Chirurgeon, ten Groats 


For Turpentine, which you promis’d to pay 


Out of his Chriftzas-Box. 


 Mrs.Snore. | defie thee! 


Remember thy firft calling; thou feet'tt up 


With a Peck of Damfens, and a new Sieve; 


When thou brok’ft at Domgate corner, ’caufe the 


Boys flung down thy Ware. 3 
Snore. Keep the Peace, Wife! Keep the Peace! 
Mrs.Snore. Twill not peace; fhe took my filver 

Thimble to pawn when I was a Mayd3 I paid her 

A penny a month ufe. ; 

Queaf: AMayd? yes fure; 
By that token, Goody Toxgue the Midwife, 
Had a douzen of Napkins of your Mothers beft 


_ Diaper, to keep filence 3 when the faid 


She left you at Bartholowew Fair, where 
You long’d for Pig. ’ 
Snore. Neighbour Queafe, this was not 


2 


In my time: what my Wife has done, fince 


Iwas Conftable, and the Kings Officer, 


Fil anfwer: therefore I fay keep the Peace. 
We'll fearch the two back Rooms, and thento bed. 
Mrs. Snore. Well, U!l make thee know that none, 


But a Sow would have thought of that Pig. 


Sore. Bunting, in very deed, 
You are too blame, fhe’s an honeft mans wife; 
‘Twas ever faid Chriftopher Queafie was 
An honeft man. He takes pains to get Children 
For the good of the Common-wealth. 
Mrs. Snore. Marry come up! 
There be others take pains as well.as he. 
Snore. Prethee be quiet Wife! I do confefs 
Thou art a great pains-taker. 
Mrs.Snore. Take pains, quoth he? ! 
Snore. I fay, go to! no more words! go to, I fay. 
Mrs. snore. 1 will not go to! bidmegoto? — . 
Snore. How now Houfewife? do you flight Authority ? 
Behold this Staff? in very truth, I fhall | 
Swadle you with the Kings Wand of Office. 
Mrs.Snore. Strike amarry’d Woman? I defie thee! 
For though thou art my Hufband, thou fhalt know 
That I'm a marry’d Woman. 
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snore. What quarrel with the Kings Watch, Goody-Hector? 


ueaf/W oe to us when Conftables break the peace / [ Goes to frike~ 
a (ll make her know authority. f L f ae 
Queaf Neighbour Sore, pray hear reafons would you have 
Authority over your own Wife ? [He makes at his Wifeagain, 
mrs. $0. Do, do, kill the Child I meanto go withall ! a 
Queaf: Hold, hold, Neighbour sore ! 
jurs. Sno. Thoua Husband > bear witnefs, Goflip Queafy, 
That he ftrikes a marty’d Woman. ae: 2 
Queaf. Nay, I hope, he has murder’d you. If there Cd 
Be Law inthe Land I'll follow’t againft him 
When you are dead; therefore take comfort. 
Mrs. Sno. Nay, I've my death’s wound. 
Queaf. Out alas ! where is it? 
Qurs. Sno. Truly, Goflip, I thinkin my Crupper. 
Queaf- Youa Conftable? y’are a Cuckoldly Cut-throat! 
How do you Goflip? Thrart a murderer ! 
Lever faid, that if cruel Cain were 
A Conttable, he look’d like thee. . heb sata Se 
snore. Will youturn Traytor too againft Authority ? 
Queaf. Do, Tyrant, do! kill thy whole Parith! 
Snore, In truth, I {hall alfo find out your Crupper. 
Queaf, Mine? do thy worft for all thy power! my Crupper ? 
snore. Uthall find it, if you provoke me more, 
Queaf. Out Tyrant! ftrike thy Wife ¢ The comfort is 
- That thy Reign lafts but a year. | 
Snore. Thou She-Satan! wilt thou tempt Authority ¢ 


Queaf: Do, kill metoo! th’afta Judas Face, my Husband 
Compar’d to thee, looks like any Juftice. 


Urs. sno. Yout Husband, Goody Tripe, compar’dto mine ¢ 
Queaf How now, Miftre(s? i’ faith Icry you mercy ! 
Are you foquickly come to life again? 
urs. sno. Yes, {eeing how ill yeu would ufe me 
After my death. My Husband look like a Conftable, 
And yours likea Juftice? T will try, Houfwife, 
How your Face will look, when I’ve flead off 
Your tawny mask, my Nails are whetted for't. 
Sueaf, Are they fo fharp ¢ 
’Tis well I’m provided for a good occafion. 
You'll find mine have not been par'd | . 
This Twelve month. [They fight at arms length. — 
rs. snore. Why Husband ! art not afham’d not to part us > 
snore. During my reign, I'll fometimes be for the peace, 
And fometimes for the liberty of ' 
The Subje&. They thall be mad if they pleafe. [exit Snore. ~ 
Mrs. Sno. Hold, Goflip Queaf7, hold / By my confent . 
Let’s not be mad, becaufe he'd haveusfo. 
Queaf. Befhrew your heart for putting me out of breath. 
But ll follow him as faft asf can, 
That he may help me to my Rent. | [ Exeunt. 
Enter Elder Pall. cloathing bimfelf- 
Fld. pall. ’Tis time to flye! not Thunder, Women, Wolves, 
And Drums, make more confufion in one noife, 
They cry’d out Bawds! The {weet young Lady is, 


Perhaps. 
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Perhaps furpris’d by her officious Kindred, 
And both thofe friends to Lovers, whom the fent 
~ Tome, are foundly cudjell’d. Well, if 
Am tare, I'll fay and {wear, I purpos'd her 
Converfion. 
Enter Snore, Aérs. Snore, Queafie, Watchmen: 
Snore. Here’s a Room hung, and a fair Bed within; 
And I believe that is the HarlotsHusband. — - 
- Queaf: Seize on the lewd thing ! Seize on the Goods too. 
Mrs. Sno. Who would not be aBawd! t’ have proper meri 
To their Husbands; how well fhe maintains him? 
Eld. Pall. What are you ? } 
snore. I am the Conftable. 
Eld. Pa'l. The Conftable? 
Ibegin to fcratch my long ears, and find 
Taman Afs. Good Mafter Conftable, 
Your Gown-Militia here feem courteous Gentlemen; 
And well bred, but they embrace me too hard. 
Snore. You owe Miftrefs Queafe Rent for four years. 
Queaf. Yes, and for three Bed Teeks and a Brafs Pot, 
Which your Wife promift me to pay this Term, 
For now, fhe faid, th’ expects her Country Cuftomers! 
Eld. Pall. My Wife? what, have I taken woman by 
The pretty Thumb, and givenhera Ring with 
A Pofie, and my felf, for better and 
For worfe? Pray, who do you think TI am ? 
_Sxore. The Bawd’s Husband. 
Bid. Pall. You may as foon 
Take me for a Whale, which is fomething rare, 
You know, o’ this fide the Bridge! 
Mrs. Snore. It is indeed 5 yet our Pax! was inthe belly 
Of one i’th’ Lord Mayors Show 3 and then, Husband, 
He becken’d you out of the Fifhes mouth, 
When the poor Soul had like thave choake for thirft. 
Eld. Pall. Miftrefs, | faw’t 3 and cool’d him witha Pippin. 
Mrs. Snore. Indeed ? why, [ was but atiny Girl then! 
I pray how long have you beena Bawd ? 
Bld. Pall. Again! how am I chang’d fince my own Glafs 
Render’d meaGentleman? Mafter Conftable, 
Though ev'ry Stall is made your wooden Throne, 
Yet here y’are humble and on foot; therefore, . 
Twill put on my hat! pray reach it me! [Miffes his Hatband of 
_ How? my Hatband! a row of Diamonds (Diamonds. 
Worth two thoufand Marks._Nay it is time then 
- To doubt, and tremble too. My Gold! my Gold !---- [searches his 
Mrs. Snore. Good man, he is diftracted for his Wife. (Pockets. 
Eld. Pall. A Curfe upon my courteous mid-night Leaders. 
TF Morglay hear this, 1 {hall be no Wit. 
Isthere no expedient 2----O, [have it.—— [Takes off bis Ring. 
' Snore. Come along! ‘tis late. 
Eld, pall. Whither mult I go? 
Queaf. To the Compter, Sir, unlefs my Rent be paid. 
Sxore. And for being a Harloteer. 


Eld. Pall, Well Mater Conftable, do you behold this Ring ? 
Bb 
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It is worth all the Bells in your Church Steeple, 
Though your Sexton and Side-men hung there too, 
To better the peal. [ Snore fhews the Ring to his Wife and 
snore. Well, what’s your requeft? ) (Ars. Queafy, 
Fld. Pall. That you will let me goto fetch the Bawd, Oaerey 
The very man who Owes this Rent. WhenT ' 
Have brought him here, yqu fhall reftore my Rings 
And think me then an arrant Gentleman; © | 
Who. for his; Arms ‘givés Horns and Hounds, and for 
' Supporterss:two tall Eaters in Blew Coats. 
Queaf. Let him go, Matter Svores we'll keep the Goods. 
Mrs.Snore Do, Husband, for I'd fain fee a tHarloteer. 
Snore. Come, Neighbours, light him ont. [ Exennt. 
Enter Young Pall. Ample, Pert, Luce, Ginet, \ 
Engine, with Lights. 
Amp. Thy Lover, Luce, deferves a Garland for 
His Victory. He hadiin this defign 
Enough of Wit to bring a Ship of Fools 
To Shore again, and, make them all good Pilots. 
Yo. Pall. Madam, this Gentleman may juftly fhare 
In your kind praife; he was amerry Agent 
In the whole plot, and, Madam, ‘does deferve 
A high reward, whichisto kifs your hand. 
Amp. Sir, you are friend to Palatine, which g’ves 
You an ndoubted title to much worth. 
Pert. The Title, Madam, will grow better when q 
I am become a Servant to your Beauty. bu 
Luce. Your friend Pertis courtly 3 but did yowleaye \ie 
Your wife Brother furfeiting on lewd hopes >? , 
To. Pall. He lay prepar’d a while in’ perfum'd theets, 
Stretcht like!a wanton Snake in Gamomile. 
But ftraight he was fo us’d, that he could fhew 
No other certain figns of living by 
His Wits, but his full. hopes.and empty Pockers, 
Pert. Wells 1 admire how any man of honour . 
Can bear the thought. of living by his Wits... [ Futer Meag. 
Te. Pall. Upon my confcience thou ne’er liv’{t by thine. ice 
Me.ger, what news? Madam, allow the favour 
Of your fair hand t’another man of War3 
One that has fafted in-the very face+ 4 
Of Spixola. : sted 4am 
\ Ampl. Sir, Men of.valour can doany thing. ) 
_Meag. Your Ladifhip will excufe his new plenty 
It has made him pleafant. ra nsia ; ) 
Lo. Pall. Meager, what hopes? how do our Spies fucceed 2: 
deag Vve trac’d your Brother 3 -you fhall hear rare news. 
Ginct. Madam, your new delign will call yow early. 
Luce. Good, Madam, haften to your reft. 
Amp. Tt late indeed. The filence of the night 
And fleep be with you Gentlemen. 
Yo. Pall. The {plendour of your Beauty, Madam, does 
Require a fhade, and night fhould cover it. [ Ex. Amp. Gin. 
Luce. I pray difmifs your Friends, 
I'd {peak with you. 


Yo. Pall, 
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Yo.Pall. Men of the puiffant Pike; follow your Leader. [ Points to 
_ LExeunt Eng. Meag. Pert. azotber way. (Eng. 
Luce. Pall, you are rarely natur'd to me, Pail. 
Yo.Pall. Why fo; my Lady Lace 2 
Euce. An this free booty, got by lawful War; 
You have bright Gold, with brighter Jewels too; 
And mutt poor I, have no part of the Plunder? 
Yo.pall. What need have you of money, Luce 2 
The Maid of Gaunt fed on the {cent of Rofes, 
And as for Gowns, in my opinion, Luce, 
Beauty like truth, thews beft when it is naked. 
 ‘ Luce. If thou-hadft fo much fencé of fhame, as to 
Believe poor nakednefs a punifhment, 
Fthen could withthe world might fee thee naked. 
 Yo.Pall. How 2 naked, Luce? cquh 
Luce. Well, all I had is gone but my Aunts:anger ; 
. That’s like to laft. My grief will make meold,——~ “ [Weeps. 
“¥o.Pall. Come, take comfort, Luce; for I will give thee—— 
Luce. Pray unhand me! what is’t you can give? apis 
_ Yo.Pall. Arfnick my Girl to {trengthen thy Aunts Broth. 
This Aunt I mutt fee cold; and grinning Luce, 
‘Her eyes feal’d up with her laft wink, t’avoid 
- The fight of Feathers and gilt Coaches: 
Luce. How many Angels of your Family»: 
Are there in Heaven > but few I fear, » 3 
Yo.Pall. Why, is there ne’re a Pue there, Zce, 
But for your coughing Aunt and you? 1gh¥ 
-. Euce. If thou hadft. eyes as large as flaming Beacons, 
A Tail fome two yards long, and thy feet cloven, 
Thou couldft not be more Devil than thou art now. 
Yo.Pall. You lie, Luce, you lie. _ LFlings her a Purfe. 
There’s Golds the Fairies are thy Mint-men, Girl. 
Luce. Good night, Sir; I willlay it up though but 
Tencounter your next Chirurgeons Bills yet know 
Our Wits ar plowing too, and in a Ground i 
Which yields as fair a Grain as this. 
Yo.Pall. Farewel, and let me hear thy Aunt is ftuck 
With Rofemary and Bay-leavs, like a dry’d’ » 
Weftphalia Gammon. y [Exeunt feveral ways. 
Enter Eld. Pall. and Thw. dreffing him/elf. 
Eld.Pall, Quick, difpatch Knight! thou art as tedious in 
‘Thy drefling, as Court Brides. Gan one fo full 
Of hope and wife defign be caught afleep? 
Thou keepft earlier hours than rooft Hens in Winter. 
Thw. ‘Troth the defign became all Dream, Magick, 
And Alchymy to me; I gave it loft. 
Eld.Pall. The houfe is near; difpatch that we may go. 
Thw. Thou thinkft I have lain round like a Spaniel 5 
And that one yawn, a ftretch, and a fcratch 
Under my left ear makes me ready for all day. 
_ O for the B7/2aiz Sleeve and Bulloign Hole 
_ I wore, when I was Shrieve, in Eighty Eight! 
Eld.pall. Knight, thou art comly, and the Ladies know its 
Thm. Welk, I complement, I will wear my. Limbs 
®. Bb 2 In 
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In the fame {kin which I have had from Nature: 
If fhe, to whom you lead me, does not like 
The grain of it, 1 will not flea my felf. 
Eld pall. 1 thought to have prevail’d by having youth, 
But when! came to meet her beauties with the eyes of Love, 
She defpis'd me, and cry’d fhe meant the more — 
Authentick Gentlemans the reverend Mounfieur! , 
qhw. The reverend Mounfieur ? 
Why, does fhe take me for a French Dean ? 
Fld.pall. Her Confeffor at leaft, her fecrets are 
Thine own; but by what charms I know not. 
Thy. Charms! yes Sir, if this bea charm--- or this--- [Leapsand 
Or here again—— to fhew a poor activity. (frisks. 
Eld.pall. No Ape, Sir Aforglay after a whole years : 
Obedience to the Whip, is better qualify’d. 
Thw. Limber and found! befides, I fing Atuferove 5 
And for the Chevy-chafé; no Lark comes near me. 
Eld.pall, Come Sir, Jet us make hafte. [ Exeunt. 
Enter Snore and two Watchmen. 
snore. Pray get the edges of your Halberts chalk’d 
To make them look harp; fori fear a Refcue: 
Thefe lewd Houfes have friends:amongft the Heéors. [ Exit. 
Enter Eld. Pall. and Thwack at the other dore. 
Eld Pall. This isthe houfe. ny 
Thw. This feems but a blind Palace, I hope, Sir, 
The Lady is not half fo blind that ows it. 
Eld-Pall. This Manfion is not hers, but a conceal’d 
Retirement which the chofe to hide her Love. 
Thw. Give me a Baggage that has brains. 
But did not I at firft perfwade thee, that thofe 
Two Gentlemen, her Ushers, were miftaken5: 
And that their meflage was defign’d to me? 
Eld.Pall. Thou didft! and thou haft gotten, Knight, 
I think, the Afoguls Neece; fhe cannot be of 
Lefs difcent, her portly ftate feems foreign. 
Thw. What fhould the Afoguls Neece do here? 
Eld.Pall. Alas! thy ears are bury’d in a Woolfack: 
Thou hear ft no news: ’tis all the voice at Court, 
That the Azogzl, a hum’rous Prince, did fend 
A Niece difguis’d, a year fince inta Exrope 
To learn to play onthe Gitarrh 5 
And ’tis thought this is that Niece 5 
But ’tis not quite confirm’d. 
Thm. .Thou faid’ft thou found’ft her on a Perfiaz Quilt. 
Eld.Pall, Yes, thredding a Carkanet, of round Pear), 
As big as Pidgeons Egs. 
Thw. Thofe I will fell! 
Eld.Pall. Her Maids with little rods of Rofemary 
And ftaulks of Lavander were brufhing Ermines fkins. 
Thw. Furs for the Winter, I will line my Breeches 
With them. This muft needs be the A”oguls Niece. 
Fld,Pall. 1 found her Waiters on their knees drinking ry 
~ Her health in cool Cerbet, the Turks own Julip. 
Thw. Knock, Rogue! I cannot hold! [ little thought v 
€ 


The Thwacks of the North fhould inoculate 
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~ With the Azoguls of the South. [ Pallatine knocks. 


| Enter Snore. 
Eld. Pall. Mafter Conftable, I have brought the Merchant 
Of fmall ware, that trades in Women. J, 
snore. My Watch are playing above at Trea-trip, 


_ For fome suffolk Cheefe, and a few Black Puddings, 


They'll ha’ done ftraight. Stay,Sir, Pll call ’em down. [ Exit, 
Thw. Pallatine, What's he? 
Eld. Pall. The Lady’s Steward, Sir: 
A grave Philofopher, and her chief Pandar. 
_ Thm. Half of the treafure which I get is yours. 
Eid. pall. My'friénd, when you are once poffett 
Of all, ‘tis as your confcience will vouchfafe. 
Tiw. Dott thou fufpect? Pll {tay here till thou fetch 


A Book anda Cufhion, and will {wear kneeling. [ Exter Snore. 


E/d. Pall. My faith fhall rather cozenme. Walk in 
With this Philofopher: No words; for he’s 


_ An Indian Pythagorean, and profefles 


Silence. My Ring, Mafter Conftable. | [Snore gives hime his Ring, and 
Snore. Take it 5 [ll take the man of modetty. (¢hex Ex.with Thw. 
Eld, Pall. My credit yet is fafe. Should he have heard 


~ Of my mifchance, and not accompany’d 
With this‘deféat upon himfelf, he would 


Have kill’d me with the tyranny of mirth. 


_ Now for the Lady Ample, the, I think, 


Shwe on me with propittous Eyes: fhe’s rich3 


nd could I work her into profit, *twould 


Procure my wit immortal memory 3 — 
But to be gull’d, by men fo humble, that 


we 


They hardly e’re drunk Wine, but on fome day 


When Conduits pifs it at the City’s charge. 


Well, one fhort {top cannot my {peed difgrace, 
It may provide me breath to win the Race. [ Exif. 
Enter Conftable, and eight Watchwen. 
Sore. Here has been goodly care taken to night 
Of the Kings bus’nefs. Eight of our Watch are miffing. 
Call *em over. 
1, Francis Fumble? 
2, Here.” 


odes, Barnaby Belch ? 


3. Here. 

1. Simon Sleep 2 

All. Not here. 

Snore. Put down Simon Sleep. There have beencomplaints 
Againtt that Sizoz Sleep; Neighbours he is 
To blame in his own houfe. He fnorts fo lowd * 
That he wakes half the Parifh. 

t. Indeed his Wife has often told him of it, 


With tears in her Eyes, but, alas, 


*T would not do. 
Snore. I've excus’d him becaufe he is my Kinfman 3 
Yet, under'the Rofe, the kindred comes only 
By a Baftard Daughter of my Grandmothers, 
at : I. Bryan 


I. Bryan Bamm?e — 

4. Here. 

1. Anthony Ale? 

5. Here. ! 

1. Timothy Toft? ey 
6. Here. 

1. Leonard Lazy ¢ 

7. Here. 

1. Gregory Grumble ¢ 

8. Here. 

i. Nathanael Nod ¢ 

All. Not here. 

Snore. Nathanael Nod’s too ancient to look after 
State-matters in Winter nights. He mufte’en 
Give up his Lanthorn. 

1. He has been a good Watchman: | 
The Parifh fhould maintain him now he’s old. 

Snore. The Common-wealth fhould do’t 5 for Lam fure 
That the laft Coronation day he drunk 
Out, an Eye heartily in the Kings fervice.., 

1. Old Nat. Nod is a very hearty man5 
And will be loth to give over a lofer: ~ 
He may perhaps drink out another Winter. 

snore. No, no, he’s gone, he’s gone 3 and Neighbours, 
We muft all gos for when we have drunk 
Our full meafure (as they fay) we muft e’en 
Lye down and fleep with our Forefathers. 

. 1. He has yet an Eye left. 

Snore. An ill one, poor man. He fleeps as he walks. 
‘Tis not long fince he lighted his young Wife, 

And fed her fo much out of the rrght way, 
That fhe came not home above a week after. 

i. But truly, Sir, he often askt her pardon. 

Sore. You always excufe Nod: The Common-wealth 
Mutt be better ferv’d; he fhall watch no more. 

1. Then farewell a true Subje&! Old, as he is, 

He will ring all night, once every year, for 
Queen El xabeth’s Birth-day 5 and he had like 
To have been hang’d for’t. 

Snore. Come, come, ‘twas his own fault: he wore his Beard 
Too long, and the Bell-Rope caught hold of it. [Eater Eld.Pall. 
Who goes there ? 

Eld, pall. Matter Conftable you'll excufe my care 
Which wakes me for the Common-wealth3, I could 
Not chufe but come back and enquire a little 
After your Pris‘ner; whol hope ts fafe > 

Snore. I've chofen for his Guard four men of blood, 
The leaneft of our Watch, and youngeft too, 

Whole wrath ne’er let’s’em {leep but at a Sermon. 

Bld. pall. My man fhall be at your Houfe in the morning 
With a Med’cine of money left youfhould 
Be fick with watching. 

Snore. E’en what you pleafe, as a means of prevention 5 
ff your man pafsthat way, or {03 but, Sir, I would 

Be 
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‘ Be loth to trouble-him. I think ’m well. 
I’ve known the time when my poor Watch and I 
_ Dane’d a Round with our Rug-Gowns, in the 
- TillweJookt like a-clufter of. white Bears. ! 

§ Eld.Pall. You and your Watch were the Dutch 

_ Who drew the Bermood and his dancing Beats , 
; For [ remember all thofe Beatts were white. IT 


Snow, 


Painter Sketch 


Snore. What are thefe> [Enter Fidlers with Inftraments ander 

___ Eld.Pall. By the loag {preading of theit Cloaks (their Cloaks. 
_ Itake ‘em for men of Melody, loaden withMufick. 
Snore. Stand! ftand! — 
. Eld.pall What are you? 
Snore. Peace Sir,:a whole age 
OF experience is fhort enough t’examine 
_ Some kind of fhrewd fellows. Sir they may be 
~ Molt dang’rous Thiéves. ; 

El Pall. How Sir, Thieves?’ 
Snore. Yes, for ought [ know. 9° * 
Eld Pall. if thefe are Thieves; tis but in ftealing 
_ Tunes from the Theatres which they fpoil in Tavernsy’ ° 
Snore. What are you? whence come you? whither go you? 
_ Anfwer all this together, and at once: : . 
Fort fhall quickly trap youif you faulter 
Ta long f{peechess Dt 
_ Fidler. We have been playingat a Wedding. 
Sore. The bold knave avoids my queftions 5 
And tells me what he has been doing, as if we men 
Of Juftice, ever tir’d with bufinefs, would be troubled 
~ With what he has been doing. 


e Eld.Pall. Sir, thefe are the firkers of the City Fiddles. 
«Snore. Say you fo, Sir? well boys, I hope to fee 
hig Old England merry again. Look, look, my wife 


~ And my neighbour Queafe! [ Enter Mrs.Snorey Queafie, 
___Eld.Pall. They come to chide you and your rambling | 
_ Watch for keeping Jate hours. i Lt od 
: Mrs.Snore. Truly, my Mowfe, Lcannot fleep without thee: 
‘Tis better to be wife to three Juttices, WO lLaysn 
Than to one Contftable. ws 
Queaf-1, 1, Conttables fit in the cold ftreets 
Po do juftice to Wandererss, but Juttices 
 Doit to their Wives in warm. beds. ; 
Mrs.$nore, Alack-a-day! here are Fidlers! poor Souls! 
They put me in mind of my wedding night. 
_ Snore, And me ofa dance. I'll dance’ prefently. & 
Eld.Pall. Well {poken, though but feldom done, by: met! .\ 
Of your long ftaff. Love oY 
Eld.pall. Y’ave a hopeful old htifband; he deferves 
A fingular Patent for all the profits: » 
_ Belonging to the myft’ry of the Morrice. 
| - After this dance you need no other:charm: ; 
_ Make hafte, take him to bed whilft he is warm.’ 


| i | Exennt Eld. Pall. oxe way, they the other way. 
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ACT IV. Scene I. 
Enter Yo. Pall. Eng. Meag. Pert. Pall. richly clouth'd.. 


R, I expeé him ftraights the Letter which 
I {ent to tempt him hither, wrought above — 
What we expected. He believes my Lady 
Is very fick and languifhing for him. 
1o.Pall. Though you have both good faces, Gentlemen, 
Yet you muft hide them now my Brother’s coming, 
Whom you have us’d not overtenderly. 
Meag. He does but feldom drink, and fober men 
_ Have dangerous memories. 
pert. Whither fhall we march? 
1y.Pall. To Snore the Conftable. Aorglayis ftill 
A Prifner in his houfe; go and take care 
For his Releafe, as I before appointed : 
But let him not be freed till I am prefent. 
Pert, But will that bloody Nero of the night 
Obey thy Orders, Pallatine ¢ 
79.Pall. His wife’s his Conftable, and I am hers. 
pert. Enough, we fhall attend thee there. [Exeunt Yo.Pall. one 
(way, and Engine and the reft another way. 
; Enter Eld. Pallatine. 
Fld.Pall. Her houfe is near, and Fortune is my Guide. 
‘Tis not the firft fair Lady who has long’d 3 
Her Servants Letter does atte{t her Love. 
The modefty of Maids is but their pride, 
A meer difdain of being feen to yield 
When overcome. Their blufhes never rife ’ 
From their own actions, but from others eyes. [Enter Yo.Pall. 
What Vifion’s this? A French Ghoft, ala Mode? .: 
_ Sure he has got the Divel for his Tailor. 
%.Pall. Good morrow, Brother! 
Eld.Pall. You are in glory, Sir, I like this galantry. 
Lillies may flourifh and be gay a month 5 
But you, I hope, will laft out a whole year. 
19.Pall. What flourifhing? be like you mean my cloaths ? 
Meer rags; yet they will ferve at Winter, Sir, 
When I ride Poft in suffex ways. 
Fld.Pall. Have thofe fair Sprigs, thofe Branches 
In your Hat, any root in your Pocket? if they have, 
Pray be a Lender; fam far from home. 
Yo.Pall. No, Vil lend nothing but Wit and good Counfel. 
Fld.pall. You have no Factors, Sir, in Am/flerdam, 
Leghorn, Aleppo, or the Southern Iles, Y 
That can fupport, by traffick, your expence. 
All you can get by Law, is Execution 
After Arreft; and all you gain at Court 
Is but new debts to vex you with more Law 
Yo.Pall. Men of defign are chary of their minutes. 
Pray, Brother, what does.this infer ? 
Eld.pall. That you have profper’d by my documents 5 
Which taught the art of living by your Wits. Yo Pall. 
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Yo. Pall. If you had hada Sybil to your Nurfe, 
You could not, Sir, have aim’d nearer the truth, 
I faw your Ears and Bags were (hut to all 
Tntents of bounty, therefore was inforc’d 
To what, at firft, a little checkt my confcience. 
eld. pall. Pray, Mafter younger-Brother, why ? 
_ Yo. Pall. I find in no Record, that Magna Charta 
_ Allows a Subject to live by his wits. 
Eld. pall. Your common Lawyer was no Antiquary: 
To. Pall. And then, credit me, Sir, the Canons of 
_ The Church authorife no fuch thing. 
Ed. pall. You have met witha dull Civilian too. 
Yo. Pall. Well, 1 thall pafs through thefe impediments. 
__Eld. Pall. And you believe the Annals of young Heirs, 
, Who feal interrour, may be writ by you ? 
To. Pall. Cefar could beft write his own Commentaries. 
_. Eld. Pall. And you fuppofe your wit has pow’r to tempt, 
~ From bus’nefS on the Bench, old Aldermen 
Torifle, where you pleafe, for Running Nags > 
Yo. Pall. 1 can fuppofe itina trice. 
_ Eld.pall. Give me thy hand. This day [ll cut off the [ntail 
~ Of all my Lands, and difinherit thee. 
Yo. Pall. Will you fo, Sir? I thank you. 
_ Eld. pall. The refolutton is above reproof. 
_ What need you Land, who have a portion in 
Your Brain beyond the extent of Heritage? 
To. Pall. O, { conceive you. 
Eld. Pall. Here you may live, in the Metropolis, 
_ Without your Ploughmans or your Reapers toils; 
Making this Ifle your Farm, and every man, 
‘Lefs witty than your felf, Tenant for life. | 
Yo. Pall. He bears his late defeat fo handfomly 
_That he deferves to be undone again. 
Brother, welofe ourtime : I guefs that {ome 
Affair draws you abroad 3 
Pray whither do you go? 
Eld. Pall. That's good 1 faith! you may as well enquire 
_-Of Ships lying at Hall, without their Sails, ie) 
~ Whither they are {teering ? Tis you are rigg’d 
For an appointed Voyage. ok 
Yo. Pall. Brother, a wary Lover deferves fecrets, 
_ Eld. Pall. You {peak your own defervings:: Uo; 
Fare you well. [ Exeunt feveral ways. 
Enter Ample, Luce,.Engine; Ginet- 5) 
Amp. Quick, Gizet; bring the Pillow-and the Chair.» 
I muft be very fick. [They [peak to Amp. whil/? sheiis fitted iv 
Luce. Of a furfeit of love. ‘Che Chair. 
Your ficknefs muft be very dangerous; . A if 
A relapfe of love; which 1s incurable. tr ot 
Amp. You mult be very forry,:and mourn heartilysyo.! ; 
_. Luce. O,1! as if you had no Legacies qu a! 
To leave us, but a Bundle of forfworn > Ekater Eng: 
Love-Letters. Is he coming Engine ? : 
Eng. Already entet'd. Shall [lead him in3 nl . 
Ai Ge Luce. 
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tuce. Do, do! and play the Crocodile. Madam, [ Exit Eng. 
Conceive now that y have loft fome pretious Lover 3 j 
And therefore pray figh, like a lofing Gamefter 


After his firft fleep. ( Evter Ewgine, Eld. Pall. 
Eng. You'll fee, Sir, but a fick and faded Beauty. 
rll leave him, and {tand Sentinel below. | (ex. Eng. 


ruce. Nay, Sit, you well may wonder at your work; 
But if you know to cure as quickly as 
To kill, you ate a rare Phyfician. 

Gin. You may comenearer, Sir. 

Luce. He feems a very Mandrake, not aman} - 

And ftands as if his feet had taken root. 

Why {peak younot? D' you bring no comfort, Sir? 
pid. Pall. [f her difeafe becomes fo violent, 

Then I muft (cem to fuffer too, oF elfe 

My hopes will grow as fick as fhe. 

race. Draw nearer, (peak to her! ah you men ! 

Fld. pall. Alas, how comes it that thofe blooming beauties 
Which yelterday did feem to teach the Spring 
To flourifh, are fo much difcolour’d now? .™ 

Amp. Sir, ’tis in vain enquire the reafon of 
That grief whofe remedy ts paft.. Had you 
Rut felt remor(e enough to make you juft 
You had not beena Mourner now? For, Sir, 

J may have fome compaflion from you, though 
I’m certain to have no relief. 

Fld. pall. Am [the caufe of this? Forbid it Heaven! 

Luce. She liftens to you, Sir. 

rid. Pall. If 1am guilty of neglect, 

Give me a task of duty, and enjoin 
All the f{ubmiffions, that a heart can make. 

Amp. Ah, ‘tis too late, Sir, now !— 

Luce. Befhrew your life 
For coming here to playthe Murderer ! 

You might have ftay’d at homes the Country could 
Have found you Womens hearts tough as your own, 
Which would have blunted all your fharpeft {corns. 

Gin. 1,1, your Country Hides are tann’d andtough3 ) 
Poor London, thou haft all the tender bofoms! ; M 

Amp. Peace, Ginet, peace! ’tis partly our own fault : 
Confeffion may become. me now at dying. 

Luce. Nay 1f (he come to confeflion, there is 
No hope! ‘I (aid at firft fhe could not live. 

Gin. If there be heart-{trings in the world, I heard 
One crack-jaft now; when her tearsfell5:e'en like 
A Lute-ftring when.itvrains. 

Eld: Pall. Her Womens griefs feem foolifh, but they are 
Natural. A (trange change! Butolove is ftranger! I 

Luce. Do youbegin to mourn? you may well melt A 
Hearing how fhe excufes you, and lays 
The fault upon her felf. ‘But, to torment 
¥ou more, know the will leave you all fhe has. 

Eld. Pall. O infupportable ! 

Amp. Luce, Luce, defirethe Gentleman tofit. ot, 
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Luce. Sit near her, Sir, you find her voice grows weak. 
__ Amp. Your former {corns could not provoke me then 

To anger, nor will now toa revenge. 

Gin. O bleffed temper! the was too good for you. 

_ dmp. The fhort remainder of my breath I'll {pend—. 
In giving Legacies, and Sir--- to you: 
You fhall have all--- that Law will let me give. 

Eld.pall. Who, I? {weet Saint! take heed of your laft deedé, 
Luce. Nay Sir, you muft have all: the world thall know 
_ How much fhe lov’d you, though you Jov’d not her. 
Eld.pall. She's rich! what, all to me? you make me wonder. 
Giz. All, Sir, is yours! your friends fhall not report 
She dy’d beholding to you. 
- A bay Sir, ee Pu Vas faithful witneffes, 
_ That dying for your fake, fhe gives you all Takes Pall. afide. 
oe Her ot a {mall parcel which Saath LT aig 

Perhaps, to fome Eight Thoufand pounds, [hope 

You'll give to us5 that will not leflen much ~ 
~ Your great Eftate, when joyn’d to what fhe leaves you. 

Eld.pall. Hum! that will require new thoughts: 
Gentle Miftrefs, you have oblig’d me much; but now 
My grief will not allow me to confider what 
Is given to me, or what I ought to give. 
~ But f am wholly yours. 

Luce. Good Gentleman! ‘tis pity that her death 
Deprives ye from enjoying one another, 
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For you had been a happy pair. 


Gin. Goto her, Sir, the'll {peak with you again. 
Amp. Sir, if mine eyes, in all their health, and in 
Some glory too---- could neyer warm your love, 
What can! hope when they grow dim and cold? 
_ _Eld.pall. How, not love you? Alas, what fhall 
_I fwear to keep you from a jealoufie fo cruel ? 
Azp. Some teftimony, Sir, I fain would have, 
If but t’aflure the world that at my death, 
_ My bounty and my love were not defpis’d. | 
__ Eld.Pall. What 1s it, Madam, that I would not do, 
‘To make your love more confident of mine? 
Aap. That trial of your love whichI would have--- 
Ts fuch--- as is not common, Sir. 
Eld Pall. Bleft Lady! do but name it. 
_ Amp. Tis only thiss for fear fome other fhould 
Poilefs your love when I am gone, 
I would advife you, Sir, to--- dye with me. 
Eld.pall. How? dye with you? fhe’stmad! ftark mad! [He takes 
The Jewels which you mention’d are yourown. = — (Luce Afide. 
But it were fit, you haften’d her to write 
Down all fhe can beftow in form of Law: 
For I believe her fences are {0 loft, 
That fhe’ll ne’r find them to her ufe again. 
Luce. I pray, Sir, why? 
Eld.Pall, Did you not hear what a fantaftick fute 
She made? the fain would have me dye with her. 
_; Euce. Does this requeft feem ftrange? you will do little 
4 Cc 2 Fot 
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For a Lady, when you deny to bring her 
Oaward in her Jaft journey. 

Fld. pall. Her little head is tainted too. Grief has 
Diftratted the whole Houfe. _ 

rid. pall. And 1 have made my firlt wooing in Bedlane. 

Amp. 1s he—not willing, Luce ? 

Eld. Pail. My deareft Lady! 

Do not fufpeét my kindnefs 5 but I have 

Some bus’nefs upon Earth will hold me here 

A {core or two of years5 when that is finifhe I 
Will follow you. Sweet Lady take my promife. 

Amp. Yf this perfwafion cannot fuddenly 
Prevail—yet, as a token of your love, 

Methinks you might a little languifh for me. 

Luce. Can you do lefs than languifh for her death? 
Sit down here, and begin true forrow, Sir: 

If you have any in your breafk, “twill quickly 
Bring you low enough. 

eld Pall. Alas, dear Lady ! 

You think my forrow does but now begin. 
Heaven knows how I have pin’d fince firft 
Your Letter gave me knowledge of this caufe. 

Luce. Itis not feen, Sir, in your face. 

Eld. Pall. My face isa falfe Glafs5 I bate inwardly. 

Gin. Alas, good Gentleman! 

Eng. What hall we do? Sir Tyrant Thrift is come. 

Eld. Pall. Six Tyrant Thrift? 

Luce. My Lady’s Guardian, Sir. 

Amp. He meets th’ expected hour, juft to my with. 

Luce. What, bas he brought a Husband for my Lady ? 

Eng. He does expect a one legg’d Gentleman 
Whole better half of Limbs is wood. 

Luce. Is he fo much wood? 

Eng. So much, that ifmy Lady were in health, 
And married to him (as her Guardian does 
Propefe) we then might have a progeny 
Of Bedftaves. 

- Luce. When does he come? | 

Eng. Tonight, if his flow Litter can convey him 
For he moves tenderly. Sir Pallatine, 

I with you could efcape my Matters fight. 

Eld. Pall. Is he coming hither ? ; 

Eng. He's at the door. My Lady’s ficknefs was 
No fooner told him, but he ftraight devis’d 
To proffer her a Will of his own making. 

He means, Sir, to be Heir of all. If he 
Does fee you here, he'll blame my loyalty, 
And think you introduc’d by me 

To interrupt his covetous defign. 

Eld. Pall. Well, Pll be gone. 

Eng. Then he muft meet you in your paflage down. 
Befides, ‘twill leffen you and quite deftroy 
Your hopes, with my dependancy on both, 

If you are abfent when my Lady dies 5 
_Iknow you mutt have all. My greateft fear Is 
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Is likewife left your prefence fhould beget 

Some ugly blemith.on her reputation. 

_ Sir, I could wifh that we might hide you here. 


_ There is a Cheft within. Pll draw it out. 


But, now, I think on’t; Sir, pray Heaven it may (They draw in a 


_ Prove big enough to hold you. O, twill ferve. (Chef. 


¢ 
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Eld. Pall. How, laid up like an Aldermans brufht Gown; 


_ Asif I fear'd to be eaten. with moths? 


You fhall excufe me. 
Luce. O Sir, be careful of the honour of 
_ Your Miltrefs fame! What will her Guardian think 
If he fhould find a Gentleman of {uch 
_A wanton vifage in a Lady’s Chamber 5 
- And it a time when he’s {uppos’d from home > 
Eld. pall. 1 do, moft exceedingly, hate inclofure. — 
_ Luce. Tis but retirement, Sir, and you'll come forth 
- More wife and virtuous after contemplation. 
_ Amp. Sit Palatine! 


__ Gin. Your Miftref§ calls; go to her and be kind. 


Amp. Will you permit the laft of all my hours 


- To pafs with blots of infamy ? you fhew’d 


_ No kindnefs to my perfon when I had 
_ Fair hope of lifes nor will have mercy on 


_ My fame, when I am dead. Ah cruel man! 
_ What will my. Guardian guefs, finding you here? 


Eld. Pall. Her fear has made her fober 3 the talks fenfe. 


_ Madnefs does feem no more than reafon frighted 5 


b 


_ For madnefs frighted does return to Reafon. ,. 


‘Thrift. within. Engine! where art thou, Engine? 


wa 


Amp. Fy——have you no compaflion, nor no fhame? 
Eld. Pall. Madam, I willin—— (He enters the Cheft Haftily. 
Amp. Lock him up, Lace! (_Exter sir Tyrant Thritt. 


o _ Thrift. Engine, where’s my Charge, Engine, my dear Charge? 


Eng. Sick, asI told you, Sir, and loft to all 
The help that earthly Med’cine can procure, 
_ Her wife Phy ficians took their Fees, but fhook 
_ Their Heads, as if alas, thofe Fees had now 
‘Been Legacies. 
Thrift.. Alas, poor Charge! Come, let me fee her Exgine. 
Ezg. At diftance, Sir, f pray, for [ have heard 
Your breath is fomewhat fowr, with over-fatting. 
_ ‘Thrift. Ha! what's that Damfel, Engine? | 
Ezg. One whom your Ward defir’d, 
For love and kindred fake, t’attend her at 


Her death; the will out-watch a long Ruth-Candle, 


_ And reads toher all night, the Pofie made 
Of fpiritual Flowers: . 
Thrift. Does fhe not gape for Legacies ? 
Eng. Fye,no. There’s a Cornelian Ring, perhaps, 
She aims at, worth ten Groats; ora fine Smock 
My Lady wrought again{t her Wedding, Sir; 
Trifles which make maids weep, when they tell Tales 
_ Over a Funeral Poffit. 
Thrift. Thou faid’{t below, that fhe made me her Heir. | 
aid) Eng. 


Eng. Of all, even to her Slippers and her Pins. 
Amp. Luce, methought, Lie, I heard my Guardian's voice? 
Eng. It feems her fences are grown warm again5 
Your prefence will recover her. 
Thrift. Will it recover her, then I'll be gone. 
Eng. No, Sir, fhe'll ftreight grow cold again. 
You may proceeds pray {peak to her. 
Thrift. Alas, poor charge! I little thought to fee 
This doleful day! . 
Amp. We are all Mortal, Sir. 
Thrift. I've taken care and labour to provide 
A Hufband for thee; he’s in’s Litter now, 
Haft’ning to Town a fine young Gentleman; 
Only a little rumpl’d in the Womb, 
With falls his Mother took after his making. 
Amp. Death is my Hufband: but I thank you, Sir, 
For all your tendernefs 5 and wifh your care 
May now proceed in fome few Legacies, 
When [am paft the pow’r to fee it, Sirs 
But all my Land ts yours, 
Thrift. This will occafion more Chureh-building, 
And raifing of new Hofpitals5 there were | 
Enow before; but charge, you'll have it fo. 
' Amp. V'll make but one requeft, it'1s not great. 
Thrift. O dear charge! any thing. Your Coufin here 
Shall! witnefs the confent and act. 
Amp. Becaufel would net have my vanities 
Remain, as fond examples to entice 
An imitation in thofe Ladies who 
Succeed me in the Town; I have inclos’d 
Within a Cheft, my Plumes, fantaftick Flowrs, 
My rich Embroideriess and Jewels too. 
Luce. There, Sir, there the Cheft ftands. 
Amp. AndI defire it may be bury’d with me. 
Thrift. Engine, take care, Engine, to fee it done. 
Amp: Now [befeech you leave me, for it will 
But make my death more forrowfuls if I 
Continue my converfe with one I love 
So much, and mutt forfake at laft. 
Thrift. Alack, alack! Bury her to night, Engine. 
Eng. Not, Sir, unlefs fhe dies: her Anceftors 
Have many years dwelt in St. Bartholomew's, 
Whofe Parifh Church contains a Vault which is 
Peculiar to her Family; the muft 
Be bury’d there. 
Thrift. 1, Engine, 13 the Church 
Thou knowft joins to my houfes it will prevent 
A tedious walk, and fave the charge of Torches. 
Eng. Who are your Fun’ral-Guefts? the Neighbours, Sir, 
Will all expect to be envited. 
Thrift. Vl have no mere than will fuffice to 
Carry downthe Corps; and thou know’ft, Engine, 
That the is no great weight. 
Eng. What will you have to entertain“em, Sir ? 


Thrifts 
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aThrift. Some Rofemary, which thou rifing betimes 
*Maylt fteal and bring us, from the Tew ple-Garden. 
Erxg. Some Comfits Sir. A mourning Citizen 
Will never weep without fomeSugar-plums, 
Thrift. They fhall have none, Exgine, nor no burpat Wine 
‘Tike not drinking healths to the memory - 
Of the dead; ‘tis profane. 
Eng. You are obey'd. But give me Jeave 
Mott humbly to propofe that you would truft 
To my difcretion all your bufinefs here, 
And get you toftantly to horfe again. 
fhrift. Hah! why Exgine é 
Fug. You know the Writings of your Wards Eftate 
Ly at her Lawyers, fifteen Miles from hence. 
Your credit, he not knowing fhe is fick, 
Will quickly get them in your own pofleffion 5 
And then y’are free from all Litigious Suits.. 
Thrift. 1 like your counfel, Exgine. I am gone. 
Eng. Sir, if you meet the crooked Lover in 
His Litter, as he travails through your Road; 
Perfwade him now to graft his wooden OfF {pring 
On anew Stock, for all is wither’d here. ' 
| Thrift. ‘Tis well thought on, Engine, farewel, Engine, 
Be faithful and be rich [Thrift #s going out and returns 
Eng. My duty teaches me t’expec& your bounty. (baftilys 
_ Thrift. Dear Exgives 1 could with fhe would be fure 
To dye to night. : 
_ Exg. Alas good Soul! TJ! undertake , 
She will do any thing,to pleafe you, Sir. eis [exit Thrift. 
Amp. O Engine! thou haft wrought abovethe power 
Of Art or Accident. . 
_Eng. Madam, you fee how well I have prevented 
‘The tedious vifits of the Love-fick Monfters 
And have difpatcht my,greedy Mafter hence, 
Upon a Journey to preferve this houfe 
Empty 3 and free to execute the reft 


Of our defigns. 
Luce. This isthy day of triumph, Exgine! [Luce knocks at the 
What hoa! Sir Pallatines are you within? (Cheft. 


‘Eld.Pall. Is Sir Tyrant Thrift gone? open, Lady, open. 
Luce. The Cafement, Sir, I will, a littleto encreafe 
Your Wit-fhips allowance-of air: (Opens the Wicket at the end of 
‘But as for Liberty, you may as foon. : (the Cheft. 
Get it in a Gally after a Murder. 
Eld.Pall. How, Lady.of the Lawn? 
Luce. Sir Launcellot, — , | 
You may believ’t if your. difcretion pleafe 5 
This Tenement is cheap; here you fhall dwell, 
And be no wicked,Wanderer. | 27. Bi 
-Eld.Pall. Tike not this. 
Eng. Do you know thateLady, Sit ? lag 
: -Eld.Pall. Thellady Ample! - ) ibs 
_ Her Night-drefs off too, and inthe fhapeof  - 
Health and merriment! Now, likea:poor Snail, 
‘wate . 
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[ may e’en (brink my horns into my fhell. : 
Amp. Could you blieve I did grow fick and pine _ 7 
For the cold love of a dull Northern Wit? [ Enter Yo. Pall. 


Luce. Pall, itis done! the Man whofe Land was fpacious, 
Lies here contracted now to his own length. 

Amp. Your Brother’s come to fee you, Sir. 

Eld.Pall.. Brother! thefe are mad Girles! in troth 
1 love’em! look Iam confin’d like a Salmon Pye, 

Sent up from Devonjhire for a Token. 
Come prethee break open the Cheft. 

Yo.Pall. Stay, Brother, ftay! let us confider firft 5 
It may be Felony. Whofe Chef is it? 

Eld.Pall. Youllafk more queftions than a young Conftable. 
Prethee difpatch. 

Yo.Pall. Ist lawful, Engine, to break open Chefts ? 

Eng. ’Tis for your fafety, Sir, to afk advife. 

Yo.Pall. My Lawyer's out of Town} but he'll return 
Next Term. Brother, y’ad beft ftay in till then. _ 

Eld.pall. O for Dame Patience, though fhe’s the Fools Miftrefs! 

Yo.Pall.. Brother, you have pray’d well; heaven fend her you, 
You did forfake your fair Inheritance, . 
To live here by your Wits. 

Luce. And in your dream 
Enjoy’d buge Giant-Ladies, three yards high 3 
With trains behind them ten yards long. 

Amp. Cloth’d all in Purple, and embroider’d 
With fuch Imag’ry as ancient Poets drew. 

Ginet. And this you would maintain, Sir, by your Wits. 

¥o.Pall. Nothing could pleafe your Palat, but ‘| 
The Aduskatella and Frantiniack Grape! 

Your Turin Pheafants, and your Tuféaz Veal, 
With red legg’d Partridge from the Gevoa Hills. 
Then the broad Livers of Venetian Geele, 
Fatned by Jews; and Carps of the Geweva Lake. 

Amp. 
zi All this maintain’d, Sir, by your Wits. 

Gin. 

To.Pall. You talk'd too of fat Snails, in thining fhells, 
Brought from the Marble Quarries of Ferrara, 
And fous’d in Luca Oyls then long’d for Cream 
Of switzer-land, and Genoa Palte. 

Eng. Is this fit diet for a Northern Wit? 

Yo. Pall. Your Angelots of Brie. 

Your Marfolini, Parmazan of Lody, § 
Your Atalamucka Mellons, and Cicilian Dates. 

And then, to clofe up your voluptuous Maw, 

Marmaled made by cleanly Nunsjof Lishone. 

Amp. 

Luce.\ And ftill you were thus feafted by your Wits. 

Gin. 

Eld.Pall. Deafnefs poffefs me! will this never end ? 

Amp. Twillendinending you; youfhallbelayd =~ 
In aChurch-Vault, and there keep company 
With fuch dull Anceftors as never knew 
The art of living by their Wits. ie Eld.Pall. 
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Fld.pall. How, bury'd? and alive > 
Yo. Pall. Brother your hand————__ 


. Farewell! I'm for the North: I mean to tak 


Poffeffion, Sir, and patiently converfe 
With all thofe Hinds; thofe Heards, and Flocks, 


~ Which you difdain’d in fulnefs of your wit. 


Luce. Help pall to carry him; he takes it heavily... [They Jif? yp 
Eld.Pall.(\lnot endure’t. Fire! Murder! Fire! rab sd Gehe uae 
Amp, Alas, you are not heard 5 : 


_ The Houfe contains none but our felves. [Ex. carrying out the Chef. 


Enter Thw. Pert. Meag. | 
Pert. We bring you, Sir, commends from Palatine. 
Thw. You might as well have brought it from the Devil. 
Afeag. We mean the younger Pallatine 3 one, Sir, 


Who loves your perfon, and laments your ufage. 


Pert. By his command we have compounded with 
The Conftable whofe Houfe is now your Prifon. 
But you will find your Gold reftorative 


~ Toliberty more, than it is to health. 


Thw. It feems then that {mall Officers will take 


_ Anunétion in the Palm as lovingly . 
~ As any Grandee who is better bred ? 


Pert. Even fothe moderns render it. 

Thw. Youask ahundred pounds; ’tis all I’ve left. 
- pert. Sir, think what an obnoxious blemifh it 
Will prove both to your wit, and fame, to be 


i Betray’d by one lef witty than your felf, 


And lye in Prifon for 
Thw. Sir, name itnot. There is thefum. 
‘Meag. Vl in, Sir, and difcharge you. 

_ Thy. If t had had no land I fhould have been 


[Exit Meaget. 


Exempt from means of paying this bafe Tribute. 


May [ ask if you, and your Friend, have Land? 
Pert. No more than we can fhare within the Map. 
Thy. "Lo you there now, Thefe live by their wits. 


| Why fhould not I take the next Key I meet 


And open this great Head; to try, if my brains 


~ Arenotturn’d into Plum-broth? [have been 


Gull’d in my youth, and cozen’d in my Age. 


" Judge, Sir, if [ have caufe to lovethis Town 2 


Pert. Thefe are fad Tales. 


Thy. PM write down to the Country, to dehort 


The Gentry from coming hither, the Letters 
You fhall difperfe, Sir. ts 
Pert. Moft faithfully. iat 
Thy. Vl] write that our French Wines are fo ill mixt, 
With Brimftone by the Hollander, that they 
Will hardly ferve to cure the Itch in Children: 
And that the Town affords not Sack enough 
To mull for a Parfons cold. 
Pert. This will be dreadful news. 

Thy. That our Theatres are raz’d down and where . 
They (tood, hoarfe Lectures now are preacht by Wives 
Of Comb-Makers, and Midwives of Tomer-Wharf. — ‘ 

A Dd Pert. 
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Pert. The Ladies will fcarce come fo near as Branford. 
thy. And that a new Plantation, Sir, mark me, 

Is made in Covent-Garden, from Sutleries 

Of German Camps, and the Suburbs of Paris 5 

Where fach a {alt difeafe does reign, as makes 

Safaphras dearer than Unicorns Horn. 

Enter Yo. Pall. Méag. Snore. Queaf. Ars. Snore. 

pert. Retire! he’s treating for your liberty. 

1. Pall. Th’ Alcove, Hangings, and the Bed, 

Are far above the value of your Rent 
Befides, the Gentleman has been betray'd3 
He's none of thofe who live by wickednefs. 

Snore. Truly a very civil Gentleman, 
Alas he only roar’d, and. fwore, and curs’d 
For being kept.a Pris’ner5 but he us’d 
No kind of wickednefs, I aflure you. 

Mrs. Snore. Why,Neighbour, what a good year would you have? 

Queaf 1 am content if you and [ were friends. 

Yo. Pall. Come, come, agree! 

Mrs. Snore. Sweet Matter P.llative, hear me but fpeak, 

Have I not often faid, why Goflip Queafie, 

Come to my Houfe; befides, your Daughter azul, 
You know, laft Pompeon-time, din’d with me thrice5 
When my Childs belt yellow Stockings were miffing, 
And a new Pewter Porrenger markt with P. L. 

Snore. 1, for Elizabeth Snore. 

Mrs: Snore. The Pewterer that marke it was my Uncle. 

Queaf. Speak, did my Daughter fteal your Goods ? 

Mrs. Snore. Youhear me fay nothing; but there is 
As bad as this ([ warrant ye) learnt at 
The Bake-houfe; I'll have an Oven of mine own. 

Queaf Will you prove this before the Widow Braz, 

Our Bakers Mother? 

Mrs. Snore. 1 prove? what fhould I prove? Lord what a fending 
And proving there 1s in your company ! 

snore. Your Tongue cuts out more bad work ina minute, 

Than thefe hands of Authority can make 
Up in a month. 

Murs. snore. Why, what have I faid? 

Queaf. You faid my Girl, Mary Queafie by name, 
Did find your Uncles yellow Stockings in 
A Porrenger; nay, and you faid the {tole them; 
And by the fame good token that your Uncle 
Wasa Pewterer: And of this I'll take 
My Book-Oath: and I’ve a Clark to my Coufin, 
And mihaps can have Law without money. 

Snore. What fay you? hah! Can youhave Law without money ?— 
Do yourob young Clarks of their Mafters Fees? iN 
That's fine, faith. You have Law without money ? 

Come now before my Staff, and {wear to that. 

Queaf. What hall I wear ? I {corn to fwear untruths. — 
And I’d have you know I’m of the Laws fide. 

Snore. You! who you? when you fpeak flightingly of it, 
Asif ’twerea poor thing which may be had without money ¢ 


Queaf 
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Queaf Did I fay fo? y are in authority 


_ And may {peak what you pleafe for 4 year, but, 


If you dye out of Office you will dearly 
Anfwer this in th’ other world. 
Mrs. Snore. 1, you wilh my poor Husband in Heave;j, 
Queaf- Know, I {cornto be founcharitable, 
Yo. Pall. Come, Goflips mult agree! the very mention 
Of Law and money does ever breed quarrels, 
Snore. Sir, we who fit in Office 
“All night, mutt never hear of money, lett 
We fhould be tempted in the dark. 
— Quewf’ Who thould tempt you in the dark > d’you mean me? 
Tam an honeft woman, and tempt no body, 
Yo. Pall. Make peace, Miftrefs sore, be you the Conftable. 
Mrs. Snore. Neighbour Queafie! pray hear me, 


~Troth thou art as froward with fitting up late 
“As any Child. I {aid your Daughter came 
’ Too much to the Bake-houfe, whereby there was 


Something mifling, whereby, nay prethee matk, 

J fad your Daughter was to blame to keep 

Evil company, for I love agary, | 

Care not who knows it; not [: and I'd fain 

Give her good Counfel. . 
Snore. My Wifetells you the very words the {poke. 
Mrs. Snore.- Come, prethee fend Mary tome. 

— Queafs Why truly lam fomewhat thick of hearing 5 

‘But if that which you faid were all, my Daughter 


Can take good counfel afwell as another. 


_ Yo. Pall, Come,nomore words! there’s to reconcile you—— 
In barot Wine and Cakes. Go, get you all in: [ ex.Sno. Mrs.Sno.Queal. 
Mag. Here tsa hundred pounds, ’twaSall his {tore ; . 
Pert. Weill fhare’t anon What need you bluth, Sir Morglay, 
Like a maid newly undone in a dark vu? 
Entry? Thereare difafters to be found, 
Asbad as yours in the City Annals. 
Thw. Your Brother is a man of a (weet temper. 


~ 


’ His very blood is Holy Water, and le fale 


Than Almond milk. 
_ Yo. Pall. My filly reprehenfions were defpis’d ; 
You, Sir, would follow hint, and ina path 
Unknown to his own feet: yet I have fince 

alk’t init, and have profper’d as you fee. 

Thy. Well, I find ’tis poflible to live by 
Our wits; no chance fhall drive me from that faith: 
Yo. Pall. What will you give me, Knight, if I 
(Befides concealing of your prefent thame) 


Shall help you to atchieve {uch {tore of wealth, 


As will in giory keep you a whole year, 
Without fupply from your Eftate? This was, 


think, fome few days fince, your main defign. 


_Thw. This was, Sir, inthe hours 


| OF haughtinefs and hope; but__~alas, now~— 


‘Yo. Pall. Vl do’t, Sir, whilft my Brother, in his declin’d 


Condition, fhall both fee, and envy It. 


7 Dd 2 Thy, 
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Thy. Shall I live high, obferv’d, and wonder'd at? 

To. Pall. As the very Montter of plenty. 

Thw. Then I will make thee Heir of my eftate. 
Come, Sir, take my right hand, and your two friends 
For Witnelles. 

Yo. Pall. Enough; hear me with hafte. 

The Lady Ample’s dead-----Nay, there arethings _ 

Have chane’d, fince your concealment, far more fit 

For wonder, Sir, than this: She (to prevent 

That pride and wickednefs which follow wealth) 

Has fimply buryed with her, in a Chelt, ; 

Her Jewels, and her Cloaths; befides (as I’m 

Inform’d by my Intelligencer Luce) 

Five thoufand pounds in Gold; a Legacy, 

Left by her Aunt, more than her Guardian knew. 
Thw. Well, what of this? 4 
Yo. Pall. Your felf, and I, join’d, Sir, ina moft firm 

And loyal League, may rob this Cheft. 

Thw. Marry, and will. 

Yo. Pall. Then, when your promife is confirm’d by deed, 
Take all the treafure for your own expence. 

Thw. Come, let us go; my Fingers burn till they 
Are telling it. The night will grow upon us. 

Your friends muft jog off: Pll not truft new Faces. 
Yo. Pall. \ (hall difmifs them, Sir, in the next Street. 
Thw. This feems, at Jeaft, a wanton girn of Fortune, 

And it may chance to end in a kind fmile. 

Since the living robb’d me, I'll rob the dead! 

Yo. Pall. Methinks blind Fortune ufhers me too faft 5 
But if the finds the way to bring me rich 
From thence where this imagin’d treafure lies, 

The Poets fhall confefs that fhe has Etes. j Exennt. 


AGT Wi SCENE, 


Enter Yo. Pall. Ample, Luce, Engine, with a Torch. 


Yo.Pall. ¥— Neine, draw out the Chelt, and ope the Wicket. 
E; Let us not hinder him the Air, fince ‘tis 
Become his food, 

Eld. Pall. Who's there? what are you? {peak ? 

Amp. Two mourning Virgins, Sir; who (had you dy'd 
For love.) and in your wits, would now have brought 
Rofes and Lillies, with the Buds of Briar, 
And Summer Pinks to ftrew upon your Herfe. 

Eld. Pall. Then you refolve I thall be dead. 

Luce. ’Twere good that you would fo refolve your felf. 

Yo. Pall, She counfels you to wife and ptous thoughts: 
But you are no more mortify’d, than men 
Who are about to dance the Aforrice. 

Eld. pall. Ladies, and Brother too (whom begin 
To worfhip now for tendernefs of heart) re 
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Can you conceive I am fo f{tupid grown, 
And fo much Fifh, as I can think you dare 
Thus murder me, in bravery of mirth > 
You have gone far5 part of my fuffrance I 
Confefs a juftice to me, 
Amp. O, do you fo? 
Has your heart and brain met upon the bus’nefs, 
Andrender’d you filly to your own thoughts > 
Eld. Pall. I was, perhaps, fomewhat miftaken 
In my journey hither. 
Yo. Pall. You think that there does need to the fupport 
Of younger Brothers, fomething befides wit ? 
Eld. Pall. ’Tis fo conceiv'd. 
Amp. And that we Ladies, of the Town, or Court, 
Have not fuch waxen hearts, that every beam 
From Lovers Eyes can melt them through our Breafts > 
Eld. Pall. That is imagin’d too. 
Luce. And though fome few, Sir, of our Sex have been, 
Through weak belief, perverted and did yield 
Too muchto unlawful love, yet men are not 
So fcanty, that we need to buy our Lovers? 
Eld. Pall. You teach me mufick 5 I am all confent 
And concordance. . 
Eng. And that the nimble packing hand, the (wift 
Diforder’d fhuffle, or the flur, or his 
More bafe employment, who makes love for bread; — 
- Doall belong to men that may be thought - 
Tolive, Sir, by their Sins, not by their Wits > 
Eld. Pall. Sir, whom I love not, nor defire to love; 
Tam of your mind too. 
(Yo. Pall. Madam, a fair converfion. If you pleafe 
Let me befeech you for his liberty. 
Amp. He has fo gain’‘d by his retirement, that 
I think, he will not willingly come forth. 
Eld. pall. Sweet Lady doubt it nots open the Chelt- 
Amp. A little patience, Sir. [ Exter Ginet. 
Gin. Madam, we are undone, your Guardian is 
At door, knocking fo loud, asif he meant 
To wake all his dead Neighbours in the Church. 
Amp. So foon retura’d: It is not midnight yet. 
Eng. I know the bait which tempts him back with 
So much hafte, and have, according to your will, 
Provided, Madam, to betray his hopes. 
Amp. Excellent Engine ! 
Eng. This Key conveys you through the Chancel to 
Your Gallery. My way lies heres Ill let 
- Him in, and try how our defign will relifh. [Ex. Eng. 
Amp. Come, Sir, it is decreed in our wife Council, 
That you muft lie fome diftance from this placé. 
Eld. Pall. Pray fave your labour, Madam, I'll come forth. 
Amp. No, Sir, not yet. 
Eld. Pall. Brother, a caft of your voice. 
Yo. Pall. She haththe Key, Brother. *Tis but one hours 
- Wife contemplation more. 
Eston, Xo. Pall. 
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Eld. pall. But hear me fpeak. 
Amp. Nay, no Orations now 3 for Eloquence =. > 
Is a known Enemy to all difpatch. 
4%. pall. Brother, no Gen’ral in a Siege has more defigns 
Than we. Patience is all your portion now. [Ex.carrying ont the Cheft. 
Enter Thrift, Engine. 
Eng. None of the Writings, Sir, and yet perplex 
Your felf with fo much {peed in your retura? 
Thrift. Engine, the Lawyer was from home; but I 
Had thought to have prevented by my hatte, 
The burial ef the Cheft, though not of her. 
Eng. All, Sir, that Law allow’d her to beftow 
Is yours, unlefs the Chelt 5 but confcience made 
Her bury that; there is the Key, Sir, though 
Tis of no ufet’ ye now. 
thrift. Hah, Engine! give it me. 
Eng. And, Sir (which grieves me more) know there 
Is hidden in that Cheft a plenteous heap 
Cf Gold; together with a Rope of Pearl, 
Left by her late dead Aunt by Will, and kept 
From your difcovery. 
Thrift. Isthis true, Engzne ¢ 
Eng. That precife Luce, her Coufin-Puritan, 
Saw it intere’d, and did conceal it till 
The Fun’ral forms were paft 3 and then fhe faid 
It was a pious means, forfooth, by which 
She would prevent temptation inthe rich. 
Thrift. Thefe Fun'ral Tales, Engine, are fad indeed ! 
Eng. Imoura within, Sir. 
thrift. Give me the Key which leads me from my Houfe 
Unto the Chancel door. 
Eng. ’Tis very late, Sir. Whither will you go ? 
Thrift. Never too late to pray, my heart is heavy. 
Eng. But where fhall I attend you, Sir? , 
Thrift. At my low Gall'ry doors I fhall ftay long. 
Eng. 1am no more your Steward, but your {pye. [ Exeunt. 
Enter Yo. Pall. Pert, Meag, Snore, aud Watchuen. 
vo. Pall. There, there is money for your Watch, I fear - 
They drunk not Wine enough, they do not chirp. 
snore. Wine mates them, Sirs they underftand it nots 
But they have very good capacity in Ales 
Yo. Pall. Well, let them have Ale then. / 
snore. ’Twill make’em fing, like Silk-Knitters cf Cocklane. 
Yo. Pall. Meager, go youto Sir Tyrant Thrifts Houle, 
Luce, and the Lady are alone; they will 
Have cau(e to ufe your diligence, make hatte. 
Meag. Pall,l am gone; your Dog tyd toa Bottle 
Shall not out-run me. ; [ Exit. 
Yo. Pall. Pert, {tay you here till I return. ; 
Pert. Where is Sir Morglay Thwack ? 
Yo. Pall. Y am to meet him ftraight in the Church-yard. 
He fculks and hovers there like a tame Filcher. 
snore. We will expec your coming in this corner. 
Yo Pall. No ftirring, *till [ either come or fend. 
- ; Snore. 


~ 


~~ snore. Muit we ftay long? 
 Yo.Pall. You thall expect me, or a Meffenger. [ Exit. 


___ Snore. Come, Neighbour Runlet, fighing pays no Rent 
_ Though the Land-lady bein love. Sing out. 


The Conftable and Watch fing a Catch. 


With Lanthora on Stalls at Trea-trip we play 
For Ale, Cheefé, and Pudding till it be day: 


And for our Break-fa/? (after long fitting ) 
We fieal freet Pigs, of the Conftables getting. 


Enter Younger Pallatine: 
Yo. Pall. Chirping my Birds of night ? who could expect 
So {weet a confort of old Nightingales? 
You fing asif you pearcht in Tavern Buthes. 
Snore. Sir, we can fing, and fing without a Fiddle 5 
And wecan cough in tune too. [ have feen 
_ Mad Boys in my days, and have fung all night . 
_Withthem, when Bowzce the Bell-man has kept time. [ £2.Mufician. 
Snore. Who goes there? ftand! itand ftill, and come before me. 
Muf: Your pleafure, Sir ? [He advances. 
Snore. Did. notl bid you -ftand ftill> 
_ Mnf: Yes, Sir. 
Snore. Why did you ftir then? 
Muf- Becaufe, Sir, you bid me come before you. 
Snore. | did bid you ftand {till and come before me. 
—— Maf. You did, Sir. 
Snore. And-could you do both together ? 
Mu? No, Sir. : 
___ Snore. How dare you then prefume to make your choice; 
~Whichto do firft, before my pleafure’s known? 
Muf? Why truly, Sir—— 
__ Snore. O, are you caught? There’s one of my new tricks 
To make you know the wit of a Conftable. 
Pert. And a{hrewd one. 
Snore. From whence come you? 
- Muf? Who, I Sir? 
_ Snore. You, Sir? whoelfe Sir? what, is there another 
Knave behind you ? or is the Devil your 
- Companion? I fear, Matter Pallatine, 
We fhall find more of the Pack. Well, I ask 
Again, whence come you? 
Muf: | come, Sir-—— 
_ Sxore. Quick, quick! are you confid’ring what to fay ? 
Speak, and {peak quickly, e’re y’have time to think. 
Mu. Sir, if you pleafe to have patience— 
Snore. Patience? pray note him, Matter Pallatize, 
He tells me of patience, who have been held 
The very Lamb of Ladgate.. Sirrah! Sirrah! 
But that [’m loth to break my, Staff of Office 
E’re my year’s out, I'd make your Coxcomb know 
That I have patience. Come, where have you been? 
Muf: Where have [ been, Sir? why where have I been? 
Fim fare I ha’nt been far, | 
S0re. 
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snore. D’you mark him, Sir? 
Here’s an antwer which might {tagger a Horfe! 
I do proteft that I grow weary of 
Authority, becaufe night after night, 
I meet fuch intricate and cunning Knaves: 
Pert. Shall his reply {cape thus ? 
snore. In truth I had forgot. O, the Knave anfwer’d 
Where have I been? which does repeat my queftion. 
Then, why where have I beens which is his queftion 
To my demand3 and then he faid, I’m fure 
[ ha’n't been far. O moft intricate Variet! 
7o.pall. For my part, I think it half charm, half Ridle. 
snore. Obferve how he ends like a fubtle Divel. 
I'm fure I ha’n’t been far as who fhould fay, 
That I muft take his bare affurance for fome 
Place which he malitioufly conceals. 
But come Sirrah, 
You'll not confefs where you have been? 
Mnf. An’t pleafe your W orfhip.———— 
snore. Worfhip! that foftens the Cake into Cuftard. 
Mus. Vhave been at a Wedding. 
snore. Thou Knave, why did'{t not tell me fo before ? 
Muf. Your Worthip would not Jet me. 
snore. How, would not I let thee gotoa Wedding ? 
To.pall. OF what Profeflion are you ? 
Muf. A poor Mufitian, Sir. 
snore. Still where there are Weddings there will be Mufick, 
to.Pall. Alas, the marry’d ftand in need of comfort. 
snore. Stay, ftay! can you fing the Conftables Catch ? 
Mu: I can fing my part, Sir. . ‘ 
snore. Matter Pallatine, 1 profefs by yea 
And nay we'll have that Catch: “twas made of me. 
Yo.Pall. The Songfter Snore will never be forgotten. 


The fecond Catch isfung,and acted by them in Recitative Burlefque. 


1: 

1. stand, who goes there! ftand who goes theree 

Come over the Kennel, now come near. 

Hey ho! I hear a great noife 

Like that of the angry Boys. 

3. There's one you may think hin as ‘well 
A Heéor of Hell 
By the brawling and roaring he makes, 
Stand, fland! now ftay till the Conflable wakes. 
3 . 


_ A Coach ho, aCoach ! it is gone bys 
The Coachman drives till the Horfés fly! 
Hafh, bufh, and lye frill! lye fill! beark, heark! 
Newgate’s Black Dog 
Has worry d a Hog 5 
1 bear his Brother of Dowgate bark! 
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Another Coach it drives from the Strand! , 
Then have at the Harnaces ftand ho, fland! , 
Ha, ha, young Gallant, bring forth your Wench, 
And now come before the Bill-Mens Bench. 

His Hat is fion off, and his Miftrefs quakes, 
— But flay; Sir, fiay, till the Conftable wakes. 


0.Pall. Well fang old Boys! he who likes fighing better 
_ Js much more the Sexton’s friend than his own. 
| Engine, your coming haftens me away. [Enter Engine, 
Difpatch; give your directions to my Friend. [Exit 
Eng. Sir, draw down your Watch into the Church, 
And let ‘em ly hid, by the Veftry door. +i 
pert. What ts he there already? he made hafte. 
_ Eng. Fat Carriers make not more hafte to ly down, 
Nor lean Philofophers to rife; [have 
Prepar’d the means to heighten his miftake: 
Pert, Clofe by the Veltgy door. 
Eng. That is the place’ 
T'll to my Lady and expec th’eveni. 
Pert. Follow, Mafter Conftable, one, and one, 
- Allin a File. [Exennt. 
Enter Sir Tyrant Thrift with a Candles 
Thrift. Ucannot fiad where they have laid her Coffin. 
‘But here’s the Cheft which keeps the bury’d Gold! 
Gold the World’s foul! and wifely fo €fteem'd, 
Becaufe it is the All in ev ry part: i 
And {hall this Soul ly bury’d with the Dead ? 
_ Life of Commerce, and by whofe fecret power 
— Courts to their Triumph, Camps to conqueft move. ‘ 
Let me redeem thee from the fhades of-Death. [Opens the Chef? and 
A Halter! who affronts me with this Emblem? — finds a Halters 
Devil! is this the Rope of Orient Pearl ? : 
Enter Pert, Snote, Watchmen. 
pert. Now I have told you, Matter Conftable, 
_ Thintire defign; obferve how like that Cheft 
Is to the other, where the female Wits, 
Do fora ftray, impound Sir Pallatine 5 
Engine contriv'd them both. 
Zbrift. Hah! what are thefe> the Conftable and Watch ° 
Pert. Ceize on him for no lefs than Sacriledge. 
thrift. Why, Neighbours? Gentlemen! 
Pert. Away with him. . 
snore. We hall know now, who ftole the gilded Chalice, / 
The Velvet Cufhin, and the Vicar’s Surplice. ° 
Pert. Alas, grave Sir, are you become a forfeiture 
To Law for Sacriledge. ' 
Thrift. Hear me but {peak. 
Snore. No, Sir, not ina caufe againft the King. 
Pert. Come, lead him to his houfe; he thall be made 
Our Prifoner there, and be locke up as fafe 
As his old Gold. 
Thrift. 1am undone for ever. - [ Exennt. 
Ee Rater 
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Enter Thwack, Yo. Pall. with a dark Lanthorn, and an Iron Crow.” 

Thw. ’Tis {trange the Lady Ample fhould out-do . 
The folly of Brafile: for there, atdeath, 

The poor wild Ladies ufe tinter their Beads, 

To make them fine in th’other worlds but the, wh 
To {top the pride and vanity of this, 

Has bury’d all her Gold and Jewels. 

Yo.Pail. Come, Sir, lay down your Inftrument. 

Thw. Why, Sir? 

Yo.Pall. ?'m fo much taken with the freedom of 
Your nature; that I cannot now proceed 
One ftep t’'abufe you farther. Allis falfe 
Which I have told yous to miflead you ‘hither. 

Thw. How, no treafure, Sir?» 

To.Pall. Sir, not fomuch as will-defray th’expence 
OF this {mall light, we wafte to find it out. | 

Thy. None, none at all> I thank you, Sir. [Flings down the Crop 

Yo.Pall. You hall have caufe to thank me (of Iron fuddenly. 
When you hear, that I have brought a Rate to . 
Perceive, how little wit (under your favour, Knight) 
Your head contains, which could: be+wrought to fuch 
Vain hopes, as you receiv’d for currant coyn, 

From that lefs witty Gentleman my Brother. 

Thw. ’Tis well, Sir; -but your brother, 
Whofe name. (let me firft tell you.) does found worfe 
To both my ears, than the voice of a Sergeant 
To a Gallant arreftéd in hisCoach, »: 

Near the Court Gate, with’s Miftrefs by him > 

Yo.Pall. You are believ’d: but wall you, Sir, confirm 
Me in your grace and favour; If.[ make 
It ftraight appear, that in revenge-of what , 

You fuffer’d, I-have made him {uffer more> 

‘Thw. The Legend,. Talaud, nor the Alcorax, iii 
Have not fuch doubtful Tales as thefes but make 
It {trait appears I would-have evidence. 

Yo. Pall. Then take’t on my Religion, Sir, he was 
Laid up in durance for a Bawd, ‘before 
He did betray you, to the fame preferment. 

Thy. Shall this be juftify’d, when my difgrace® 
Comes to be known, wilt thou then witnefs it ? 

Yo.Pall. In publick, Sir; and to invite you more 
To favour me (who ever kindly mourn’d 
For all your fuffrings) know you inftantly 
Shall fee him lockt in a blind Cheft; where he anh. 
Lies bath’d, and in a greater fweat than e’re 
Cornelius had in his own Tub. 

Thw. Here, amohgft Sepulchres ! 

Let me but fee’t that I may dye for joy, 
And then thon wilt be inftantly my heir. 

Yo.Pall. Sir, you fhall fee’t; and e’re the Sun does rife 
Find him intangled in a new diftrefs. | re ae 

Thw. Doft thou want money? come call for aScriv’ner; 

Bring me to Parchment ftraight, and I will feal 
A pound of Wax ond al ke ‘ 
; 1o.Pall. 


Yo:Pall.Ho,Sir,are youalleep?s sa. (Yo: Pall. Auocks at the Chef. ~— 
Eld. Pall. O Brother, art thou come ? Quick let me forth. 
Yo. Pall. Here is a certain loving friend of yours, 
Who kindly comes tofee you, Sir.» (Opens the Wicket. 
Bld. Pall. Sir Morglay Thwack}\—— 
- Thw. What like abathful Badger, do you draw 
Your head into your hole again:='! Come, Sir, ae 
— Out with thac fapient Noddle, which has wrought 4 
So warily for me, and your dear felf. 
) sldvpall. Here take my bye-lids, Knight, and Gus em up; 
Tdare not fee pe faces) 7 
Thm. But what think you 
Of a new journey from the North, to live 
In glory by our Witss ormidnight vifits 
To the Mogul’s Niece? 
_ Eld. Pall. | have offended, Knight. 
Come, fcourge me with Whip-Cord headed with Rowels 
OF Rippow Spurs. Fil endure any thing 
- Rather than thee. 
Yo. Pall. Now give me leaveto let him forth. 
| Yéhw. If thou lovit me, 
Let him be confin’d thus, but one Month 3 
Pil fead him down to Country Fairs for a 
New motion made by German Engineers. 
To. Pall. Sir Morglay, leave your Lanthorn here; and {tay 
. My coming at yon Door; I'll ‘let him out 5 
But for the new diftrefs [ promis'd you, 
Take’t on my manhood, he hall feel it ftraight. 
_ Thw. Finely enfnar'd again, and inftantly 2 : 
To. Pail. Have a good faith and go. [ Exit Thwacks 
Bld, Pall. Dear Brother, wilt thou give me liberty ? 
To, Pall. Upon condition that you kifs this Hilt, 
‘And {wear you will not follow me, but here 
Remain, untilthe Lady Avple thall 
Beftow that freedom, which I can but lend. LHe kiffes the Hilts. 
Eld. Pail. ’ Tis donesa vow inviolate. 
a [He opens the Cheft and lets hima out. 
To Pall, Now filence, hacahatd not onecurfe, northanks. Ext: 
Bld. pall. bate anda happy Star condud me hénce. 
Was ever two lege’d Gentleman thus us’d >—— 
Enter Snore, Pert, Watchuen. 
beers. ‘pall and hisfriend are gone, I muft not ftay 
To be feen, but after you have feiz’d on him, 
- Lead hima Pris’ner tothe Lady too 
_ «Snore. -\'|l.do’t, though he were Gog or Heildebrand. (Exit Perts 
Eld. Pall, What mean you, Sirs? 
Snore. Yield tothe Conttable.... [ They ly hold on bine. 
Eld. Pall. ’Tis yielded that you are a Conftable3; 
- But where have [ offended ? 
Snore) Here, Sir, you have committed facriledge, 
And rob’d an Aldermans Tomb, of himfelf, 
- And of both his Children, kneeling in Brats. 
Eld. Pall. How, Flea Monuments of their brazen skins?" 
Snore, Nay, I believe, if we fhould fearchthe Tomb ia. 
vol) Ee2 Withio 
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—— 


ced baciea Sanaa me ea 
Within, we fhould find fomewhat elfe miffing. 


Fld. Pall. Why, did the good Alderman bury money, 


-To buy Alms-Cuftards, for Pofterity ? 


snore. No, Sir, but one of hisdead Daughters 
Had a fine head of Hair, and] am fure 
Yours is none of your own. 
Fld. Pall. 1 {ee you are {candaliz’d at Perewigs 5 
But the Sexton, being a diligent man, 
Was before meat that work. 
snore. O did youcome too late? bear witnefs that 
The Gentleman confeffes, he was there 
With a felonious intent. 
Eld. pall. Mafter Conftable, 
When you walk in the night, you need no Lanthorns 5 
Y’are quick-fighted, and can find truth without ‘em. 
suore. Look, adark Lanthorn, and anIron Crow 5 
Fine evidence for a Jury. 
Eld. Pall. And all this preparation in the Church 
Was to dig for departed Perewigs. 
snore. Say you fo, Sir? what fhifts young Gallants ufe 
To get Hair from others, and yet they take 
More pains to lofe their own. 
rid. Pall. Llike this trick. The Lady Ample, and 
My Brother, have triumphant Wits; I grow 
In love with both. Well, whither muft I go? 
snore. Away with him! Examine uy 
The Kings Conftable, away with him—— [ Exeunt. 
Enter Yo.Pall. Thw. Amp. Luce, Meager. 
Meag. Lam your Guardians Jaylor. He 1s now 
Lockt in the Parlour, where he does out-howle 
A Dog that fees a Witch flying in Moon-fhine. 
Thw. I long to hear, how my wife Tutor thrives, 
In this new Plot. | 
Amp. Tis well you are converted. 
Young Pallatine deferves your double thanks. 
Thy. Let me, on your fair hand, feal my converfion. 
Yo. Pall. Luce, you matt make the propofition good, 
Which I fhall give my Brother from thts Lady. 
Luce. Madam, you'll pleafe ftill to confirm, what I 
Did Jately mention ¢ . . 
Amp. Vil keep my promife. [ Enter Pert. 
Pert. Your Brother's come. This Room mutt be his Prifon. 
Yo. Pall. Away, Luce, away 3 {tandin the Clofet, 
That you may hear us both, and reach my call 5 . 
And, Madam, you may likewife pleafe to leave us. [ Ex. Amp.Luce. 
Thw. Ul (tay aad fee him. 
Yo. Pall. No, Knight, you are decreed Sir Tyrant’s Judge : 
Go that way, Sir, and force him to compounds 
Thy. Vl fine him, till his Purfe 
Shrink like a Bladder in the Fire. [Exit another way. 
. Enter Snore, Eld. Pallatine. | 
Snore. Here, Sir, this is your Jayl; too good for fuch 
A great offender. 
Eld. Pall. Sacriledge? very well. 


* 


Now 
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Now all the Pulpit Cuthions, allthe Hearfe-cloaths, 
- And Winding-fheets, that have been {toln about 
_ The Town this year, will be laid to my charge. 
Yo. Pall. Pray leave us, Matter Conftable, and look 
- Clofe to your other Bondman inthe Parler.  [Ex.Snore and Watch. 
Eld. pall. This is the wittieft off-{pring that our name 
- E’re had. My Father never was a ibe 
IE wonder how he got him? 
Yo. Pall. { know you curfe me now. 
Eld. Palit. Brother, you miftake me. 
To. Pall. Indeed you do. No Conjurer in a Circle, 
Who has rais’d up a wrong fpirit, does curfe 
So much, nor yet fo inwardly. 
Fld. Pall. I love thee without meafure. 
Yo. Pall. You do not fure. 
Eld. Pall. Molt certainly I do. 
Yo. Pall. And can you think, all the afflictions you 
Endur’d were merited 5 firft for mifleading 
Morglay, your old friend 5 5 and then for fee 
Neglect of me. } 
éld. Pall. Brother, | murmur not. The Traps which you 
Didlay, were fo ingenioully contriv’d, 
That I could wifh to fall in *em again. 
Yo Pall. The Lady Ample wasthe great Contriver, 
E only wrought by her direction. 
Eld.Pull, Ah! that { had that fweet, that charming 
, Lady, Brother ! 
 Yo.Pall. Suppofe this Lady would become your Wife ? 
How highly fhould you be exalted; when, 
Befides poffeffion of her heritage, 
You might declare, that you had wanquifht hep: 
~ Who has fo often conquer’d you. 
Eld. pall. Brother, no new Plots. 
To. Pall. Six thoufand pounds, Sir, is your yearly Rent, 
Which is no ill temptation to a Maid, 
Who is difcreet, and knows the ufe of wealth. 
Ihave from Luce fufficient hope; befides, 
Theard her fay, fhe ne’er fhould meet a man, 
Whom (he fo much could govern with her wit. 
Eld. Pall. That 1 would venture. 
Yo.Pall. Well, my firft gift fhall be your freedom, Sir: 
_ The Conftable obeys no Law but mine. 
_ And now, Madam, appear ! [Enter Ample, Luce, 
_ Amp. You are welcome amongft the living, Sir. 
( Eld. Pall. Lady, no words; if you have mercy or 
. Affection for me. . 
Amp. You are grown arrogant again :----Do you 
Believe that you have vanqui(bt my affection? 
_ Eld. pall. [havea heart {o loving to my felf, 
Adit does wifh I could. Ah, we fhould liverene 
Amp. Not by our Wits. 
Eld. Pall. No,no3 but with perpetual harmony, 
And nomorenoife, than th’ upper motions make. 
Amp. Luce, he'll talk fenfe in time, there is no medicine, ‘ 
or 


For a wild Brain, like darknefs in’ a Cheft. 
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Yo. Pall. O Madam,' you arecruel. 
Amp. Well, y’are my Convert, and at leaft, thall know 

That I have made a, vow, to marry on 

That very day, my wardthip did-expire ; 

And two hours fince that liberty began. 
Luce. Nay hear her out. , Your withes are fo forward. 
Amp. “iy Anceftors were of the hafty Frezch, 

From whom I have the humour of difpatch. 

Eld. Pall. Anmake memorethan happy, Madam! 
Amp. Vf, Sir, your nature be fo full of faith, 

As your kind Brother has confirm’d to Luce, 

And me, follow, and fll prefent you ftraight 

With certain Bonds, which you fhall, hoodwinkt, feal5 

Entirely ignorant of what they are3 

This isthe {wifteft and the eafieft teft, 

That I can make of your bold.Jove; do this, 


And I, perhaps, may fairly treat... . Shin = 
The Writings are within... > 5, of 
Eld. Pall. Lead the to.tryal. oe 


Amp. But, Sir, if Hhould marry you, ‘tis through 
Belief that I've the wit to govern you. “y 
Fld. pall. 1 fhould be much unhappy elfe. yy 
Yo. Pall. In Luce; our hopes grow {trong. [Exeunt. 
Enter Thrift, Snore, Mrs. Snore, Queafy, Ginet. : 
Ginet, To him Miltrefs Sore, tis he who. kept. 
Your Husband from his Bed fo long, to watch 
Him for Church-rebbery. . § 
"drs. snore. At! thou old Jew.’ I thought what thou’dftcometo. 
Remember the Warrant thou fentft for me > ‘i 
Into Duck-lane,.whend was fain-t’ invite 
Thy Clark toa Fee-Pye, which was given me 
By a Temple-Cook, my S:{ter’s Sweet-heart. 
Queaf, Nay, and remember who was brought to Bed 
Under thy Coach-houle walls when thou deny’dit 
A wad of {traw, and wouldft nor join thy half-penny, 
To fend for milk for the poor Chrifome. 
Snore. Now youmay fweeten me with Sugar-loaves 
At New-years-tide, as { have you, Sir. . 
Mrs. Snore. And now, Sir, we may tell you, how youimprifon’d 
The rich Bawd, for offering to corrupt Juftice . 
With half her old Gold, and Mill-money, left 
Under your Desks; and younever releas’d her 
Till fhe fent you the otherhalfi,  _ 
Queaf. And you examin’d her 
Thrice over too, that you might hear enough 
Young wickednefs: then your worthip feem’d angry, 
And call’d out for more {tark naked truth. 
Snore. Two of your Clarks lye bury’d in this Church---- 
Who held a long Siege out, of feven years famine 
In your Worfhip’s Honfe 5 and, at laft, dy’d bravely 
Of a furfeit of Chippins. as 
 Mrs.Snore.\, {, French Chippins !, His Clarks were turn’ d Gallants, 
For they would eat in the mode, as they call it, er 
; 4] 


And skins of filver Eels. . 

Queaf. Ah, thefe French! Many an honeft womansSon 

Has been poyfon'd by their Keck-fhawé. 

Mrs. Snore. Well fare old I/fington for wholfom Dainties! 

Who ever heard of Poyfon in {tew’d Prunes >? 

Enter Thwack, Pert, Meag, Engine. 

_ Thw. We'll teach you to rob Churches, Sir; we, of 

The Pious, fhall be ftillafraid, togo 

' Ta long exercife, for fear our Pockets fhould 

Bepickt. Come, Sir, you fee already how 

The Neighbours throng to find you 5 will you yield > 

*Tis but a thoufand pounds a piece to thefe 

Two Gentlemen ; and five hundred more't’ Engine, 

Your crime is then conceal’d, and perfon free, 

Afeag. No, he may chufe, he'll truft the courteous Law: 

_ Perf. Let him, for though Juftice does feem blind, 

She'll grope the way out to find his money. 
Thrift. There is my Clofet Key; do what you pleafe. 
Eng. Come, Gentlemén, I'll lead you to his Treafure. 
Th». D’ you ufe to find fuch flims as thefe; beneath - 

An Oak, after along march? ) 
Pert, Yes, when we dream well, after afull Supper. - 
Thw. Y’ had better trail a Bodkin, Gentlemen, 

Under the Lady smple, than a Pike 

Under a German General. 

Pert. We'll fetch the money, Sir, LOR OE 

And tallx anon. Lex. Eng. Pert. Meag. 

Enter Eld. Pall. Yo. Pall. Ample, guce. C | 
To. Pall. Sit Tyrant Thrift, here is your Ward come from 

The dead, t’indite you fora Robbery. ROA is 
Thrift. Ha! is fhe alive too? 

Luce. Yes, and her Wardfhip out before you proffer'd 

Her a Husband, fo the beft benefit 

Of all your Guardianthip is loft. 

_ Amp. You could not, Sir, in feven long years, 

Provide a man deform’d enough to offer me. 
Thrift.Cozen'd of treafure and of fame! Dog Engine, [ Ex.Thrifi. 
Thw. We mult have you enclos'd again: y’ate very ; 

Familiar with the Lady. 

Eid. Pall. 1 {hall be, Sir. 

This Prieft ftays very long. 

Thw. How’s this? then I'll forgive thee heartily, 
Amp. Sir, I fhall take him for the exercife 

Of my weak wit, to chide for recreation. 

‘Twill keep me in breath now I am paft growing. 

_ __Eld. pall. Heark, Knight! I chufe " 

* None of your Country Madams, who mutt fpend 
Their time in ftudy of Receipts, to make OWNS 

March-pane. . 
Thy. New wonders yet. % Aloe | | 
Eld. Pall, What was that, Madam, which I feal’d to hoodwinkt > 

A fimple tryal of my confidence and love. 
- Ap. Your Brother has it, ’tis a gift to him oe 
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Of one fair Mannor ‘mongft thofe many you 
Poffe(s; and ‘in this Bond, y’are witnels to 
Three thoufand Pounds, whichI have given to Luce. 
Yo. Pall. Yes, Sir, for Luce and I muft marry too. 
Luce. The danger isfo near, that I begin 
To with it paft. 
Eld. Pall. Thou could’ft not have betray’d metoa bounty 
Which I more love. Brother, I wifh thee joy. 
ae [ Thwack takes Young Pallatine afide. 
Thw. Youare the caufe of all thefe Miracles. 
I therefore mutt defire you, Sir, to be 
My Heir. I know it is a hard requeft, 
But for convenience you may yield. Sir, though 
I love your wit, you flaall not live by it. 
Yo. Pall. Sir, humble thankfulnefs is inthe poor 
The greateft gratitude. 
Mrs.Snore. Heaven give you joy, {weet Matter Pallatine, 
And to you, Sir, a whole Parifh of Children. 
Queaf: And fend you both many more fuch rich Wives. 
Enter Pert, Meag. Eng. with wsoney-bags. 
Pert. Loaden with compofition, Pal/,—— 
Meag. ’Tis for your fake we groan beneath thefe burdetis,—— 
Yo. Pall, The offal:of Sir Tyrant’s Trunks. Pray, Brother, 
Be pleas’d to know thefe Gentlemen, they owe 
You morethan they intend to pay you now. 
Eld.Pall. I know ’em both. But, Cavaliers, no words 


~ And you are fafe. Where fhall we dine to day ? 


10. Pall. At Euce’s Aunts, we'll make her fhake her Purfe, 
When fhe beholdsa Jointure, and fair hopes. 
Eld. Pall. Now Lady, let us haften to the Church, 
Your pleafant arts upon me, may become 
A good Example, and a Moral too 5 
To thew that their defign but feldom hits, 
Who aimtolive in fplendourby their Wits. _ [Exeunt omnes. 


Epilogue, fpoken at Black-Fryars. 


HE office of an Epilogue, is now 
To {uooth and ftroak the wrinckles from each brow, 

To guide feverer judgments (if we could 
Be wife enongh) until they thought all good, 
Which they perhaps diflike 5 Avd fure this were 
An over-boldnef?, rais'd from too much fear. 
Tou have a freedom, which we hope you'll ufe, 
T’ advance our youthful Poet, and bis Mufe 
With a kind dooms and he'll tread boldly then 
In's beft new Comick Socks, this Stage agen. 


Epilogue | 
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Am fo conflant to you, Gentlemen, 

cs | That, in pure kindnefi, Iam come again. 

Fil tell you now my judgment of the Play,. 

And not ask yourss for yours the Poets fay 

Ff Poets can Speak truth) is very fizall: — 

Lord! how I've heard en fwear y’ve none at all? 

All Prologues cry, the Criticks are undone! 

Nay, 1 my felf was offer'd to be ones 

But, fince fo many write, I did efchew 

Thuncivil pow'r of judging foute of you. 

"Tis ftrange that you are thus turn'd back again 

To Infant-fiature from Gigantick-men. 

‘The tine has been you threw great Poets down, 

But now are by fiall Poets overthrown. 

Ours boafted that he felt your firength decline. 
ince he made War 5 but this he faid in Wine: 

 Imean in fumes of fach a frantick jit 

As Poets have, when Poens do not hit. 

1 think, like Women, they grow cholerick, 

And frold becanfé they hurt not whom they firike. 

Long have the Poets made rebellions War 

Againf? the Sexates, who their Princes are. 

And though the Poets have fiill lofers been, 

Yet after loft, Referves are fill brought in. 

such is our Plays coniisting of a few 

‘Old rally'd Forces, with as many news \% 

| He's weary of this Wars and being near 

The danger of his Climacterick year, 

Does parley, and would urge, fince he muft treat, 
How little you will gain by bis defeat. . 
He will not of his weakne/s more declare. . 

To thofe, with whow be held fo long a War, 
The Conquer'd who too much themfelves debafe, 
Do rudely then the vittors pow'r difgrace.» 
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Love and Honour. 


PROLOGUE. 


UT that the Tyrant cuftom bears fuch fray, 
We would prefent no Prologue to our Play: 


Since we have learn'd in Prologues all the fcope 
Ls with weak words to firengthen weaker hope, 
When with fad folemn phrafe we court each ear 


Not to obferve, but pardon what you hear : 
Or if there were but one fo firangely wife, 


Whofe judgment firives to pleafe, and truf? his eyes, 


Hine at an eafie charge we could provoke’ 


To akind doom with this grave long old Gloake 


Now for the over-fubtle few, who raife 
Themfelves a trivial fame by a difpraife, 
Our bold opinion is, they may defery 
Some eafie wit, but wuch more cruelty. 


Dramatis Perfonz. 


The old Duke of savoy. — 
His Brother, 


The Duke of Adillain } Difguifed like Artthafiadats. 


Alvaro, Prince of Savoy. 
Leonel, Prince of Para. 
Profpero, a young Count. 
Caladine, and old Counfellor. 
Vafeo, a Colonel. | 
Altefto, 

Frivolo, Sofie and Souldiers. 
Triftan, 

Evandra, Heir of Millain. 
Melora, Sifter to Leonel. 

An oid Widow. 

Lelia, her Maid. 

Boy. 

Mufitians. 

Souldiers. 

Servants, 


The SCENE Saovy. 


ACT. 
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ACT I. SCENE I. 


A Retreat being fonnded as from far, 
Enter Vatco, Altefto, Frivolo. 


Vafe. [ Eark Boys! they found usa retreat! this skirmifli 
Was not a paftime to continue at 5 
‘Tis fafer wraftling inaBeds give me 
Henceforth your whitefac’d Foe, a fair Enemy, 
That wears her Head-piece lac’ds I’m for a Cambrick Helmet: 
Alt. All that thefe mighty men of AZillain got 
By th’ {port is only that they'll need hereafter 
Lefs cloath to their Doublets, and no Stockings 5 
For fome of them fhall wear a fingle Arm 
_ And wooden Legs, limping their days out in 
An Hofpital. 
Friv. How ? an Hofpital>? | 
Vaf- \ rode,a rode; the High-way 1s now preferib’d 
By State-Phyficians to decrepid Souldiers5 
Where they may feed on wholfom air. 
Hofpitals and Penfions are referv'd 
For your maim’d Mercer, and lazy Sons of the Shop, 
That have been often crack’d, not on their Crowns, 
Like us, but in their credit. 
 Friv. And confumptive Ufhers, that are decay’d 
In their Ladies fervice. A {coreof Duckets 
Shall purchafe them a place, where they may fleep 
Before the Hofpital Gate, till Boys feek 
Birds-nefts in their Beards. 
Alt. Well, the furprife o’th’ Citadel, wherein 
~The Duke had plac’d his Daughter, with the Ladies 
Of her Train, and treafure too, was rare fervice. 
Vafc. Juft when they fally’d out 
Tocut our Rear in pieces, then to {teal in 
By ambufh, and make them all our prize. 
' Friv. They fay his Daughter fcap’d, and fled, with Leonel, 
Whom our Count Profpero purfu'd. (Eater Triftan. 
Kafe. Triflan? welcomes is all our pillage waggon’d? 
Shall it to night reach Turin ¢ 
Trif. All's fafe my lufty Leader, out Horfe too 
Have founded a Retreat; and the Foe fneaks, 
They walk with their hands in their pockets, like Skippers 
Ina Froft. 
Vafe. Well, let me reckon my Eftate 5 
Firft, a Widow Prifoner. 
Alt, Mine’s a Maid Prifoner, young my Va/co, 
She’s yet in her firft bluth, 
And I’ve difpatcht her into Turi, to 
My Mothers Houfe, thy Prifoner in her company, 
They are acquainted. 
Vafe. You have the luck}  thefe bald chins are as familiar 
With their good Stars, as with Spur Rowels; they 
Play with them, and.turnthem which way they pleafe 5 
fa 
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f fought as well as he: yet he has got 

A prifoner fair and young 5 mine is 

So old, that fhe has Grand-children with gray Beards. 
Fn one month the'll coft me as much in Cawdles 

Aud {weet Candy, as her ranfom comes to. 

Friv. But you have other pillage, Captain> 

Vaf. Let me fee, three Barbary Horfes with rich 
Caparifons, two Chefts of the Generals Cloaths. 

Alt. AndI a Cheft of the Generals Plate.. 

Friv. In that I thare Altefio. i 

Vafc. How? Plate? fhall we encounter our fouc’d Fith 
And broil'd Pullen in Silver fervice ; 

Like furr'd magnificos ? | 

Friv. We thall Captains but yuu may-dip your morfel 
In wooden Trays. 

Alt. All your Plate, Vafco, is the Silver handle 
Of your old Prifoners Fan. 

Exter Profpero wounded, and Evandra (her ares in 
a Scarf, pinion'd.) 

Trif. Here comes Profpero the valiant Count. 

Vajé. And with him the fair prize. 

Prof-. Evandra, do not mourn, I who have made 
You Captive thus; think you as worthy of 
My care, as of my valour in the Fight ; 

Can I efteem you lefs by being mine? 

Evan. What have I done (unknown unto my heart) 
That hath provokt your valour to this cruelty > 
Or are my crimesobferv'd more than my Prayers, 
That Heaven hath made me thus the {corn of Victory > 

Prof. It is the fad preheminence of your 
Tranfcendent birth, and beauty; to confer : 

Honour on him that is your Conquerour. 

Evan. Honour? is that the word that hath fo long 
Betray'd the emulous world, and fool’d the noblett race 
Of men, into a vex’d and angry death? 

Te would not, were it virtue, thus diftref 
The innocent. 

Prof: 1am the Wars Difciple, and fince firft 
I had the growth to wear a Sword, have found 
The ftrength of reafon lefs prevailing 
Than the force of Arms. Alteflo! . 

Alt. My Lord. 

Prof. Take here this Lady to. your charge, conduct 
Her ftraight to Turiz, and there guard her in 
My Houle till my return. 

Alt. I thall, my Lord. 

Prof: Let her be fafe, altefo. in thy care 
On forfeiture of Jife, the is my Prifoner, 

And much the nobleft in the Field... 
The Heir of aéillain ,. had.not my niggard Stars 
Intended me but half a courtefie, 
The Duke her Father had lamented now 
Under the fame fate. ge § & 2 
Vaf. I could. with your Lordfhip: would believe me 
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A fitter man, .to take charge of the Lady. 

Profs Why Captain? 
Vvaf- You could not commit her to an Eunuch 
. With more fafety. 

Prof’ Succefs hath made you wanton Captain. 

‘Vaf. Befides, my Lord, I’ve ta’ne an old lay-AbefS 
Prifoner 3 *tis fuch a Governef(s for a byt 
Young Maid, fhe’ll read to her rare Homilies. 

Prof- Well you fhall tafte my bounty too, clofe by 
The Valley that does join to the next Grove 
Lies, conguer’d by my Sword, a Atilain Knight 5 
His wounds were drett and {topt by the beft art 
_ Thad, but by much lofs of blood he is 
Not able yet to move. His ranfom I'l! beftow 
On you. 

Vaf- { thank your Lordfhip. 

Prof: But ufe him nobly, vafco, for he hath 
A courage, that well merited his caufe: 

And bravely fought to free this Lady from 
~ My Bonds. 
Paf. He thall be kindly us’d: follow Triftan. 
Prof. Make hatte, fee him convey’d with care and eafe, 
And call my Surgeon to attend his cure. (Ex. Val, Trift. 
Evan. Sir, can you find no pity yet within 
Your breaft? you havealready fhew’n enough 
Of your ftern Fathers Spirit; but is there not 
In all your heart, fo much of foftnefs as 
Declares you had a Mother too? muft'I 
Be Captive led, and in a cruel'Land 
Lament your Victory ? 
Prof. Altesto, bear her ftom my fight? make hafte; 
I am not fafe when I converfe with tears. _ [Ex. Alt. Evan. 
I would ambition were not brave in War 2 
Or that the rage of Princes had not made 
It lawful to fubdue whom they diflike ; 
Or that it were as much iguoble to opprefs 
As to endure oppreffion from our Foes. 
Frivolo! where did{t thou leave the Prince? 
> Friv. In purfuit of the Duke; who fince, we hear, 
Recover’d Millains which made him foundus [Drums beat'a march 
A retreat heark, Sir, his march leads hither 5 afar off.) 
Tris his way to Turiz. [ Evter Calladine. 
Call, The Prince, the Prince! Lord Profpero 
- You have been fought. The valiant Prince, 
For this day’s action has advanc’d you to 
The publick Ear, and all your friends falute 
Your fame. 
Prof: 1 did but as his bold example taught. 
I faw him conquer, kill, and lead in Bonds 
Men withfad Faces, whom I never faw 
Before, and I believ'd"twas good 5 I with 
High Heaven may think fotoo. Ine’er convers’d’ 
With Books, but I have heard that Enemies 
(Though thefene’er injur’'d me) muftbe thusus'd. 
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Enter Alvaro, Souldiers firipping off his Corfict. 
Alu. Unbuckle, Calladine! the day is hor, 
Andour great bufinefé cools, like to their hearts _ 
Who fled to humbled Aéillain, and have left 
Their fainting honour hovering o’re our Crefts. 
Lead on my Horfe in triumph, I will march on foot, 
He hath perform’d his work, as he 
Had equall’d me in fence of what he did. 
Call. Sir, Profpero the Count, whom your [Prof kneels, kiffes 


Kind fears did feek in our retreat. Chis hands. ~ 


Alv. Rife noble youth, and let me hold thee near 
My heart; joyn thy ftout bref{t to mine, 

That we may grow awhile together 1n our love: 
Yet when divided, be the fame tn thought 

And att. This day thou haft begot much Hiftory, 
And given our Savoy Chroniclers a Theam, 

To teach them how to boaft, and be believ'd. 

Prof: Alvaro, my lov'd Prince! why fhould you loofe 
Your praife on me, who did but imitate | 
The fainteft of your vigour and your flkil] ? 

You bred me from my childhood to do things. 

Which men call glorious though (dull and unlearn’d) 
T cannot reach the caufe of what! do, 

More than your great example and command. 

Alv. Since thou hadft ftrength to wear a Sword, 
Thou haft been mine, and it was ever drawn to do 
My will, andthough (I know not why) thou waft 
Averfeto Arts, and written labours of the Wifes 
Yet difcipline of War thou ftill haft lov'd, 

And well obfervd. 

Prof. Your love will breed me envy, Sirs fomething 
I'vedone (fince you are pleas’d to vallue fo | 
My weaker toyls) which may perhaps deferve 
Your Fathers thanks, and yours, and is as yet 
Unknown to both. Evandra heir of Millain, 

I have fought for, and ta’ne prifoner 5 and have 
To Turin fent. 

‘Alv. Hah! the fair Evandra made a Prifoner 5 
And Profpero by thee! 

Prof. Why fhould you think that he, whom you have 
Prais’d fo much, can be unfit for fuch a Victory ? 

‘Aly. The World’s belov’d chief beauty thou haft fent 
In bonds, t’appeafe my, cruel Father's wrath. 

call, My Lord, know he is a fervant to the fame 
Both of her Vertue and her Beauty. 

Prof. Mount ftraight my Courfer Frivolo, and try 
If by the happy quicknefs of his fpeed 
Thou can(t recover her3.and ufe 
Her with fuch fair refpettive homage, 

As may expiate my violent furprife. 

Alv. Fly, fly! would thou wert fwift enough 
To overtake the thafts of Love. |. b of 

Prof. What have I done that I fhould thus miftake 
An a& of valiant glory, for a deed 


(Exi# Friv. 


That 
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That argues an auftere, ignoble rage. 
Alv. Fair Evandra, the delight of Italy! 
In whom the graces meet to rectifie 
Themfelves. Her {weetnefs is imprifen’d now, 
Like weeping Rofes in a Still; and is 
‘Like them ordain’d to laft by diffolution. 
Prof. Is not fuch excellence more fit 
~ For Tx#riz than for Millain, Sir? I faw 
- You take prifoners,, and in-my fury had 
Difcretion to atchieve the beft. 
Aly. O thou haft loft my heart: from hence proceeds 
This cruel act, that to thy favage courage, 
I could never joyn Philofophy. 
Hadft thou been learned, 
_ And read the gentle deeds, of nobler minds, 
Reafon had checkt thy rage, thy. valour would 
Have been more pitiful, than to have led 
So foft a Virgin, into harfh captivity. 
Prof, I thought f had done well. 
Aly. How? well? make hafte to draw that falfhood back, 
Or thou fhale meet a danger worfe than deaths 
For thou fhalt dye, ere thou 
Hatt leifure to be penitent. Offers to draw his Sword, Call. frags 
Unhand me Calladine, already Lhave met (hin. 
With wifer thoughts. Why fhouldI wafte 
My anger ona thing, wild as the Woods, 
Where he fhould graze with Heards, who though 
They want difcourfe, have more humanity than he. 
Prof: She was the daughter of our greateft Enemy : 


And fo Lus’d her, Sir. 


Aly. A Savage Bear mult needs 

~ Have us’d her with more foft remorfe. Had I 
Encounter’d her in the mad heat of Chace, 
In all the fury of the Fight, I would 

Have taught my angry Steed, the eafie and 
The peaceful motion of a Lamb. 

Prof. Would you had taught me fome Philofophy, 
Before I learn’d to fight. (Enter Frivolo. 
_ Friv. All hope is paft, fhe was convey’d in one | 

Of your fwift Chariots which Alte/fe drove. 
She will (e’reI can tell you more) be fhut 
Within our Turin Walls. 

Prof. Such news becomes 

The fatal Bird of Night: fo Ravens croke, 
When they fly o’re the Manfions of the fick, 
And bode their deaths. 

Alv. Profpero, fee me no more! 

Thou art a ficknefs tomine eyes: 

Fly to fome luftful Land, where none but Goats 
And Satyrs live; and where a Virgins name 
Will feem as ftrange as is thy cruelty. 

call. Look, Sir, he grieves! can you be pleas‘d to fee 
Him mourn, whom heretofore you rais’d 
To a continual joy, by giving him 
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A {tation in the foremott rank of love. 
Are you not mov’d, Sir, withhis tears? 

Aly. No more, than to behold 
The puddled Chanel overflow: he faw 
Her weep and could endure'’t. 

Prof: Sir, have I inone hafty moment fo 
Far merited your anger, that no means 
Is left, to win me to your former grace ? 

Aly. No meansis left, unlefS thou couldft reftore 
Evandra’s liberty: She is, e’re this, 

Within my Father’s powers whofe natureis 
Severe, and mortal to her Father’s bloods 

An ancient Vow hetook, will make her deftiny 
So fad, ! fear to think on it. 

Prof. Lfent her in good cond uct to my Houfe, 
Where 1s a Cave foartfully conceal’d, 

Beneath my Garden Mount, that not the Suns 
Mott prying Beams, nor humane fearch, 
Cane’re difcoverit. I'l] hide her there, 

*Till time, and apt convenience, can convey 
Her home to Millaiu. 

Alv. Flye then! lofe not the little hope we have 
By flow purfuit of it. You careful Powers 
Above, preferve her from my Father. 

Prof. Vill groan away my weary life. [Exit Profi 

[Trumpets afar off: 

Friv. Heark, Sir, the Duke your Father now 
Does ride in triumph through the Town to meet 
And celebrate your Victory. 

Alv. Give order that our Troops march flowly on: 

Our Drums fhould now in fable Cafes beat 5 

Our Colours folded be, our Muskets all 

Reverft, whilft our dejected Pikes we trail, 

But that I fear twould breed inquiry in 

My Father, of a caufe he muft not know. 

O Calladine! Evandra isin Bonds. ! [ Exit. 
Enter Vatco, Triftan, Leonel wounded and led. ; 

Vafc. Preparethe Waggon, Triflan, {pread a Mat in’t, 
And, doft hear, bid my Ancient tear off’s Colours 
For aCoverlet: ’tis thin, Sir, all our (hift. 

Trif. All's ready, Sir, Vth’ bottom of the Hill. 

He fhall lye like my Mother when fhe lay in. 
Vaf. Softly, Triftan, he moves but tenderly : 
He hath made your skin, Sir, only 
Fit to be worn in Summer. This Profpero 
Is a Turk when’s Whinyard’s drawn, and fhines in’s Eyes. 

Leon. Heus’d me nobly, Sir, whenT had bled 
Away that ftrength which did conteft with his. 

I could not hope tofind fuch mercy in an Enemy,’ 
Unlefs my better fate had made me fall 

Beneath the force of your Alvaro, Prince 

Of Piewont. paGhs 

Vaf: { there’sa man. *Tis true Lord Profpero is valiant, 
I think he dares meet the Devil in duel, 


‘And 4 
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— And give him two flafhes of Light’ning odds: bue 
_ He wants that they call Learning, Sir3 Prince 4/yaro ' 


Is as they fay, a Philofopey man; 
He talks of Rabins and {trangé Hebrew roots; 
Things which we dull Souldiers know no ufe of, 
But to boyl and eat for Winter Salads. 
Trif- He can tell you, Sir, how many fhowrs fell 
Since Nozh’s flood. 
Vas. 1,and how many Cloaks thofe fhowrs have wet. 
__ Leo. Have you no news (Sir) of the Lady that 
Was forc'd from my protection by young Profpero 2 
Vaf. How, Sir? was there ever creature 
Cf Heavens making, like Paltry man > 
Now has he a mind (defpite of his wounds) 
Toa fair Lady. She, Sir, 1s fafe } 


In Turin, whither we mean to lead you too. 


Leo. Some comfort yet, it is decreed I fhall 


- Indure my bondage where he fuffers hers. 


xX 


How nigardly, Evandra, was thy fate, 


When it allow’d no more protection for 


Thy beauty, -than my fingle arm > ' 
Tris. Come, move on, Sir! it will be late 
E’re we (hall reach the Town. 
Leo. What other fortune had the Battel ? 
_ Vaf? We cudgel’d your Duke home, Sir. 
Leo. How various are th’effects of War ! 


What fury rules 


O’re humane fence, that we fhould ftruggle to 


_ Deftroy in mangled wounds our life, which 


Heaven decreed fo fhort > It is a Myftery, 


_- Too fad to be remembred by the wife, 


_ That half mankind confume their noble blood 


In caufes not belov’d; or underftood. — f [ Exeunt, 


ACT Il. SCENEL 


Enter Va{co, Frivolo, Triftan. 


Friv. Y OU have heard the proclaim’d Law, va/eo. 
Vas. 


I would there were noLaws, or that no man 
Were learn’d enough to read ’em, of that we had 
Courage enough not to obey then. 
Trif- Frivolo, what Law is that ? 
Friv. It is proclaim’d all Female Prifoners 
After a year, {hall have free liberty 
Toreturn to Millaiz, and ranfomle3: 
Only a year is given to us the Conquerors, 
That thofe we took, of birth and dowry, may 
(If we can wooe them to confent) marry us. 
But we have no power to ufe conftraint, nor to 
Inforce a Maidenhead, on pain of death. 
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Vaf. My Beldam has ta’ne order with her Maidenhead 
Ten years e’reI was born. 
Frév. Inthe mean time, Triffan, 
As a requital for our hopes, we muft 
Maintain them at our own charge. : 
Trift. Muft not the men we took pay ranfom?, 
vas. Yes, yes, they pay, I have a Knight given me 
By young Count Profpero fhall fell his Spurs, 
E’re he feape free; [will pawn him till he 
Be worn to the title of a Squire. 
Friv. Thou art too cruel, Va/co. 
_ vaf’ Hang him, bold Cataian! he indites finely, 
And will live as well by fending fhort Epiftles, 
Or by the fad whifper at your Gamelters elbow, 
When the great By is drawn, as any diftreft 
Gallant of ’em all. 
Trif? But what's the caufe our Duke is fo fevere 
To this fair heir of Aaillain 3 who, as ‘tis faid, 
Shall fuffer inftant death; and yet is kind 
’ To others of her Sex? 
Friv. She dies to fatisfie | 
A vow he made when thofe of Atlain 
Took his Brother prifoner, and would not be . 
Appeas’d without the forfeit of his head. 
Trif- Lam not yet inftructed, Frivolos 
Why thou!d not then the reft we took dye too? 
Friv. Evandra is a facrifice for all 5 . fh 
His mercy thewn to others muft excufe 
The cruelty he fhows to her. : [ Exter Altefto. 
vaf: From whence, 4lteffo, comes your loftinefs? if 
Alt. Why, from the Duke! I had laid me 
For breakfaft a fine comfortable Gin. 
Vaf. What was't, a Wench? 
Alt. A Rack, Vafto, a Rack. 
A certain luftrument that wi!l extend and draw 
Our Sinews into treble ftrings. 
Vaf. Didft thou commit Treafon? “tis well thou haft 
A brain for any thing 5 the Age requires parts 5 
We cannot eat elfe, But quick, the caufe > 
Alt. *Twasto difcover where I left Evandra, 
Whom Profpero delivered to my charges 
I anfwer’d a full truth that [reftor’d 
Her to his hands, at his return to his houfes Ja 
And this, as fortune would vouchfafe, the 
Duke believ’d without applying, Gentlemen, 
The Recreation of the Rack. 
Friv. But fhe is not yet found. 
Alt. No, and the Duke believes her {till in Town: 
Therefore a Guard is plac’d at all the Gates , 
To hinder her efcape. 
Vaf. I do not like 
This cutting off young Wenches heads; ’tis thought 
They, cannot kifs handfomly without them. 
Trif. But how does Profpero excufe her flight ? 
Alt. 
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Alt. He {ays fhe’s {tola away 5 but fhews no manner how 5 
_ And th’ angry Duke, though Profpero be in high 
‘Efteem, threatens him much. 

Kafe. Some Angel ftole her from him: and, Gentlemen: 
JEL have any skill in Magick, you 5 
Shall fee her three days hence, pirking in a Cloud, 
Southward of yonder Star, hats up3 juft there, 

With her Ivory Lute hanging at her back, 
And working me a Scarf of sky-colour’d Satin. 

Alt. A Halter Vafco, ee fave the beggerly State 
_Th’ expence of a penny ! 

- Vafe. What's become of Afelora, your fair Prifoner > 
You hear the Proclamation > 

Alt. Yes, and am well pleas’d, I'll woo and marry her. 
She has, as my Intelligencer, rumour, fays, 

Twelve thou{and Crowns. 

Vaf. If the confent: but Iam of belief 
Such Suckers are but feldom fwallowed by 
‘Us wealthy Aldermen o'th’ Camp; a Jointure 
‘Ys the word, Alteffo, and then you'll thew her 
“A young back, with a Sword hanging over it, 

Which fhe efteems no more than a Handfaw. 
Alt. Jatt now [ left her at my Mothers Houfe. 
And firrah, Va/éo, fhe looks 
A €landers peak, 1th’ middle of her brow----- 
Which ftraight I {py, and fhake,.and mele, then {peak 
_ Fine Language to her, and am (Aungions with 
My Bonnet at her inftep thus— 
_Vaf; Thou haft found the way... 
j Alt. Then, Vafce, {he moves back, difeovering but 
The very ends of both her picked toes);.. 
But in lac’d fhoos 5 and then I’m taken, that 
I ftand like one of the Turks chidden Mutes. 
A Girl ina Bongrace, thus high, may ravifh me, 
’ Friv. Alas, poor Gentleman! ; 
Alt. But, Va/co, her Fingers--+-- 
I think they are {maller than thy point-tags3 
And fhe behaves them on the Virginals 
So prettily------ I'd wifh no more of Heaven, 
Than to hear her play, Johx come kifs. me now.----- 
_ Vaf, That new Tune my old Widow Prifoner fings 
With more divifion, than a Water-work, 
When the main Pipe is half ftopt..., / 

Friv. You havea year allow d to wooher, Vafco. 

| Trif- She’s rich: I knew her Husband;, he thriv’ d igh | 
_ By a Monopoly he had of dead Womens. Hair; | 

All aillain talkt of it: (he kept another Shop Hh, 

~ Under Saint atzudlin’s Wall, and quilted ¥ mio? 
‘Gentlemen-Ufhers Calves. ks 

‘Vaf: Well, let’s wafte no time, I'll to 

My Barbers ftraight ; ; purge, fhave, and wath; for kao, \ 

- Wf cleannefs and good looks will do’, I'll seach. OT? 
Her Grandamfhip to mump, and marry t00,,.. 

_ Frivolo, you and Trifiaz follow me, AF ties 2 eres ; 
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I thall employ you both. 
Alt. 1 mutt to Profpero 5 he fent to {peak with me. | [Exennt. ” 
Enter Alvaro, Profpero, with a Key and Lights. : 
Prof: Sir, you have made me know my cruelty 
It was fuch wretched courage, as I blufh 
To name. And could I fink, low as 
The Center, whilft E kneel, ftill I would thus 
Implore your pardon. [ Knees, 
Alv. ‘Arife! I am fo apt 4 
To let my pity rule my anger, when 
Thou art concern’d, that I would fain forget 
The caufe which makes me mourn. * But O! 
This difmal place brings it again to thought. 
This looks, methinks, much likethe dark 
And hidden dwelling of the Winds, 
Where ftorms ingender, which with fudden blafts 
Make Nature tremble, and lay flat 
The ftiffeft piles of Art. 
Prof. Neceffity hath eaus’d this choice, till the 
Severe enquiry of your Father be 
Appeas’d, and we can fhape her fome difguife, 
In which we may convey her from the Town. 
Aly. With foft and gentle fummons, call. 
Prof. Evandra! {peak! afcend tous! I am 
Your penitential Enemy, who come 
To weep away my trefpafs at your feet. 
Alv. Evandra! rife! break from this thick 
And filent darknefs, like the firft fair light. 
[ The stage opens, Profpero lifts Evandra up. 
Evan. Sure ‘tis the Prince; whom Pro/pero brings a 
To give me courage in this folitude. 
Aly. Wluftrious Maid, what expiation can 
Make fit this cruel Souldier for 
Society of men, who did eclipfe 
the glory of triumphant War, when he 
Conftrain’d your beauty to endure this fhade? 
Or what faint virtue can you think in me, 
Who bred him my Difciple in the Camp, 
Yet could his courage no compaflion teachs 
But he hath lately moufn’d for it 5 
And now may all comipaffion learn of you 


Alv. Was this a fabject fit to beat the pride 
And furious infolence of favage Wat ? 
Evandra, I muft love you much. ' 

Why doyou ftart? as if fome jealous thought ae 
- i 
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Did whifper that my love defign’d your prifon, 
That I might keep you {till within my power. 
Evan. I cannot think youare focruelto 
Your felf, t’afflict the thing which you efteem. 
Alv. No, beauteous Maid, had I beheld your flight, 
Evenin our fterneft exercife of wrath, 
Twould have made the Field a Garden, like 
’ The painted profpects of delightful peace. 
Still you recoil; like the chafte Indian Plant, 
Which (hrinks and curls his bafhful leaves at the 
Approach of man. 
Evan. 1 know not wherefore I fhould courage want 
To entertain your kindnefs as I ought. 
Aly. Can you participate in any part of that 
Unhappy enmity which has fo long 
Diforder’d both our Fathers breafts? if you, 
Whom Heaven did purpofely ordain for love, 
Should hatred from your Parentslearn, you would, 
Obeying their example, ftraight convert 
Your duty into fin. . 
Evan. The gentle Treaties, Sir, of love are fit 
For hours more happy and more calm than thofe 
~ Which Captives can enjoy. 
Alv. Thefe words do not enough 
Affure my quiet, and my former fleeps, 
Prof. Let madnefs, care, and watchful jealoufie, 
Ambition, and defpair, for ever keep 
The weary world awake, fince I nomore 
Shall relifh the delights of Victory. | 
| Alv. Evandra, live! be yet fome happinefs 
To your fair felf, and with that patience, which 
Is native toa Maid, {trive to relieve 
Your heart with hope of liberty : 
Toforcing a content within this dark 
And folitary Cave, ‘till I have power 
With fit difguife to haften your efcape. 
Evan. You area Prince renown'd and pretious for 
Your faith and courtefie. 
Aly. Think not Pil ufé advantage or conftraint. 
A Virgins heart, I know, is fooner ftroakt, 
Than checkt to a furrender of her breaft. . 
Evan. May all the bleflings that the Heavens provide 
For truth and clemency fall on you ‘till. 
Alo. If you fufpe& my virtue cannot rule 
My love, command that I fhall fee you here 
Nomore; and my obedience ftraight fhall be ~ 
Confirm’d with facred Vows: a 
For I would have your thoughts as pleafant to 
Your felf, as are your beauties to the world. « 
: Evan. It were a crime, greater, I hope than I 
Shall e’re commit, to doubt your princely goodnefs.. 
_ Alv. Then you will give me leave to make free ufe 
Of every happy opportunity | 
That may invite me to attend you ‘here? 
ud Evan. 
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Evan. When Angels would converfe, they could not meet 
With lefs intent of fin, and more of joy. 
Alv. { mutt behold you often, that mine Eyes, 
Obferving much the worth of what they love, 
May learn all other objects to defpife ; 
And know they love themfelves when they remove. 
Why have I been too long in anger wak'd, 
Witb harfh and-clam’rous inftruments of War? 
Whom wifer love more gently did ordain 
To hear harmonious whifpers of your Lute. 
Why fhould [ wifhin vain, that yefterday 
Had never been, or thatthe Victory . 
Had not been mine? fince [ intend to make 
My vifits here fo often, that you fhall 
Confefs the Victor is by you fubdu’d. ; 
Evan. My fears difwade you, Jeft the watchful Duke, 
Your Father, fhould obferve to this ob{cure 
Unufual place your ftoln approach; for then 
My forrows would be doubled in your danger. 
Aly. Danger’s a found, which gives a falfe alarm 
Only to fuch as thofe ‘ 
Who feldom fee their Foes, 
And want the luck to feel a little harm. 
The Warriour feeks great dangers for proud {tory 5 
Where he records each day when he.prevails: 
The Lover walks through greater with lefs glory 5 
Andof his perils makes but Winter Tales. 
Evan. Whatnoifeisthat? — . [ Kuocking within. 
Alv. ’Tis Calladine. I did ey. 7 
Appoint him to be here. Stay. Profperos 
Let him not enter yet. O-envious fate, 
Muft we depart fo foon. [ They put Evandra down into the Cave. 
Defcend like the bright Officer of day 5 
Whilft, darkned, we your beauteous abfence mourns 
Andevery Flower fhall weep till yourreturn. 
| Opens the Door, and lets iv Calladine. 
Prof. Hislooksdeclare {ome hazard, and much hatte. 
Alv. What wouldft thou fpeak > 
call, The Duke your Father, Sir, is much perplext: 
He calls for Profpero, and, itis fear'd, 
Will torture him to find Evandra’s flight. 
Alv. He fhali.not.yet appear; Lwillendure. . 
His anger’s edge, with venture.of my felf. 
Stay till I fend. sm f 
call. My Lord, I grieve to fee your bofom feel 
So great a weight, as makes you groan within. - 
This long and filent fixing of your yes, 
Agrees not with your nature nor your youth. 
Sufpect not but the Prince will quickly work - 
His Father to 4 peace,,and.a more juft 
Conftruction of yourworth. ... 
Prof. Know, Galladine, tisnotthe menac’d Rack, 
Nor all the torments which the anger’d Duke 
Can minifter, have power to fix me like -..... 


[ Exit. 
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A Statue thus. I have another caufe. 


- Call My Lord, your favours have oblig’d me fo, 
That I mutt fhare your grief; and it, perhaps, 
Might yield fome remedy, if with your grief 
‘Imight participate fome knowledge of 
The caule. 
_ Prof: In the wide world I know not, Calladine, 


One whom { would more boldly truft than you. 


{ 


Bor you will think me mad, 


Call. Sure I fhall then 


Lay by my manners, and my reafon too. 

_ Prof. Come, thou fhalt know; and I fhall pardon thee 
If thou doft {mile, at that great pain, which makes 

Me (igh; for I hall thew it in 

Ambitions fhape, whofe form no Pencil e’re 


Could draw fo foberly, as not to make 


"tt feem ridiculous. 


Call. {| am amaz’d! 


> Prof? Know, Calladine, ltove—— _ 
_ Call’ Who ts’t you love? if 
| Prof? Fvandra; now add pity to thy fcorn. 
- Call. °Tis fad, the Prince and you fhould meet with fo 
Much violence, in the fame choice. 
Prof. At firft, [ in the heat of fight did on 
Her gaze, with half difcernings of her form. 
Amift of fury hang between us then 5 
But having view’d her beauty fince with care, 
_ And feen how fweetly fhe demeans her in 
Calamity, I have overthrown my heart 
*With liking her too much. 
Call. It will require great wifdom to perfwade 
Inthis: the caufe is dangerous. | [ Exter Altefto. 
Alt. My Lord, your Servant gave me entrance with 
Command that [ fhould fpeak with you. ; 
Prof. Altefto, welcome! 
“You took a Maiden Prifoner, call'd aselora, 
I make it my requeft that you 
' Conduét her hither in difguife; though Law, 
Newly proclaim’d, allow no ranfom for her, 
You fhall be paid yourowndemand. | 
Alt. (i obey your Lordfhip. She fhall attend 
You ftraight. What ufe can he employ her to? | 
Prof. Come, Calladine, and eafe me with thy counfel. | Exennt. 
Enter Vatco, Triftan, Frivolo, Lelia. 
Vaf- Is Lelia your own Prifoner, Triflan? 
Trif? The purchafe of my Sword. 
Vaf- What is fhe Heirto? a Brafs Thimble and 
_ A Skean of brown threed? fhe'll not yield thee in 
_ Algiers above a Ducket, being {tript 5 | 
_ And for her Cloaths, they’re fitter for a Paper Mill, 
_ Than a Palace. | 
Friv. Let her ferve your Captive Widow. 
Vaf- Friend Triféan that is a years wages for you ¢ 


' Will you ferve a wend’rous old Widow, Lelia. 
ibrA Lei. 


a 
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Eel. If fhe be an honelt Gentlewoman. 
vaf. Nay, the is patt all {candal fiow. ‘ 
Trifian, this Lelia’s vildly out of Linen. 
Trif’ Vve given her leave to walk and take the air: 
At the next Hedge fhe may fupply her felf. 
‘Va: Let her make love to a Sexton, and fteal fhrowds. 
Friv. Truft my judgment, Va/co, the’s for thy turn 5 
Prefent her to thy Widow, fhemay woo 
In thy behalf: the’ll toft Cakes for her Mufkadine, 
And bruth her Velvet hood on holy-days. 
Vaf. Triftan, convey her to her as my gift. 
But, Lelia, you muft {peak notable words 
Of me; firft, what a goodly man I am; 
That [ get Matrons at a hundred and ten : 
With double Twins: and how intime of War a 
1 fill up the Mufter with mine own iffue. 
Lelia. I’m joth to ferve, Sir, in a fruitful Family, 
Where there are like to be many Children. 
Vaf. Nay you are not for my turn then. 
Lel. But, Sir, if Heaven will have it fo.------ 
Vaf- 1’ you hear; this Wench has been villanoufly 
Ul bred: and, Pil Jay my life, fings at her work 
The Carol of the Lady’s Daughter, 
Converted in Paris. 
She is of Paris properly —— ‘ 
Trif: Lelia, you muft now take care: you are not here ‘ 
Ith’ Camp, but in a civil Common-wealth. . 
Lel. I fhall be careful, Sir; oe 
When the Gentlewoman lies in. 
Vaf- You muft not perfwade your Miftrefs to rife 
Too early to her Beads, left fhe catch cold, 
Having already a peftilent Cough, 
And fo may dye before I marry her. 
Lel. I hope I fhall not be fo mifchievous, “a 
As to haften her to her Beads. : * 
Vaf: Well, Gentlemen, the fruitful hour is now 
Drawn neer, that gives fuccefs: this morning will 
Put me to a great charge. . 
Friv.. Thou doft not mean : 
Tocourt her at her Window with much Mufick. 7 
vaf. No, fhe’s very deaf; fo that coft is fav’d. 
Friv. What other charge? fhe hath no teeth fit for 
A dry Banquet; and dancing fhe ts paft, 
Unlefs with Crutches in an Antimafque., 
Vaf. { muft provide her Culleifes and Broths, 
That may ftir mettle in her. 
Trif- Thou wilt take care to trim thy perfon? 
Vaf: I came juft now from confultation with 
My Barbers; who provides me a large main, 
A lock for the left fide, fo rarely hung © 
With Ribbanding, of fundry colours, that 
You'll take it for the Rainbow newly crifp’d 
Andtrimm’d. Bacephalus ne’er wore the like. © 
Friv. When you have toucht Sir Leonel’s ranfom, 


And 
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_ And the rich Widows wealth we are forgotten, fe 
Like Creatures of Japa, things hardly to 
Be fearcht for in the Map. é 
Trif. Inatew days I fhall not know his name, 
Vaf- ’Tis then becaufe thou canft not read 5 for thou 
Shalt find it fairly carv’d on each new Church 
And Hofpital. I mean to build apace 
‘And have my Blew-Boys march through the Streets, 
Two and two. Go hafte to the Widow, 
Prefent your Damfel. ll be with you {traight, 
My captive Knight would fpeak with me. | Exeunt, manet Val. 
3 Enter Leonel. 
Leo. Tam bold, Sir, to make free ufe of your 
Mott {pacious rooms for benefit of Air. 
_. Vaf. Sir, you are welcome: ‘tisa liberty 
Which [ enjoin: and [ am glad your wounds 
Are grown fo near their cure. , 
Leo. You fhew your inclination kind and noble: 
But isthere of Evandra yet no news? 
ey ou promis’d to enquire whether her flight 
Be true, or to what place fhe made efcape ? 
_ Vaf: Nocertainty 1s known, but all the Court 
Are full of doubts. Shortly you will hear more. 
Leo. If you could bring me, Sir, to Profpero, 
_ Ortothe Prince, on fome affairs, that ma 
Perhaps be of advantage to them both, 
~ You fhall oblige me much to ferve you in 
My better ftate of fortune. 
 Vaf- Twill endeavour it; and as you find 
Me ready to aflift all your requefts, ,, . 
‘T hope, Sir, you'll fee caufe to pay your ranfom, 
With what hafte you can; for I would fain be able 
To do good deeds, and we have many poor : 
I'th’ Town who never break their Fafts:till night 5 
And then fup far from home. ; 
Leo. Sir, you exprefs.a mind that fhews much charity. 
My ranfom fhall be ready. , . 
Vaf: { thank you, Sir. nee 
Follow, and I'll procure your free accefs 
To the Prince, or Profpero. [ Exit. 
Leo. Her perfon is fo eminent, and fo 
Belov’d by all, that were fhe fled, her refidence 
~ Would ftraight be known. In this contrivement there 
Is much of art. How will fhe look on me, 
- Who ina caufe, wherein her freedom was 
- Concern’d, could yield to any force of Fate? 
Her {corns I'll fuffer as a juft reward. 
_ Nor fhould a Lover's hopes grow cold, becaufe 
The deftiny which laft.did govern him ; 
Was froward and averfe:. whole influence was > 
- So violent, that it now is {pent and gone; 
_ The firmament contains more Stars than one, ~ . [ Exennt. 
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ACT IIE. Scene I. 


Enter Profpero and Leonel (with a Light and a Key. 


prof. ¥ 1 glads-me to behold your f{trength fo well 

I Reltor’ds and, Sir, I wih the fortune of 

My Sword had met another caufeand Enemy. © 

Your Ranfom I have paid; and fo much prize 
Evandra’s happinefs, that fincé you make 

Me think your company will in 

Her folitary {tate be grateful to her, 

You thal! have leave to make your frequent vifits. . 

Leo. From my firlt infancy I took my fpeech 
And breeding in her Fathers Court, and by 
My nearnefs to her in the day of Fight, 

You may believe Iam of quality 
Enough to be efteem’d and welcom’d 
In her mifery. bron 1 

Prof: Your valour then did fpeak you more than all 
Your modefty, will faffer you-to urge. 

Leo. My Lordy, it is your gentlenefs to judge 
Me worthy of your truft: but Tam bold © 
Tothink my prefence will be well accepted. 

Prof. My kindnefs, Sir, to you, f fhall referve 
Fill happier hours: but this is for her fake, 

That fhe may have the benefit of your 
Converfe: retire awhile within; that Key, 
When [ am gone, willopen you a door 


Which gives you paflage to the Cave. - [exit Leonel. 
Melora, where are you ?-—— ‘this way ~ 
The light dire&ts you onward:' you are fafe. [ Exter Melora. 


Mel. How dark and like the dufty hollownefS 
Of Tombs, where Death inhabits, this appears ? 
Prof. Now you fhail know the caufe why 
[have bought your liberty; Evandra, daughter to 
Your Millaiz Duke lies here, imprifon’d by 
The chance of War, and is thus hidden and 
Referv'd, till we can free her by difguife. 
Mel. O fad difcov’ry of aforrow, worfe 
Than I endure; I hop’d fhe had efcap’d. 
Prof. | heard that you were taken in her train3 
But when the ftories of your beauty, and 
Your vertue, were proclaim’d, I did believe 
You were acquainted with her5 
And were perhaps no {tranger to her thoughts. 
Mel. 1 know too much of her, to think 
That Heaven can fuffer her to languifh in a Cave. 
Prof. None can refift their deftiny : but good 
Melora, comfort her, and when’ © : 
Your converfation fhall beget’ 
Some pleafant hour, mention my care, 


And then my love} it is a love’ 
So. 
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‘o much diftrett, that it your pity needs, 


And ‘tis fo true, that it deférves your praife. 

Will you implore in my behalf? 

_ Mel. Your bounties have oblig’d me to perform _ 
My utmoft fervice, where you are concern’d. 

Prof. Fearno furprife: youware fecure, for twice 
To day my Houte by ftrid& Authority 

Was fearch’d, but vainly all fufped and ftrive 

To find this hidden dwelling; which no are 

€an match for intricate, and fecret depth, 

_ Mel. Will you be gone? 

Prof. I now am fent for by 

he Duke3;- and [am told he means t’ infliG 

For this concealment, mere than Nature’s ftrength 
Could e’re endure; but Love dares Fortune meet, 
In all the horrid fhapes. which fhe does wear, 


When Cowards dre(fs her in the Gla of fear. [ Enter Evandra. 
Atl. Lend me the Light, look where Eusndra comes | 
_ Prof. Commend my love, that I may with to live. | Exit. 


_ Mel. This mingled paflion of my grief and joy 
Tcan no longer filently contain. 
Fail, the moft virtuous Beauty of the world: 
Evan. Belov'd Agelora! what unhappy Guide 
Has led thee to be loft in this fad place? , 
Mel. Why am I mention’d as a thing alive, 
Whilft you remain within the Houfe of Death? 
Evan. | fear thou art a Captive too. 
Mel. Or elfe the tyranny of War, fhould feem 
Far more unjuft than it has ever. been: 
Yet Profpero has my ranfom freely paid. 
‘ Fvan. Then thou art now no Prifoner > 
_ Mel. Your Pris’ner, Madam, for my heart is not 
Sorudely taught, as to permit 
Buandra (uffer here alone. This War 
Hath quickly made ftrange Riddles too of love. 
Evan. Thou doft complain with caufe, and meantt the Prince. 
~ Ml. { mean another of your Enemies. We fhall 
~ Have too much leifure to unfold 
The-accidents which brought me to your fight. [ Exter Leonel. 
Evan. Melora, who 1s that>?- 
_ Mel. Blefs me! how Miracles increafe, to change 
The face of wonder. There is Magick in 

ThisRoom. Behold my Brother Leonel. 
_ Leon. Ha! AMelora! are you here too> ’tis {trange 
~ $0 many chances (hould fo foon concur. 
__ Epan. But what, more {trange than all thofe chances are, 
Has brought you firlt to Turiz, ahd then here, 
_ Where being found, you are for ever loft ? 
- Leo. E’re I begin the little Hiftory, 
_ Of the fhort time which thus, has vary’d’us, le 

Low asthe Earth I fall, to make you merciful. » [Reeelsi 
_ Forgive the crime of deftiny, not me, . 
Which left me feeble as.an aguith Girl, 
_ When, after faintnefs by expence of blood, | 
era OE ds ES i 
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SE ear Seb bene th ais 
I rafhly undertook the nobleft caufe 
That ever yet call’d Valour to the Field 5 
Your liberty 5 but Leverites, and Doves, 
Are valianter than I, for elfe why are you now 
A Captive here? 

Evan. Your paflion {eems too great, and much too kind, 
For me to underftand : pray rife! I know 
You fought with all the forwardnefs and force, 

That courage could exprefs5 but the events 
Of valour thofe above difpofe. 

Leo. Sifter, pray pardon my neglect 5 
My forrows are fo much concern’d 
In fair Evandra’s great diftrefs, 

That I want leifure to enquire, how your 
Condition ftands. 

Mel. The time compels diftracted thoughts in all. 

Evan. Meloracome. There is a Bank within 
Where (in defpair of Sun) no Flower 
E’re fixt his root, there we will fit, tell, and 
Compare our griefs, whilft thou dott fing like philomel, 
That wifely knows the darknefs only fit 
For mourning and complaint: Lead with the light. [ Exeunt. 

Enter Duke (with Letters) Alvaro, Profpero, 
Calladine, Attendants. 

Duke. Evade me not with idle Tales, 
Fit only to prevail on childhoods frowardnefs. 
Are not her Father’s Letters here, in which 
His pride defcends, and humbly fues for her 
Releafe. Why ftoopshe thus, if fhe be free 5 
Or if not inthe Town inclos’d, and hid, 
Where would the fooner fly than to his arms? 

Aly. If inthis Town fhe were conceal’d by fome, 

Who more compaflion fhew’d to her diftrefs, 
Than duty to your will; and now by them 
Were render’d here yet I have boldnefs to 
Believe, you would not think her death, 

A fit revenge for former cruelty 5 
Such as my Uncle from her Father fuffer'd. 

Duke. It thall fuffice for the beginning of 
Revenge, and does in part perform my vow 5 
If we our vows prefume to violate, 

Why drefs we Altars with fuch rev rend care? 
Let us pervert their ufe, greafe them with Feafts, 
And dath them with the remnants of our Wine. 

Aly. Your vow was made in hafte, and not confirm’d 
By facred Oath, with Church folemnity. 

Prof: Before your vow was made you taught us all 
To fhun the pleafure of revenge, as but 0 
The luft of weaker minds. 

Duke. Her cruel Father when we mercy fought, 
Eyen with our tears, was deaf to all remorfe. 

He fnatch’d my Brothers life out of the arms 
Of all this Weftern world; for all with love 
Embrac’d him, who deferv’d as much as Fame 
E're 
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Eve publifht of a Chief fo young. 
~ Can any then difwade me to revenge 


The lofs of my beft blood, when I have here 


© The beft of his? 


Alv. This cruel action was not hers. 


’ Nor can the guilty with their Sov’raignty, 


Or Lands, devolve their crimes; thofe pafs not by 
Deriv’d inheritance, no more than fouls. 

Prof. Would I had loft my felf, when I found her 
To be the pity’d fubject of your wrath. 

Duke. You Minion of the Camp! you grow too bold; 


And your fuccefS (more from your fortune, than 


From virtue fprung) has rais’d you to a fullennefs, 
As dark and dangerous, as Traytors thoughts. 
Though I have fearcht thy houfe, and am defeated by 


~ Some charm of my difcovery3 I {till believe 
Thou know(t where fhe ishid 5 but bring 

_ Herto my fight, e’re yet the Sun defcends, 

~ Orthou fhalt dye. 


Alu. 1 ever fear'd your anger, Sir, *till now5 


- But how it does pronounce things fo improbable, 


That I fhould lack difcretion, if [ thought 


. Your heart did purpofe, what your words imply. 


Ke 


Duke. Alvaro, though diffembling may fometimes 
Be ufeful to a Prince, yet you fhall find 
[have no relifh of it now 5 nor fhould 


A Son, in civil duty, e’re upbraid 


Te in a Father. 

Alv. I would be Heir to your great virtue, Sir, 
As well as to your blood. 

Duke. Lhave out-liv’d my courage, office, and 
My reafon, if I tamely fuffer thee. 
Thy boldnefs bids me thy ambition watch. 
And therefore hear, and tremble at my vow. 


call, Sir, for regard of Heaven, repent what you 


Would fpeak, e’re being utter’d, you repent too late. 
Duke. 1 am refolv’d.—— 
Since thou audacioufly does owne his Crime, 


He fhall be fafe, and thou endure his punifhment. 


Bring me Evandra here, e’re yet the day 
Conceal his light, or the next darknefs fhall 


Eternally be thine. 


Alv. Ifon my knees I can perfwade you to 


_ A gentler doom, thusT endeavour it—— {.Kneels. 


Prof. I beg not, Sir, to mitigate your rigour now, 
But that you would (as it was firft defign’d ) 
Direct it all to me. 

Aly. That kindnefs was ill-manner’d, Profpero. 


-Doft think thou art more worthy of the caufe 


Than I, when’tis to be Evandra’s Sacrifice ? 
Duke. Alvaro do not ftrive for punifhment 5 


Thou (halt endure it glorioufly alone. 


Thou birth ill gotterand my marriage-ftain. 
dlv. ll keep ‘my duty ftill, though not your love. Boal cal peer 
P call. 
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Cail. Dread Sir, call back your vow, and then the Prince, ye 
Tocomfort him. What will the warld conceive > . 
OF fuch an ack as time ne‘er parallel’d, , 

And no Potterity will willingly believe. , 

puke. Thou may'ft as well perfwade th’ affembled Winds 
From all their violence at Sea. Lend me 
Thine ear—_—do-this! but Calladine, take heed a: 
Thy profecutions are not faint: I have . - 
A younger Son 1a Sicély, renownd | 
And dear to fame; him I will plantin all , 

My peoples hearts. If thou art loyal follow me. { Exeunt. 
Eater Altefto, Frivolo, Vafco ( fantafiically accouter'd.) 

Vaf. Jute inthe pofture as you fee me, Gentlemen 5 
Wot a hair lefs in my lock 5 and I thought 
The heart of Woman was not able to 
Refitt fach Curls and Ribbanding. 

Alt. But fhe would none? . 

vf’ Name but the comforts of the marriage Bed, 

And the commends the Grave, becaufe none there, 
Are wak’d with Coughs nor Aches. 

Alt. Surely fhe knows, for fhe looks as if fhe had been long bury’d. 

vaf. And then I us’d fine Phrafes; ‘ ce 
And talkt (what call you it) of Hymns, Tapers. 

She faid thofe arethe farthing Candles of 
Foolith Poets, and are lighted in Hell Fire. 
“A warmth (you know_) we Sonldiers do abhor. 

Friv. ’Tis bafeto need it after death: we have 

Been hardly bred, and can endure the cold. 
Enter Widow and Lelia. 

vaf. She comes. Thisis her breathing Room, ufe your 
Endeavours, Gentlemen. Tell her, her frowns, 

Already have fo wrought, that my life now 
Will neer be fit to come into a Leafe. 

wid. Lelia, a Chair, | cannot lafts ’tismore 
Than fifty eight years, fince I had hams to trudge. 

vaf. [am your Guardian that come to vifit you. ; 

wid. What need it, Sir, I practife no efcape5 tn 
I cannot fly. | re 8 

Vvaf. Who knows? for youlook like a Witch.. 

And perhaps too, if the Windows were open, 
You wouldbehave your felf as nimbly on 
Your wings, as any Witch in Exrope. 
wid. What, fays he,, Lelia, a Witch? att! 
Lel, He fays he wifhes we may all flye upward, 
Towards Heaven... - ; | 
Vaf. 1, Widow! that is the place. 
wid. ’ Tis well faid, Sir; for thither we mult go,. . 
Both old and young; no remedy. 5) ) 
vaf. As {oon as you pleafe, if you but marry me, 
Wid. Does he talk of marriage? . 
Lel. He {ays, if you. pleafe, torfooth. vt 
wid. Alas my vow of Widow-hood is not yet «. 
Expird; if he will come fome ten years hence 


» lt. About that time the will make a good Wife 


For + 
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_ For an Antiquary, who may flea off 
Her Parchment {kin, and write Records upon’t. 
- Friv. Her {kin is Parchment, but not large enough 
To hold half her Annals; fhe has liv’d 
‘So long already. 
Vaf- How did you like the Culleife Widow which] ent you laft> 
': Wid. Why, Sir? it went down. 
Vaf- J, though the Sea were turn’d to Plum-broth, 
Yet it would all down: : 
T have meafur'd her Throat, ‘tis wider (Gentlemen) 
And deeper than a Well. Alas! the Duke’ ‘ 
Confiders not my charge. I'd rather boord 
‘Two young Giants, and allow each of them 
_A Wolf, mftead of a Deg, to eat their fragments. 
~ Alt. Thou fhould{ get her mouth fearcht ! 
Vl lay my life, that the has new furnifhe 
Her Gums, with Artificial Teeth, 
She could not grind fo elfe. 
Friv. Thoagh you muft feed her at your own colt; 
_ Yet the Proclamation (believe me Sir) 
Allows none but natural Teeth. i 
Va(. When fhe is once in the fit of {wallowing, 
If a Capon float to her Broth, fhe does 
Confider it no more than a Afay-F lye. 
Lel. You fhould bear up, you are too backward, Sir. 
Vaf- Say{tthou fo, Wench; Widow prepare your felf, 
For [ muft marry you to night, or elfe 
You faft to morrow; if the Duke will not 
Afford us fafting days, | fhall make bold 
To borrow them of the Kallender: you muft 
Marry to night; there needs but a fhort warning, [ she Conghs. 
To go about a good deed. 
— Wid. Uh, uh, uh. 
Alt. This Cough, Vafco, is of fome antiquity. 
How wilt thou fleep by her? 
_ Friv. Give her a little Opium after Supper, 
And let her cough frke a Cannon from a Fort. ate 
Pll free thee from waking. 
Vaf. Come, come, prepare! 
Trim up your Hood good Widow, 
And air your old Petticotes in the Sun: 
It is a Café of Confcience, Gentlemen 5 
We muft all marry, and live chafte. 
Wid. Why, Sit, if we mult needs ———. 
Alt. I thought fhe would confent; good heart, 
Tt is as towardly an old thing. Dear vafco, 
- Thave provided Mufick 5 we will dance her to death: 
Thou fhalt be her Hufband e’re night, and her 
_ Executor before morning. . 
 Vaf: Gentlemen, that’s all I defire 5 
_ Any thing that is réafon contents me. } 
Friv. Go, kifs ‘her: A Brownift is more amorous! 
And a notcht Prentice a very Aratine 
_ In comparifon of thee. 
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Vaf. By your leave Widow. (Val. kiffes her. 
wid. Much good may’t do you, Sir; thefe comforts 
Come but feldom after Fourfcore; the World indeed 
Is grown fo wicked, that we never think 
Of comforting one another. 
' Lel. [told you fhe would foften, Sir; alas! 
A little raw and modeft at the irl. 
ait. A very green Pippin of the laft years growth. 
vaf- You fhall find me a kind of Sparrow, Widow: 
A Barly corn does as much as a Potato.” 
wid. Bleffing on your heart, Sirs we fheuld do good 
Freely (as they fay) without egging on. . 
vay Rife, acd ftir your feet; ‘tis healthful for you. 
There—— fottly fo | 
als. If one of the hairs of my Eye-brow lye 
But in her way, fhe’s gone, and'then falls ike 
A Horfe, whofe legs are cut with a Chain-fhot. 
Friv. Her Os facrnm needs a little prop. 
vaf. Why, Gentlemen, there's ne’re a wench in Italy 
Moves farther in a day’; that is to fay 
If her Litter be eafie, and her Mules well fed. 
Courage Widow; how is’t now? 
wid. Acertain ftitch, Sir, in my fide, but twill away in time. 
vaf. I, you are young enough, 
But given too much to hayting, and to Barly-break5 
Then dance naked till you take cold: you mutt 
Look to it, Lelie, and take heed you air . 
Her Wedding-Smock well. 
ult. Let it be made of Cat-{kin fur. 
~ Friv. Or a Watchmans Rug-gown3 but that her fkin 
Will wear it out too foon. 
Vaf. Frivole, y’are too loud. 
Friv. | warrant thee, I have meafur'’d her ears5 
She hears not at the diftance of \an Inch. 
vaf. You'll in, and fet the houfe in order Widow? 
I'll fetch a Prieft.* . : 
wid. Truly, Sir, PA fain afk my friends advices 
One that has ‘but little of the world, 
Would be glad, you kaow, to have their friends counfel. 
vaf. No counfel, Widow35 
Let them call’t rafhnefS, our youth will excufe all. 
wid. Well, Sir, you know where marriages are made} 
Tis not my fault. Lelia, provide a Broom » 
And {weep away the rheum near the green Couch: 
And (d’you hear) look for one of my cheek Teeth 
Which dropt under the Wanfcote-bed. 
. Lel. And (hall I ftop’t forfooth with Salt? 
wid. 1, and fling’t in the Fire 5 you are weary, Sir? 
va: Not quite fo lufty (Widow) as your felf5 
But fhall keep pace, the Journey being fo fhort. 
Alt. Quick in with her, Vaféo, whilft the fit holds. 
(Exennt Wid. Vaf. Lel. 


SONG. 


(They lift her up. ~ 
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With Cable and Thong, he drew her along, 
So heavily to the Prieft, 
And vow d to undo her, e're he did wooe her, , 
Make her up after who lift. 


Friv. Ah Rogue, thou att a very Lark in the Morning. 
Alt. And what at Night, Frivolo. 
Friv. A very Owl ; 
Alt. Oh! are you come? 

Friends of the Fidlde pray {trike up, we'll have 


[Eater Mufitians. 


A Dance before the Wedding. 


Friv. I cannot dance, Alteffo, without Cork 


At my heels; I muft have a Woman behind me. 


Alt. Thou fhalt lead the Widow. The very tuning 
Of aCittern will make her beftir her ftumps 
Like an old Oak. 

Trifi. Where's Vafco, Gentlemens [am in hafte [Enter Trift. 
Alt. If you are in hafte, you had beft for difpatch 


Make anfwer to your felf. 


With fervent fighs I have purfu'd my love. 
Ny Ti 


Triff. The Duke has fent for him by Calldine, 


And it concerns him as matter of bufinefs. 


Alt. Send bufinefs to fat heavy fellows, who 


Have got Formality and gray Beards. Tri/taz you mutt 


Dance. Gentlemen Scrapers, pray ftrike up. (/Exter Vat: Wid. Lel. 

_ Friv. Look {he’s come already 5 fome Fifty years 

Ago, the was ftung with a Tarantula, 

And ever fince a Fiddle makes her frisk. 

_ Wid. Biefing on your hearts, Gentlemen. 
Alt. You mutt into the Dance, Widow. . 
wid. Thave been Miftrefs Afarrianz ina Maurice e’re now. 9” *4} 
Vaf. Sweet hearts what think you: I’m only aftaid gs 


‘Left too much mettle fhould overheat your blood3 
- Will you to’t Widow ? 


wid. Truly Sir, it is not wholfom to ftand idle, 

Come Lelia. 
Alt, Well faid, Widow. [ They dance. 
Trift. Vafco, now you have done your capring here, 

You muft dance towards Court. The Dyke 


Commanded Calladine to fend me for you. 


Vaf. Bear up, Widow, preferment is ftriding 
Towards me upon high Stilts. 
Alt. Leonel’s ranfom, her wealth, and now employ’d 


 AtCourt. Th’art a gone Man, condemn’d to Ulfury, 


Furr’d Gowns, long dinners, and fhort fleeps. [ Exeunt. 
Enter Evandra, Melora, Leonel, (at o#e door) at the other Profpera, 
(muffled and hid.) dTablé & Lights fet out, Evandra fits to read. 

_ Leo. Sifter, where is your tendernefs? fhall k 
Be ever loft through your defect of will 

And courage, to prefent me to her ear 

Th graceful characters? tell her how long 


Mel. 


“ 
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Mel. Unhappy Leonel, why doft thou urge 

Me with impoffible defires? how oft 

Have I folicited thy Sute with a repulfe > 

And fhe hath charm’d me by a vow, 7 

Never to name it more till her releafe, 

" prof Falfe Leonel ;.did I for this affitt 

Thee to enjoy her lov d fociety, 

That thou fhouldft rival me, and have more fit 

Convenience for thy wifhes than my.felf? SWE 

' Melora is his Sifter too: What ftrange | re 
New chances bave thefe latter hours produc’ d2. 5 

T have no Advocate, nor amI bold ) a 

Enough to be mine own. si ) bnot 
Leo. You mind me not 3 Muse sie 

And fince!I ama trouble to, your fight, . i: Si 


You fhall, e’re long behold my face no more.. . ct 

Prof? Thou art aProphet'to thy felf, and,’ ee 
Thy Prieft, to cut thee out in Sacrifice, 5 W, 
Although unworthy of Evandra’s Deity. 5 ofa 


Leo. Meélora, can you fhew meno remorfe? 
Melo. Alas, you much miftake my pow’r and wills 


Think on fome other beauty, for the world. . A JM. 
Has many, that may make you fortunate. wits 
Leo. None but Evazdra e’re fhall rule my heart... A 
Prof: Her thou fhalt ne're enjoy, lend me your ear-—— [Leads hime. 
Leo. Ha! Profpero? ; (afide. 
Prof. Falfe Knight! did you for this a 
Beg a conceal’d admittance heres that you af 
Might fix your love, where I had planted mine? nw of a 
Leo. My Lord, I underftood not.of your love. an pve iim 


Prof. If.you are brave, and after vanquifhment, . - 

Dare try a fecond hazard from my fword, 

Go, and expect me on the Garden Mount 5 5 

There I'll provide, that fince my heart 

Grows doubtful of enjoying fair... co 

Evandra’s love, yours never fhall. 
Leo. My Lord, your.valour I have try’d in Gales 

But had fo little knowledge of your love, 

That you mifplace your anger.now. meh #6 
Prof. You'll meet me on the Garden Mount ? lw ae 
Leo.wI was your Captive when you gave me libertyss ra 

And it has never been my cuffom, to ; | 

Conteft with thofe to whom I am oblig'd. 

Prof’ If you have love, fure you have honour too. _ 


Difclaim the one,. and for the other I tees oh . | 
Shall never trouble you. r. ee 
Leo. Difclaim my love! I'll wait you on the Mount: LExit. 


Exter Alvaro. 
4lv. Evandra, pray vouchfafe me your fair handy 
That I may feal on it my Jaft farewel. ¢ oi 
Evan, Ha! whither do you go? {a 
Aly. Where fhadows vanith, when the worlds penal eye roe 
Does wink behind a Cloud, aed they, are feen:- 
Not more. The pice of ftrangers where we come — mua 


‘ 
’* ; 4 X 


‘To meet we know not whom, and for 


ty 
ies: 
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~ Our willing and officious Guide, 


We entertain, and follow hoodwinkt, Hope. 
Evan. O dreadful Myftery! my reafonis 


~ Amaz’d, and fain would fomething learn of that, 
Which feems, Alvaro, dangerous to know. 


Mel. Why do the Stars neglect us thus? why fhould 
We lofe the nobleft, and the beft of men? 
- Prof. Methinks my Spirits rife, and lift me to 


~ Ambitious envy of his fufferings. 


Alv. That you may live here fafe, till Profpero thal 


- Reltore you to wifht Liberty and Lighr, 


T muft to Darknefs go, hover in Clouds, 
Cr in remote untroubled Air, filent 
Asthoughts, or what is uncreated yet. 


Or f mutt reft in fome cold fhade, and fhall 


~ Perhaps ne’r fee that everlafting (pring, 
~ Of which Philofophy fo long has dreamt, 


And feems rather to wifh than underftand. 
Evan. All this for me? you thall not dye; why will 


* You lay fo cheap a value on’ your felfy~ ~ 


As to believe the world can lofe you for 


My fake; for me,a ufelefs Virgin, who 


Of Vertue, which has made your breaft her Throne. ° 
Time hath begun to wear away my youth, 


Can never fhew in hopeful promife half 


That excellence which you reveal in act. 


Alv. It is decreed3 Evandra, you may live 
T’encreafe thofe few examples we have left 


And all the good I can perform, is to 


_ Preferve the future dignity of love, 


In you. 


Evan. Adelora, help! Grief fills my heart 


~ With fuch a heavine(s, that I muft fink | 


Beneath the weight—— come join with me to mourn, 


~ And chide thofe prouder deftinies, who think 


Us fo unworthy of their care 

mel. My Lord the Prince, is it no lefs than death 
Of het, or you, can quench your fathers wrath ¢ 

Alv. The doom is paft, and the fad hour will want 
No wings to haften it. Come hither, Profpero. 

Prof. It muft not bes though I want words to fhew 


My Nature {mooth, ‘it fhall appear in deeds. 


Alv. 1 charge thee’by our love, by all my care 
Which bred thee from thy youth, to vertuous fence 


Of Honour, and the juft deferts of War, 


That thou dott keep Evandra fafe, till Fate confent 

To give her liberty, and ufe her ftill 

With fuch refpectful reverence, as thou 

Would’ft do the Reliques of a Saint infhrin’d. 
Prof? What need I this injunction, Sir? I mean 

To dye for her, that I may fave your life. 


Abrave defign! difwade me not. Though I 


Fail oft in choice of fitting Enterprife, 
metods Li i 
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I know this is becoming, Sir, and good. 
Aly. Thou dye for her ? Alas poor Profpero! 
That will not fatisfie, the fhaft aims here 5 
Or if it would, I do not like thou fhould’ft 
Thus prefs into a caufe, which I referve 
To dignifie my felf; urge it no more. 
Prof. What am I fit for then, if not to dye? 
Evan.» How am! worthy of this noble f{trife ? 
Alv. Evandra, let me fee fome hope, 
And comfort in your ftrength, before I take 
My everlafting leave. 
Evan. You have the voice of death already, Sir. 
Mel. Difmal it founds, like the laft groan 
Which men 1n torture breathe. 
Aly. Too apt I am to wih, I might 
(Remaining mortal) {till enjoy your love, 
To breed fuch virtues as would foon entice 
The Angels tolivehere; and never by 
Our converfation grow impair’d: but thefe 
Arewithes, and are made too late! 
For evermore farewell 
Evan. Alas! where can you leave me then ? 
Aly. How pity foftens me? there, in the Cave. 
Evan. It isthe Manfion, Sir, of death 5 fomething, 
Horrid as midnight thoughts can form, hath there 
Of late fo frighted me, that I 
Still tremble when I enter it. ye 
Alv. What thing, which is no more than mortal, dares 
Difturb your quietnefs? | 
Prof. Sir, let me {earch! it dies if it be vulnerable. 
Alv. Still you ufurp my bus'nels, Profpero—— 
Bide there; I will go down my felf. 
Evan. 1 fear fome inlet has been counter-digg’d 
Into the Cave, and gives a paflage to 
Some man, whoisemploy’d to fright me with 
A difmal thape. 
Alv. Who e’re thou art who dar’ft death’s Vizard wear, 
Affuming the foul thape which Nature moft 
Abhors, grow bolder yet, and ftay till thou ¢ 
Shale ftraight be that, which thou doft counterfeit. 
Give me the Light [He defcends the Cave. 
Evan. Lock fafe the door, ,4éelora, with this Key. 
Prof. What's your defign? will you imprifon him? 
Evan. ’Tis, Profpero, now the pretious point of time, 
In which your truth fhould thew her felf without 
A Vail. Speak, do you love the Prince? n 
Prof: Does Heaven love truth, or do the valiant prize . 
A Virgins love ? . 
Evan. Why then will you permit | 
So great a lofs to humane kind, as it a 
Will feel in lofing him? Let us defign 
Some way how to divert that bloudy ftroke 
Which threatens him, by {uffering it our felves. 
" mel. © glorious Maid!. this goodnefs will confer 
i 


Renown - 
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~ Renown for ever on our Sex. 
prof’ How has this Virgins vaiour conquer’d me > 
_ Low on my Knees let me embrace your Feet——_ 
I thank you much, for you much mercy have 
On my dull youth, and dare believe 
Me fit for noble enterprife, though he 
Unkindly did deny my fute : Pll to 
The Duke and tempt his rage till he decree 
My death, perhaps when with my worthlefs blood 
His hot revenge 1s quench’d, it may 
Grow kindly temper’d to you both, and then 
JT thal! fome prefent fatisfaction make 
For your captivity, and his free fufferance. 
~ mel. This Souldier hath a great, and daring heart. 
Prof: But how fhall I enjoy her then? I do 
Not underftand the happinefs it brings. 
This is but odd ambition, yet ’tis brave 5 
Fil do’t ¢ befides, though I’m not learn’d enough 
_ Jo reach at certainty, yet I have hope 
JT may be fenfible of all her vifits to 
My Urn, and every Flower the f{trews will there 
Take growth, ason my Garden Banks, whilft I 
_ (Delighted Spirit) hover o’re their leaves. 
~ Jt will be wondrous brave! Lady, difpatch, 
That I may go and dye. 
Evan. Since you exprefs your Will fo kind and violent, 
_ That {mall provifion there allotted to 
~ Suftain my life, reach up, and ftraight convey 
_ Into the Cave, that he may find it out, 
And not exchange the pain his Father would 
Inflict, for Famine: 
[ Prof. takes from behind the Arras a Bottle and a Basket ¢ 
...- they open the Cave. 
Prof. Thad almoft forgot falfe Leovel, 
He waits me on the Mount. I will be with 
Him ftraight, and end his hopes by a long fleep, 
E’re [ begin mine own. [ Defends the Cave. 
Evan. Once more, Melora, lock the door; now they 
Areboth fecure, ‘tis you and I muft take 
Our folemn leave, and never meet inthis 
Our feature, colour, or our warmth again. 
— Mel. 1 am aftonifht at her Excellence, 
And {carce have humble grace enough, tokeep 
Ambitious envy from my thoughts. 
Evan. Why fhould thefe mighty {pirits lay fo great 
An obligation on our Sex, andleave, 
Eternal bluthes on our fouls, becaufe 
We in the atts of pity and remorfe, 
(Virtues wherein our Sex fhould moft excel) 
Durft not adventure life for them? . 
Mel. The Prince, deferves_a lib’ral choice of lives 
To ranfom his; would mine would fatisfie. 
Evan. How, Adelora> doft thou fo faintly with 
My happinefs, and my renowa,.as to 
ro Defire 
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Defire to hinder me of both ? 
wel. Th’ example is fo good, I fain would follow it. 
Evan. But there is reafon that I faffer firft. 
-T have a mourning weed within, which thou 
Shalt drefs for me to wear, then fo 
Apparell'd like my caufe, I'll to the Duke. 
Mel. O leave me not behind, let me at leaft 


Accompany your mourning in fo good a caufe. A 
Evan. Thy inclinations have a noble fenfe, : 
Thou fhalt along. Thy Brother's come, [ Enter Leonel. 


Let us contrive how to fecure him too. 
He hath not yet heard of the Duke's fevere 
Decree againft the Prince, which quickly will 
Involve both him and Profpero. [They whifper. 
- Leon. ’Tis ftrange, that Profpero appears not yet, “a 
Sure he is faint 5 his aguifh courage Comes 
To him by fits. 
rvan. If thou doft love me Leonel (as thou haft fworn, 
And with profeffions moft devout) 
I know there is no {trict command that I 
Can give, but thy obedience will purfue. 
Leon. Bring me totryal ftraight; if I prove faint 
Or falfe, [am unworthy to appear 
In the Suns light, or ere enjoy 
The better influence of your Eyes. 
Evan. Give me confirm’d aflurance on your Knee 
That you will execute with fteady faith, 
And punétual circumftance, what I enjoin. 
Leon. Vouchfafe your hand, that I may breathe on it 
My Vow 
Evan. Now I'llinform you, Leowel. The Prince 
And Profpero are both within the Cave, 
Shut and fecur’d by us, where carefully 
You through a Wicket fhall convey fuch food, 
As by a faithful Servant of the Houfe 
CWho daily in difguife provided our relief ) 
Shall helptheeto; take here this Key, 
And fuffer not their paffage forth, till you 
Shall hear I am fecure from th’ anger of 
The Duke, and have procus’d their fafety too. , 
Leon. Thisis a Myftery. 
Evan. It mutt not be examin’d, Leonel. 
Leon. Why have you here inclos’d them ¢ 
Evan. If youalready queftion me, to give 
A caufe for that which I enjoin’d, where is 
The {trict obedience promis’d by your Vow ? 
Leo. What have I promis’d in the rafhnefs of 
My inconfiderate love? Can you 
A Mediator for their fafety be, 
- Without apparent danger to your felf ? 
Evan. Do not enquire, what means I have of fafe 
Acce(s to move the Duke; nor what new chance 
Has made me confident t’appeafe that rage, 
Which does endanger them and you. 


Leo. 
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Leo. Dear Sifter, leave me not in Ignorance... 
Mel. Dare you believe I wil! confent to that, 
~ Which honour has not heedfully proposd? 
- Leo. You have defign’d f {hall remain petplext. 
_. Evan. If thou dolt break thy Vow, the Curfes of. 
The virtuous at their death fall on thy head, 
» _ Mel. Never be call’d my Brother, nor affume 
| The honour of my valiant Father’s name. 
Evan. Melora,come, we are too flow. 
__ Eeo. O what a dull inhumane Lover am 
I grown! who by a forward duty yield 
_ That the, in whom my life and love fubfifts, 
_ Shall danger feek, to keep it from my Rivals. 
_ Her great Example of a female fortitude, 
Does quite blot out all the heroick names 
' Of men, and makes us, even with bluthes, fhrink 
_ From our ufurp’d Dominion of the world. 
| When Story mentions this let Women {way 
- Councils, and War, whilft feeble men obey.. 


3 ACT IV. SCENEsE © 


ty Enter Calladine (in 2 Night-Gown) and a Servant. 
Call. A Lady, fay’ thou, ina mourning Vail?  ,. . 
a a What fhould this early, vifit mean; e’re yet 
_ By any dawning inthe Eaft, we can 
Diftinguith day from night > | 
, Serv. Sir, fhe importunes much to feeak with you, 
_ And fays her bus’ne& does require difpatch. 


- Call. Retire awhile without, and Jet her in.._, [Ex. Servant. 
[ Enter Melora (in a mourning Vail) fhe unvails.’ 


- Since firft my Eyes had judgment to difcern: 

A mean from excellence, they ne’er beheld 

_ A Beauty fo o’recoming and exad, ) 

_ What are the lov’d commands you'll lay on me ? 

Tcannot juftly think ever faw 

_ AFace I would more willingly obey. 

«Wf it were civil, I would ask your. Name. Bae 
__ Mel. When that is known, you'll think metoo unfortunate 

| Tolive: I am call’d Fvandra. we 

Call. Ha! the Princefs? Count. Profpero wifely did 

| Preferve you from my.fight, your beauty is 


Too great and dangerous for youth to know), . . - 
And be fecure. And though I ne’er beheld 
You till this hour, yet fame affifted me, : 


| To guefs at an Idea like your (elf. 

» But why have you forfaken your conceal’d .. 

_Aboad, and thus adventur’d in the view 

Of men? I fear it is nog fafe. Gnitse, 

Mel. *Tis to employ your virtue, Sir. [know 

You love the Prince, though not with fo devout 

| Aheart as mine: for now in hope I may Secure 


_ (Exennt Evand.Mel, 


[ Exit. 


250 Love and Honour. 


Secure his liberty, and threatned life, 
I here prefent my felf to death. 
Call. Thisis a valliant piety 5 a gratitude 
That fhews her mind more noble than her fhape. 
She to the Duke is yet unknown 5 
She muft not dye, though lately his command ; 
Did fingle my allegiance out; yet “£18 
Religious, fure, to failin this. _ 
Mel. A long expectance of the death I muft 
Endure, does more perplex me, than the pain 
It felf, Sir, let-me beg that you would pleafe 
Not to protract my fufferings. 
Call. My thoughts have fafhion'd it to my belt wifhs 
There is aCaptive call’d adelora, fair 
And young, who has of late familiar been 
With your conceal’d diftrefs. 
Mel. 1 fear he has difcover’d me: 
Know you the Lady, Sir? 
_ Call. Only by fuch report as Profpsro gave 3 
But I, in charity, may with her fate. 
Your death alone will fatisfie the Duke. 
Mel. I have by pray’gs endeavourd that itimay 3 
And to affit your charity, receive a 
This Key, ‘twill procure you entrance where a 
She now remains a Prifoner by my art: 
It is a narrow Clofet which o’relooks fe glace 
The Orchard Grove in Profpero’s houfe. rae oy 
Call. Lam familiar there with all the paflages. 
mel. Sir, for regard of honour, fuffer not 
Her freedom from that place, till fam dead. 
She is fo much delighted with this caufe, 
That with fome help of falfhood, I was fain 
To make advantage of her Orizons 3 
For whilft the kneeling lengthen’d her difcourfe 
With Heaven, I took this funeral habit haftily, 
And then lockt up the door to hinder her 
Purfuit : where now fhe ftays, lamenting her 
Infore’d fecure eftate, and envying me 
The danger, which I cheerfully embrace. 
call. My life thall warrant hers: Pray enter theres 
And ftay till I inform the Duke. 
mel. Mott willingly: but till, Sir, Limplore 
You would fecure that Lady and the Prince, 
How e’re the angry Stars difpofe of me. 
Call. ’Tis as unkind to prefs, and urge, as ‘tis to doubt 
My care. There Lady, through that door— ‘Lshews ber the way 
Expect my fad return will be too foon. 
_ Mel, Forgive me, beft Evandra, that I thus affume 
Thy name, and have beguil’d thee of fo brave a death: 
The motive which orerul’d me to this act, 
Did not befit thy knowledge nor my tongue. 
‘Call, This Princefs has a foul which I adore, 
Even whilft it {tays eclips’d on Earth, nor fhalt 
It yet reach Heaven; both being utterly 
Unknown, 
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Unknown, will make the Plot with eafie help 

Succeed. Aelora, ftraight I will prefent 

‘T’appeafe the fury of the Duke; and then 
_ This Lady, and the Prince, are free. Since blaod 
| Mult be the beft we can expect, if fate 
Mrdain it thus I fhall prove fortunate. 
Enter Frivolo, Triftan, Adufitians and Boy. 
Alt. Come Boys, lift up your voices to yon bay Window. 
| Sing the Song I gave you laft night and firk 
"Your Fiddles bravely too; bear up the burthen. 


Ie ee 


ie : SONG. 


I. 
? Boy. N’ Morning red and blufhing fair 
: Be through your Glafs or Curtains {py'd 
... But cloudy gray as the short hair , 

4 Of your old everlafting Bride. 


a Cho. so old, fo wondrous old, in the nonage of Time, 
; Ere Adam wore a Beard, fhe was in ber Prime. 


of 
Boy. Whofé fisarthy dry'd Weftphaliz hips 
Are fhrunk to Mummy in her skin, 
* Whofe Gums are empty, and her Lips, 
; Like Eyelids hairy and as thin. 
Cho. So old, fo wondrous old, Gre. 


an 
Boy. For av'rous fighs, which Virgins ufe, 
She conghs aloud frow Lungs decay a, 


And with ber Palfey cannot chufe 


But fhew the trevzbling of a Maid. 
Cho. so old, fo wondrous old, Qc, ’ 


ty 4. 
Boy. No wightly labour ere shall fwell, 


To any fruitfulnefs ber Womb 5 
For were fhe big, ‘twould but foretel, 
A hopeful Tympany to come. 
Cho. So old, fo wondrous old, Gc. 


5. 
Boy. Let not her Husband ere vex Heaven, 
And for a plenteous Offspring beg 5 
Since all the Iffue can be given, 
Is that which runneth in her leg. 
Cho. so old, fo wondrous old, Cre. 
Alt, Good morrow to the right worfhipful Leader, 
Captain Yafco, and to his right reverend Bride. 
Pray throw your money far enough, for fear 
Te light within the Pales, [Exeunt Mufitians. 
. Eater Valco, dreffing himfelf- 
Vaf: My good friends, a certain falt fhowr fhould have 
Seafon'd your feathers, had not my luck been 
To marry one that wafts her moifture in rheum. 
Alt. Butywhy fo foon abroad, Sir? are thele, a/co, 
OW : Kk A 
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A Bridegrooms hours? you are as early up 
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As breaking Creditors. 
Friv. Or Serjeants, when _ 
The needy Gallant means to fteal a journey. 
Trift. And they prevent it by arrefting his 
Innocent Horfe. 
vaf. Bus’nefs at Court : but this 
Isa refurrection to me Gentlemen? 
Tam rifen from the‘dead, from bones as dutty 
As theirs, who have flept beneath Marble Coverlets 
A thoufand years. . | 
Enter Widow and Lelia. 
Alt. *Las poor Vafco! Widows can {trangely mortifie. 
wid. Put Dates and Amber in the Gruel, Lelia, 
And let it boil long. 
Lel. And fhall Imake the Poultife ftraight,.and fend 
Your other Hood, forfooth, to be new lin’d? 
wid. Firtt ftay till you have ript my Velvet Muff, 
I'll have that Lining ferve. 
Vaf. She’s rifen too, pure foul, 
Devotion and Aches keep her {till waking. . 
wid. How do you, Sir? we muft comfort one another. 
Vaf. There isneed of"t. No Marriner e’re had 


A worfe night ina ftorm. 


Alt. This wfage never will diffolve her Bags. 

Vaf: 1 would order her Bags, if fhe would prove 
So courteous as to dye. 

alt. You'll find her obftinate in that chief point. 
A Widow that had civil kindnefs in her, 
Would for her Husband’s benefit 
Make alow Curtfie, take her leave, and dye, 
With lef noife, than Flies depart ina Froft. [she'liftens. 

_Vaf. She'd think it ftrange if any of my Friends . 

Should move it 3 though ’tis clearly for my good. 

Friv. What is’t for her to depart from one life, 
Who, having as many asa Cat, 
Has eight more to come ? 

Alt: Frivolo, fays right. Captain move it to her. 

vaf. She'll live till fhe be thought fo much a Ghoft, 
That we muft take a Houfe in a Church-yard 5 
And never walk but at midnight. 

wid. What do they fay, Lelia ? 

Lel. Forfooth devifing for your worfhips good. 

wid. Kind heart! methinks you are not merry, Sir. 

vaf- Who, I? as jovial as a condemn’d man. 

wid. Will you fit down andeatalittle broth? . 

Vaf. 1 fhall be cawdled like a Haberdafhers Wife, 
That lies in of her firft Child: but methinks 
Upon a fudden, Chuck, you look not well. 

Alt. Her Eyes begin to ftare, and her breath {mells 
Somewhat of earth too3 but ’tis not much. 

Friv. My Grandam was taken thus fpinning, and dy’d 
So quickly (as they fay) as one would with. 

Trif. I've {eena Coarfe look better inaShrowd. = + 


. 


Wids 
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_, Wid. *Tis more than I feel. Look I foilk, Lelia 2 
Lel. As you were wont, forfooth, {trange and ugly. 
Wid. Come leadmein. Pray Husband do not grieve 
-*Tis but a fit, that ever takes me once . 
In Fifty years: but weep not, ‘twill away. 
Vaf- Every tear (hall be as big as a Turnip, 
When I weep. Good Wench follow the Game clofes 
Still breathe death to her. 
Lel. [cannot do a better deed, 
‘Than to put her in mind {till of her end, 
_ Faf- Marry a Widow. I lay laft night 
_In a Surgeons Box, or Pothecaries Bing. = [ Exexut Wid. avd Le). 
Alt. Were you not fent for, Vafco, to the Court? 
Vaf- Yes, and to take charge; but of what [ know not. 
Well, you are all contént to thrive, to jet 
‘And ftrut like Turkies with your Plumes fpread. 
Alt. °Tis not amifs. My good Lord, Frivolo, 
I kifS your foft hand. \ 
Friv. Signior Triftan; I pray keep on your way. 
_‘Trift. Sir, Thad rather build another Wall, 
Than to difhonour you by taking this. 
Vaf- This practice will do well. Follow apace, 
[mult with {peed toCalladine. 194 [ Exennt. 
Enter Evandra, Calladine. — 
Eva#. He knows me not; and it fhould feem 
The falfely kind Azelora wears my name. 
- He fpeaks as if her life he tender’d moré 
- Than mine. °Tisa miftake I fain would cherifh. 
Call. 1 did not think the {tock of Nature could 
Afford the world, in this her latter {pring 
Of Beauty, two fair Flowers fo flourifhing. 
Yet this, does to my inftant judgment feem 
The more exad, but that the blood, and ftile 
Of Princes, makes the other claim my reverence: 
- And for Alvaro’s fake, I with I could 
_ Procure that fhe might live. 
/» Evaz. Lhave confider’d what you told me, Sir, 
_ And though the Princefs, through a fond excefs 
Of love would haften a calamity, | 
Which all the world muft grieve, and wonder at; 
Yet I could give her pafflion anexcufe: ~ 
_ For I'my felf to free her now from death, ‘ 
Could willingly endure it. 
Call. It ripens fafter than my with defign’d. 
You aim at fuch a virtuous glory, Lady, 
So great and good, as I want words to praife it. 
Can fuch high courage dwell in your foft Sex? 
_ Evan. Sir, if you nobly love her and the Prince; 
(Whofe care the is) ftraight lead metothe Duke, - 
Andtry how real my profeffions are. 
Call. Forgive the office youiinvite me tos 
_. Which, by the hopes of my Religion, could. 
My life excufe, I fhould:efteem 1t:much - 
Too cheap an offering; this is the fatal way ————=- 
a : K k 2 Evans 
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Evan. Melora, now my fortune is above 
Thy art, and Tfhall equal thee in love. 
Enter Duke (with Letters) Valco, Altefto, Frivolo, 
~ Triftan, Attendants. 
Duke. Again, in a petitionary ftile, 
He begs me by thefe Lettersto releafe 
His Daughter 3 and does proffer fums fo vaft, 
To ranfom her, as would o'recome the covetous. 
But I have fent him fuch denial, with 
Difdain, as maft confume or break his heart. 
Vafco, you hear how ill, | am obey’d, 
By thefe indulgent Traytors of my Court? 
And [ have chofen you to fhew a duty, 
Which becomes the difcipline of War. 
vaf. Youmutt enjoin me, Sir, commands that are 
Moft horrid and unnatural, when [ . 
Prove flow, or faint, to execute your Will. 
Duke. If thefe, your Officers and Friends, become 
Difloyal to command 5 then threaten ftraight 
Such punifhment as fhall enforce them to it.. 
vaf. If their own appetites will not perfwade, 
There is {mall hope from punifhment. 
Mark, Sir, that whay-fac’d Fellow in the Red. 
Duke. You mean, Ti viftan: | 
Vaf. Vve feen him fuffer the ftrappado thrice 5 
And no fooner done, but he call’d for a Wench. 
Duke. 1 know you have the skill to govern them. 
Be fure that Profpero’s Houle be digg’d, till all 
The Pinacles and the foundation meet. 
Unle(s they deal by forcery and charms, 
Vl find thefe bury’d Lovers out, and my — 
Fale Son the Prince, who loves darknefs 
More than the bleffed light, or me. 
vaf 1 do not like this bus’nefs fhould concern 
The Prince. Though now the Rack be fomewhat out 
Of date with my old Bones, yet, for his fake, 
I fhall become a parcel-traytor too. [Enter Melora and Servant. 
mel. \ fear’d left calladine, delaying his return 
So long, might fruftrate my defiga. | 
And how Evandra’s skill might work with him 
Was dangerous. I do not fee her here. 9 hi 
Serv. Pray heaven, my Matter donot check my forwardaefs 
T’ obey your will: he meant that you fhould ftay till his return. 
mel. My prefence here fhall much advantage him 5 
I told thee {obefore: truft me in thy behalf. 
Duke. What Lady’s that ? 
Mel. One who, to pleafure you with full revenge, 
Prefents her {elf to execution now, 
With greater joy than to the marriage Prieft: 
And when I name my felf Evandra, you 
Will know enough to fatisfie your anger. 
Duke. Is the belov'd Bird flown from her dark Cage? 
Their Magick wasnot {trong enough to hinder deftiny : 


And you will find no am’rous pity in | 
bt My 
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_ My frozen age. My Guards feize on her ftraight. [ter 4 Guard 
Alt. Vafco, this 1s Aelora my Prifoner. (and bind ie 
Vaf. Peace Devil, peace! thou wilt deftroy brave Myfteries. 

A noble Girls I conceive all! now would - ' 

My gracious Widow be burnt to a Charcoal, 

E’re fhe had brain or nature, for a Plot 

Like this. 

Mel. If you fufpect to find me herea lowly Sutor, 

*Tis but to haften your difpatch 

On my afilicted life, that fo 

~The Prince may be atton’d to your loft love. 

Deke. Her fpirit feems too great for her foft Sex. 

But I'm refolv’d you fuddenly thall meet that death 

Which now you bravely feek in his worft fhape. 

Enter Calladine and Evandra. 
Call. Falfe flave what make you here? the Princef$ too! 

Why did you give her liberty > 
Serv. She told me, Sir, it was with your confent. 

Call. She has o’rereacht my skill. I am undone. 
Duke. Stay, Calladine, another prize? come back and render 

Me that Lady’s Name. 

Evan. He knowsitnot. My Name's Evandra, Sir. 
Mel. 1 fearl am depriv’d of my intent. | 
Dake. We mult to Delphos fend to folve thefe doubts. - 
Evan. Do not believe that Lady, Sir. She hath 

Beguil’d me of my name and is fo fick, 

And fond of an improper love that fhe 

Betrays her felf to pain, fuch as fhe can 

Not merit nor endure likeme. 

Mel. Sir, though her eloquence 1s very apt, 

And powerful to perfwades yet you may pleafe, 

Well to confider my affertions too. 

Evan. Why do you let your kindnefs wrong me thus 3 

_ Undoing your Religion with your love? 

Mel. Tis youhave done the injury, who will 
Not fuffer me to dye in peace. 

Vaf Rare Wenches both ! all this ts forthe Prince. 

Duke. Though fmall enquiry would difcover foon 

Who juttifies the truth: yet [ will end 

The difference, fo as fhall afford you equal joy, 

And not endanger a miftake in me. 

Convey them to theFort; they both fhall dye. [The Guards feize on 

__ vaf. The Dukehas bury’d all his goodnefs in (them, 

Revenge. Anold Skipper ina great ftorm 

Has more of a Lover in him. 

- Dake. Lead them away. 

Call. I'll follow too, and mourn the obfequy, 

E’re ceremonious death make it compleat. 

* Mel. Excufe this emulation (Madam) you 

Shall know a caufe that will perfwade youto 

Forgive me when I dye. | 
Evan. Poor Melora ! 

Alas, I pity not my felf but thee. [Ex. Call. Bvan. Mel. Guards. 
Duke. Alvaro, and his Minion, Pro/pero, 

(Rebellious 
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(Rebellious as himfelf ) may now refign 
To hidden Fiends their dark abodes again. 
They may walk frees for fince they valu’d death 
As a delight, they fhall not compafs it. 
Proclaim their next appearance to, be fafe. 
I am content they fhould ftand by to fee, 
And not be able to refift, the power 
Of my revenge. 
vaf. Revenge is a moft dangerous kind of lufts 
The pleafure of it bas ftrangely alter’d him. 
puke. Now Vafco, the inchanted Houfe may ftand: 
But be you here to morrow with fit {lrength, 
To guard their execution from impediments 
Of rage or pity 5 they fhall fuffer early. ; [ Exit. 
af: Tthank your Grace for any employment. 
Art thou a Rogue Alfe/to ? 
Alt. A little infected (Sir) with your company. 
vaf. Art fach a Rogue, that if L, bid thee from 
The Duke to cut off thefe two Ladies heads, 
Thou wilt whet the Axethy felf, and do it 
With the dexterity of a Flemming? 
alt. Twill fee thy head in a leathera Cafe firft, 
Kickt in a Foot-ball-match from Gole to Gole. 
vaf: 1 thank you, Sir., What fay you, Frivolo? 
Wenches and Surgery have colt you dear 5 
Have youremorfe enough to doit? ) 
Friv. Vl rather mutiny, break open Shops, 
And meafure Silks by the length of my Pike. 
Trif’ That is abus'nefs would more take me too, 
Than cutting off poor Ladies heads 5 _unfefs 
Your Widow (Vafeo) come within my reach. 
1 could behead her for her left Ear-ring, 
Though it were but an Agat fet in Copper. 
vaf. Let us to Bed, the Sun to morrow will 
Rife black, or I fhall think him facha dull 
Infenfible Planet, as deferves no more . 
Adoration than a farthing Candle. [Exeunt. 
: Enter Leonel, Alvaro, Profpero. q 
Leo. Sir, you have heard how fhe betray'd me to 
A Vow, and with what cruel menacings 
My Sifter and her felf petition’d Heaven, . 
T’ aflift their Curfes in a punifhment My 
Upon my after life, if l were perjur'd by 
A breach of what my promife did affure. 
Alv. It was a Vow no lefs unkind than ftrange, 
T’ imprifon us, who had no caufe, nor will, 
To do a noble Stranger injury 3 . 
But [ have learnt fach true Philofophy, oe 


As bids me ftill forgive all but my felf. 

Prof: How comes the date of your ftri& Vow expir'd? a. 
And that you now afford us liberty ? ad 
Which, if my memory be juft, you faid : | 
She didenjoin you fhould not do, till fhe,» wi 


Was gone, and had well fatisfy’d the Duke | : 
Tn our behalf. | ; Leo. 
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Leon. Sir, fhe is gone, my Sifter too. One who 
Attends, by your command, thefe hidden walks . 
Did bring juft now, in breathlef hatte, 
_ The dreadful News. 
Aly. Gone? and to dye? adorn‘d, 
Not like anancient Sacrifice with Wreaths, 
|, Which Priefts from flowry Banks provide, 
_ But by her feveral beauties, which excel 
~ All the collected Chaplets of the Spring. 
Prof. Let patience tamely keep her countenance at’ 
This grief. The {tubborn breeding of my heart 
Will not endure’t; why did you keep us locke 
_ Within the Cave? we might have hinder’d her 
Departure and her death? you were too bold. 
Leoz. Sir, 1 did hope [ gain’d your pardon, when 
I mention’d the misfortune of my Vow. 
Prof. 1 underftand not {uch injurious Vows. 
You bov'd her, Leaovel, and through the pride 
Of envy, could not yield, fince your own hopes 
Began to fade, that mine fhould grow and flourith. 
You with a cunning willingnefg endur’d 
Her defp’rate vifit to the Duke. 
__ Leo. That I did love her, isa true, and now, 
Perhaps, a fitting glory to proclaim. 
But when you fay, my pride, or envy, could 
Be guilty of fo coorfe a cruelty, 
_As that which you invent, you urge methen 
_ To fuch a rage, as may prove dangerous. 
Reclaim your thoughts, and teach them to be civil. 
Prof. The Prince grows folemn with his grief. Let us 
Retire afide, where [ in whifper may 
*Complain, and {peak fuch reafon as fhall want 
No courage to difcover truth. [They walk wffde. 
_ Aly. Fountains, which ever weep, yield in their tears 
A benefits they quench the thirfty earth, ° 
And cherifh a fuceeeding growth. 
Th’ Arabian Tree, which does in balmy drops Ae 
_ Diffolve its life, affords.a Med’cine in pine 
Thofe Tears; but man, though he hathcaufe to make 
_ Him mourn, and reafon to inform him of 
That caufe, yet finds no ufe of weeping, but 
To know it brings his grief no remedy. 
Leo. My Lord, I {tay'd' upon the Garden Mount, 
_ And in the heat of my impatience was 
So kind, as to lament your tardinefs. 
But now I muft have leave to think, that he 
| Who takes delight to heap up injuries, 
Has fury more to dare than do. 
_ _ Prof. Were this a Temple, and the Prince 
- Doing the rev’rend bufinef& of a Prieft, 
 Icould not fuffer fuch a boaft from him, 
Whom I have us’d with clemency in fight. : 
’ Defend thy life or it is mine. [they draw and fight. 


_ Leo. Are youfo mafterly ——again——I fin 
OS = ar: No 
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“No lightning in your Eyes, nor in your Sword. 
Prof. You have the skill, but Pl diftemper it = 
Aly. Hold, hold! is this a time to bleed > have you = 

‘Forgot that e’re the morning Sun appears, 

There will be ftreams of bloud Jet out 5 which he 
May drink till he be fick with Sacrifice? 
Give me thy Sword. How, Profpero¢ are my 
Commands grown wearifom, and cold ?>—— _ 
Prof. There, Sir.——You ftill rebuke me likea Boy. [Gives him 
Aly. How Song hall I correct thy anger, till (bis Sword. 
Thy temper will be fit to govern it? , . 
Let me entreat you, Sir, to fheath your Sword. 
“ “reo. Sir, youare worthy to command 3 and know 
I wear it for my guard, and for your fervice. 
prof: 1am appointed all my actions ftill 5 
As if [ were not capable to know, 
But made to fuffer injuries. 
Alv. Why doft thou frown? the fullen wrinkles on 
A Lyons brow carry a grace, becaufe 
They may become a beafts but man fhould wear 
His courage ina drefs lovely and foft, 
Asare a Virgins bridal Ornaments. 
Prof: Sir, {am taught. And yet my fenfes are 
Not fo miltaken, and fo weak, but that 
They know him falfe. He lov’d Evandra. 
Alp. Isthat acrime? you told me in the Cave 
You lov’d her too. 
Prof: {ne'er durft tell you fo, 
"Till you difcern’d my paflions, and infore’d 
A true difcovery of their hidden caufe. © 
Aly. But I did call it virtue when “twas knowns e 
And it did raife youhighinmy efteem. [Taras to Leonel. 
Be, I befeech you, free in your confeffion. [ 
Did you love Evandra? and with a heart 
Sincere as fhe deferv'd? 
Leo. Sir, the confeflion may 
Be honour to me, but no fhame. I did 
Evandra love, and with afervency 
Upright, as my Religion could direct. 
Aly. O whata fatisfy’d delight I feel, 
When others in their love concur with mine ! 
But fatally the fenfelefs world miftakes 
. The priviledge of love. Does not the belt 
OF objects, Heaven, affect plurality i 
Of Worthippers, and would be rather by : a 
Confent of many, than by one ador'd? = * | 
And we in that chief hope are wifely glad 
Of Rivalfhip. Why then fhould you, or you 
Repine, when all of us Evandra love. 
Who merits the confent of all our Vows. . 
She by all beauty makes no lefs a claim: 
Our mutual love turns envy into fhame. 
Come join your hands and feal a friend(hip here. 
Leon, You cannot, Sir, command fo faft as I'll obey. 


profi 
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~~ prof. I have not words to promife much} but fhall 
Perform’all your defires with loyalty. 
~ lv. Tis feal’d, and I embrace you both, for we 
Are Lovers all 5 though when the morn does rife, 
And, bluthing, fees the mifchiefs of the world 5 
We then fhall like affli&ted Turtles want 
Our Mate: and we may fit and mourn beneath 
The Willow which orefhades the neighb’ring Brook § 
There weep, till vanifhing in tears, we {well 
The (hallow ftream5 whofe fenfelefs murmurifgs 
Will be explain’d hereafter in our Caufe. 
Prof: © that my heart would quickly to it felf 
Be death’s {tera Officer, and break without 
‘My irreligious help. My life is tir’d. 
“Leon. And I have thoughts fo wild, and fo unfafe, 
~ As would be fin in utterance as in act. 
aly. Give me your hands, whilft with a fun’ral pace 
We move to watch this difmal Tragedy. 
We may, befriended by the fecret aid 
Of Calladine, get fafe into the Fort, 
Where in refiftance we at leaft can dye, 
If none, in favour of our caufe, revolt : 
Bvandra’s Prifon Window does o’relook 
The Weftern Walk: there a Sentry, 
Difpos'd by Calladine, waits to Jet me take my laft fad fight, 
And at the morning Watch. Nay hand in hand 
To fhew this truth in Love’s Philofophy 5 
That as one object equally allures 
‘The virtue of our loves, fo it fhall {till 
In Rivalfhip, defpite of jealoufie, 
Unite our hearts. For feveral Lovers, like 
Strange Rivers which to the fame Ocean trace, 
Do, when their torrents meet, curl and embrace. { Exeunt. 
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ACT V.SCENE..1. 


Exter two Ambaffadors with Letters, Calladine, Valco, 
Altefto, Frivolo. 


- Call. Our Letters merit that refpect and diligence; 
4 I thall afford you both; but when I bring 
You to the Duke, Ifear you'll quickly find 
The priviledge of all my favour loft. 
1. Amb. Accefs and Audience, Sir, is all our hopes 
Prefume to get. The time befriends us not. 
2. Amb. We have had notice of thefe Ladies danger 
And, Sir, whatever the fuccefs fhall prove,’ , . 
Your very wifhesthall oblige us much. 9+: ov 
alt. What are thefe Strangers, ¥a/co, who deprive 
Themfelves of fleep to wake us before day ? | 
Vaf- Ambafladors from Aéillain, who have ta’ne 
‘Much pains in a Journey, to lofé their labour. 
An eal They 


264 Love and. ‘Bonowk. 


They come to fave the Ladies by a Treaty. 
Call. Vafco, it is the Duke's command that you 
Affemble ttraight from the Caft Regiments, 
Some fudden ftrength to guard the Palace-Tard. 
vaf- What need of Guards? the Ladies have 
-No Weapons but their Bodkins. 
call. 1, but deliver what I had in charge—— 
My Lords Ambaffadours, this is your way. 
1 Amb. Thefe preparations are fevere 5; I doubt 
~ His mind will not be eafily reclaim’d. 
2 Amb. You fee the gen’rous people like it not. [ £x.Amb.& Call. 
Vaf. Alteflo, go and Mutter up from all 
The Lanes and Allies inthe Town, a Troop 
OF fine fleet Rogues 5 fuch as will turn their backs 
To a Bullet and out-run it; Men of 
No fuperftitions but that love Holy days* 
Meerly for commotion. 
Friv. Let me furnifh you with a Troop of Car-men. 
Alt. 1 knew one, who dy’d about three months fince 
With eating meazled Pork; helov’d Mutiny; 
And with a Cowlftaff, would have cudgell’d Hercules. 
. Enter Triftan (leading the Widow) and Lelia. 
vaf: How now Bunting? whither move you fo faft, 
Like a fleet Snail over a Cabidge leafs 
So early too, before day ? 
Trift. She defir’d me:to be the ftaff of her age. 
vaf. But whither I pray ? 
wid. Why Sir, to fee the fhow. 
vaf. The fhow! The motion of Queen Gxiniver’s death, 
A&ted by Puppets would pleafe her as wells 
The Jade has no more remorfe, than a Bear 
That wants his fupper. 
wid. 1 would havea fafe place; where Imay weep, 
Without having my Handkerchief ftoln away. 
Lel. It is of pure Cambrick, and made of ~ 
Her Grandmothers wedding Apron. 
Wid. Yes truly, and wrought when Iwasa Maid. 
Alt. That’s an Antiquity beyond all record. 
Vaf. Sirrah, Triftan'! be you fure you avoid 
- NoThrong. A Crowd hard fhuffled and clofe pact 
May do me now a {pecial courtefie 5 
Let her be well fqueez’d. 
Trift. My shoulder fhall help her ata dead lift. 
Friv, A Scaffold that were weakly built would ferve. oY | 
Wid. We muft make hafte! farewel Lamb. (&x.Trift. Wid.Lel. 
. Vaf? Well, Gentlemen; pity my cafe: Ihave 
Had another night that would tire a Perdue 
More than a wet Furrow- 
Friv. Will fhe not dye? orls 199 
Vaf- 1 have propounded its but ftill in vaing ” 
And all the help the Laws afford us poor . 
Miftaken Lovers, who have marry’d Money, © ~ 
Inftead of Flefh, is a:divorce: it muft etob 
Be thought on ftraight. lfefto, haften to vol 
Your charge. | Ai 


« : | Love and Honour. 


pea ee rr 
Alt. Good morrow Gentlemen. : 
Friv. You want an hour to make your grecting feafonable. 
* vafe. Vhope Triftan will take care ta (queeze 
*My Dam(el in the Crowd. [Exenst, 
4 Enter Alvaro, Profpero, Leonel, Calladine. 
Call. Their Window, Sir, is there. But let me beg 
‘You would not let your forrows make you known: 
Formy officioufnefs to your command, 
When by your Father found, will caufe fuch jealoufie, 
‘As may deprive me of all future means “at hi 
“To ferve you. 
 Alv. Trott my dilcretion, Calladine. 
call. if rathly you refent the form of his 
Proceeding, you may lofe the hope I find * 
In the Ambafladors; who feem to bring 
(Though they are fecret in the main import.) 
Such offers, as perhaps, may be receiv'd. 
They wait mein the Palace, Sir, and you 
Mutt pleafe to make this vifit (hort. 
Aly. You may fecurcly leave us. [Exit Calladine. 
The cruel doom which fair Evexdra mutt 
Endure, cannot perplex me, Leonel, 
More than this glorious hazard of your Sifter. 
 zeon. You now have heard, how chearfully the ftrove, 
To be the firft, who fhould her love confirm, 
With offer of her Virgin life. ; 
4lv. How mutt I ftoop, and groan beneath the weight 
Of fo much poverty, as fuch a debt 
~ Lays not on me alone, but on our Sex? 
How fhall { pay this double debt of love? 
“Owing to two a heart fo conftantly 
Entire, that it could ne’er divided be. 
~ I mutt Jove both, with equal flame, fince none 
Their beauty can diftinguifh, when compar’d 5 
And bothin brighter virtue equal are. 
Prof: T want skill, great beauty to diftinguifhs but I 
Can feel my heart grown fore with love of it. | 
( Evandra and Melora are fen i mourning ab the Window. 
Mel. Three I difcern,-and they muft furely be 
_ The.gentle and moft valiant Prince, 
The noble rrofpero, and faithful Leonel. 
“lp. The Cafement now is open, and, e’re dawne 
Appears, a double day does feem to break 
Through Clouds of mourning. 
Evan. That is the Prince’s voice. 
Aly. Your voice cannot but {weet Mufick be, 
Though you can now only a Requiew fing. 
Why fhould not Mulick, if it e're gave life, 
o things inanimate, and made them move, 
owlengthen yours who have the foul of love? 
Leon. Pardon me, Saint, that [ have kept my Vow. 
Evan. Your truth [ value equal to your love. 
— But what is praife to'men above it grown? 


Whofe worth we rate fo much beyond our owns 
cepa Ll 2 That 
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That we, to make the world enjoy it, have * 
Defign’d your freedom, and our felves a Grave. 

Aly. What can the world enjoy when you are gone? ’ 
Time will his Hour-glafs ftop, when yours is rune : : 

Mel. Repent not that Example which you gave: io 
You would have loft your lives our lives to fave. » i. Ste 
Could we do lefsthan you our pattern make? 
Refufe not that which you would have us take. 


Evan. Accept of your relief, now ours is paft. » 


Alv. Can we accept relief which cannot laft > 
Your gift, when by your fatal deaths ‘tis fign’d, # 
Shews us unworthy, and your felves unkind 5 w 
For you reproach us with the life you give, 

By thinking we, when you are dead, can live, 

Evan. Let not your love’s impatient anger wake 
Death’s fleep, fince’tis the laft we e’re fhall take. 

Mel. You to your Father quiet duty owe: 

Let not your love above your duty grow. 

Evan. Thetrouble of your Rivals now will ceafe 5 
And all loves Civil War expire in peace. 
For that which did enlighten Beauty, life, 
Ending in me, will quickly end your ftrife. 
Love fades with Beauty, which your diffrence bred 5 
For ev'ry Lover does forfake the dead. 

Alv. Some comfort let it bring your parting mind, 
That you had pow’r to make even Rivals kind. 

Leo. In Love’sRecords it fhall your glory be, 
That, whilft you govern’d, Rivals did agree. 

Prof. You are the firft that e’re Love’s knot fo ty’d, 
Astounite, whom Nature did divide. 

Evan. If twere not fit, Aelora, now to dye, 

Tcould awhile endure mortality. 

So foft a peace, here, in Love’s fhade appears, 

As cannot be more calm above the Spheres. 

But you fhould chide her, Sir, who in vain ftrife, 

Would, with the needlefs Signet of her life, 
Seal her undoubted love, and prefs to dye, 
When with my death I all might fatisfie. 

Alv. Why did Melera thus my foul undo ? 
That is but half the queftion, why did you, > ee 
Evandra, tomy Fathers wrath fubmit ? [The Ladies look back 
‘Love’s great Examples ftay! leave usnot yet ! ( fuddenly. 

Evan. The Guards are entring, and have brought our doom, 

The fhorteft of our fatal hours is come. 
Renowned Prince, and faithful Leoxel, 
And valiant Profpere, to all farewel. 

Mel. Farewel for evermore, the gentle and 

Moft valiant Prince, the noble Profpere, 
The brave and faithful Leonel, farewel. 
[ Exeunt Ladies from above,Prof.and Leon.drawing thei Sword. 

Alv. Nay ftir not Gentlemen; It is in vain: 

We have not ftrength enough to ftorm the Fort. 
Make not your purpofe known before your deeds. 
We muft attend the pity of the Crowd. . 
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Leo. Atfiction now is ure’d to fuch extreams, ~ 
_ That patience feems to change her.conftant Face: - 
> She firft\looks pale with doubt, and then does blufh, 
4 ‘As if afham’d of remedy when it is flow. . 
__ Aly. Cover your courage, and pray fheath your Swords. 
~ Prof: Sir, whither fhall we go? 
~ Alv. Where we may beft obferve, 
~ What looks the Officers and Souldiers wear. 
~ If they begin to grieve, their grief will foon 
To anger grow 5 from whom the people, prone 
_ To paffion, quickly will take fire. Too long 
_ My Father has my conftant duty known; 
__ And now may find the peoples change, when they 
My lownefs meafure with his high fuccefs : 
For as they ftill all profperous greatnefs hate, 
_ So my affli@ion may their pity move; \ 
- They Princes only in affliction love. [ Exeunt. 
i Enter Duke, Calladine, Valco,two Ambaffadors,and Attendants. 
Duke. Have you given charge to all our Officers, 
_ To line with double Guards the paflage from 
- The Fort, and to fecure the Palace-yard . 
~ With men well difciplin’d>? 
| Call. \t was directed, Sir, by your command. 
Vafe. But for their difcipline, it is as good 
As Prifons, Gallies, or the Stews could givethem: 
Men of {tri& confcience, that will fay their prayers 
Before they mutiny, and a long Grace 
Before they fall to plunder. 
Call. His anger feems fo fixt, that I fufpe& 
Th Ambafladors will take their leave of hope. 
Duke. My Lords Ambailadours, pray take your place, 
You treat now with a Prince, whorather would 
- Be held unmercifu!, than break his Vow. 
You may interpret my decree fo ill, 
' As to pronounce that cruel, which, I think, 
- Inthe worft fence, is but feverely juft. 
Your Mafter (when the chance of War did yield 
My Brother to his pow’r) ftole in the dark 
His moft renown’d and pretious life. 
He durft not give the wrathful a an open light. 
ut I am not afham’d of my revenge, 
It fhall endure the publick teft; to thew 
I dare invite the cenfure of the World. i 
1 Amb. We come not to excufe the caufe of your 
Revenge, but to divert the dire effec 
From you and us, Revenge fo fruitful is, 
That the fucceffioa of it will not ceafe; 
But ftill, whilft pow’r has any ftrength, it does 
Beget new Monfters to amaze the World. 
2 Amb. And, with your Highnefs leave, we judge it may 
Be more your intereft, rather to exhauft . 
Our Matters treafure than his blouds which fhall 
_ Submit even to your own account, if you 
Will pleafe to cover the offences paft, kaa 
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And free his Daughter, and Azelora, from 
The danger of this day. 

Duke. 1 am not fo impov'rifht by our War, 

That I have need to fell my Brothers bloud. 
(Enter Evan. Mel. Guards at one door, Alv. Prof. Leo. at the 

Room for the Prifoners; who fhall foon Cother door. 

Have larger freedom than you with, for they 

By death will gain the liberty of Souls. 

Vafto, give me your €at.—— (whifpers with him. 

Alo. Stay at this diftance, and be temp rate, till . 

I judge the feafon fit to try our friends. 
How beautiful is forrow, when ‘tis dreft 
By Virgin-innocence? it makes 
Felicity in others feem deform’d. 
My patience grows unfit to counfel yours. 
Leon. And I grow every minute worfe prepar’d, 
To take that counfel which you cannot give. 

Prof: My loyalty is fpent- it was too tame 
A virtue for a mind fo much provokt. 

Duke. The Prince does breed a tumult in his looks. 

Be watchful o’re our Guards, and diligent 

To mark the multitude. If it divides. 

To leffer Knots, of bufie Whifperers, 

And then from parcels, and from whifpers, does 

Grow fuddenly to acolleéted Throng, 

And general murmur, ‘twill be dangerous. _ 
vaf- \fhall be careful, Sir. The Prince will find 

Few Enemies in all my Tribe. 

Duke. If you have any words from Millan, which 
Concerns their knowledge e’re they dye, be brief. 
You have, my Lords Ambafladors, free leave 
To whifper your affairs or, if you pleafe, 

Let it be publick to the World. 

1. Amb. Your crue! refolution, Sir, has fo 
Reftrain’d our fpeech, that all we fhall 
Deliver to Evandra now, 1s but 
Her Parents, and her Country’s tears5 and thofe 
We can by mourning deputation pay- 

2. Amb. And to Atelora, who in kindnefs thus 
Has thar’d her deftiny, we may aflure 
The worlds eternal wonder and applaufe. 

Evan. It will deprive me of fome joy in death, 
To think my Father needs muft fuffer by 
Unprofitable grief: and “tis the laft - 

Requeft I make, that he would wifely now 
Forget my Obfequies, and Name. 

Mel. And my condition fnes, that thofe who fhall 

Hereafter read the bufinefs of this day, 
Will not believe I fuffer to get fame, 
But for a fecret in my hidden love. , 

1. Amb. Conlult with Juftice, Sir. Muft they both dye? 

puke. Both, and I think my payment is but fhort 5 
When I compare the folid weight of worth, — 

My Brother had, with their light Sex. 
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I wifh fome man, who boafts your Mafters blood, 
Were fingly here to undergo their fate; / 
It would more pleafure my revenge. But, fince 
There is no hope in that defire, away ! 

Lead them to death! 


Leo. Stay, Sir; reprieve them but one minutes {paces 


Till you have heard a Stranger {peak. 


 Melora, and outdo our glorious f{trife. 


_ And vow devoutly to fo wifht a Miracle. 


4lv. What means this noble Youth> 

- Duke. Be fudden then; 

For my revenge will not-endure delay. 
Leo. Tf1 produce a Prince ally’d to him, 


Whom you abhor and perfecute: will you 


With folema Vows confirm their liberty, 


_ And take his life to {atisfie your wrath 2 


Duke. By alla Prince’s Fatth is worth, I will 


) 


__Leo. I dare believe your Vow, you were fo juft 


Though cruel in your lafts and know my joys 
Mult take the priviledge to boaft, you now 


Have foft the pow’r to make them dye. 
Duke. It thall be wonderful if that prove true ! 
Leo. I atm not Leonel the Adillain Knight: 


But Leovel the Duke of Parma’s Son, 


Heir to his fortune and his fame. 
Evan, Thy Brother does reveal himfelf, 


Leo. By this you find, I am to afillain near 
Ally’d; but, that I may provoke you more; 


Know, Sir, it was my valiant Father took | 
_ Your Brother Pris*ner, and prefented bim 
Where he receiv’d his death: my Father, who 
So oft has humbled you in War; and led 
His profp'rous Enfigns to your Palace walls. 


_ div. He {wells my bofom with his mighty mind: 


~ He would tranfcend my honour and my love, 


But, Count, we muft adore not envy him. 
Prof: am, as your Difciple, taught; 

But yet I hope it 1s no crime to wifh 

Fortune had me the Heir of Parwa made; 


_ Then it had been my luck to dye for'them. 


Vaf. Here is fome comfort yet; I’m for the Ladies. 
Call. This has not given our forrows a full cure. - 
Duke, Sir, you are boldeft with your felf: 
But you (hall find, I need no admonition to 
Obferve my vow. Unbind the Ladies ftraight, 
And lead this Champion to encounter Death, 
I dmb, Stay Sir, he muftnot dye. = , 
» Duke. How? Age and Grief makes thee a Fool, or mad. 
“Daa He mutt not, Sit, if your revenge be wile, . 
And'fix your anger where ‘tis moft deferv'd. 


_ Behold aéillain himfelf, your Enemy: [Takes off a fale beard. 


Live valiant youth, and let my years (which tinte: 
Would foon determine) be the ranfomiof 
My chiefeft bloud; Evandra, do not weep. 
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Evan. O Sir, there was lefs ule of me; why would | 
You with this danger on your felf, deftroy 
That noble Fame I vertuoufly purfu’d? 

Mel. Our hope of endlefs glory now is loft. 

Aly. Has Heaven perform’d fo much to check Revenge, 

And will it not in clemency proceed ? . 
Duke. My utmoft wifhes with fuccefs are crown’d. 
This was a juftice, Sir, more than I could 
Expect from my own Stars free Leonel, ) 
And let him faffer the intended ftroak. ) 

2 Amb. Firlt hear me {peak, and, Sir, though you may doubt | 
My manners, and difcretion loft, yet I - 

Will boldly fay he thall not dye, nor none 
Of thefe, though all in your command and pow’. 

vaf. Say’ft thou {o old Shaver? make but that good, 
And the Maids of savoy fhall kifs thee, till 
Thou recover thy youth again. 

Duke. This were a Myftery would pleafe indeed. 

2 Amb, Look on me well, I am your Brother, Sir; [Pulls offa — 
And though Ten years I have been hid from. (Beard. 
Your fights this noble Duke has us'd me fo, 

In all retir’d felicities of life, 
That I had never caufe to think I was 
His Prifoner, but a Partner of his pow’r. 

Alv. How witely have the Heavens contriv’d this joy! 

1 Amb. And though his fortune in the War, ‘which 
Made your Armies ever flourifh with fuccefs, ; 

Made me prevent my Countries ruine, by 

Detaining him from your Employment there5 

Yet he enjoy’d all the delights that Solitude 

Affords: and when he chofe his happinefs 

In Books, and deep difcourfes, of the learn’d, 

I fearcht the moft remote and knowing World, Creche 
For men to furnifh his defires, 

2 Amb. Itis acknowledg’d, Sir, with lib’ral thanks. 

Duke. How welcome are thefe Miracles? let me — 
Embrace thee as the greateft joy, that fince 
My birth [ have receiv’d. O my lov’d Brother, 

“Thou feeft, though abfent, I have ever been 
True to thy vertues and thy memory. 

2 Amb. But, Sir,too {trict a Malter of your vow 5 
Yet ’tisa fault, my gratitude fhould more 
Admire with thankfulnefs, than chide. 

Dike. This happy day deferves a fignal place », 108 
In all our Kallenders. 

2 Amb. Let me deliver to your courteous Arms 
The Duke of Afillain, Sir, good and renown d, 

With him the true and Princely Leonel 5 
And now 4lvaro my moft honour'd Nephew ._, [The Duke embraces 

Alv. Dread Sir, that every one may fhare the joy (them. 
And bleffings of this pretious hour; let me | 
Reftore bold Profpero to your former love. : 

Duke. He fhall be cherifht, and his faults forgiven. 

Prof. I will deferve it, Sir, in future deeds 
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“Of Honour, and of Loyal faith. How I 
‘Am rapt to fee thofe wonders {trangely thrive? 


vaf. What think you of the Stars now, Calladine ¢ 


Do thofe {mall twinkling Gentlemen 
“Look to their bufinefs well ? 


- call. It is beyond our merit or our hope. 
vaf- 1\l buy me an Cptick, ftudy Aftrology, 


"And vifit °em in Moon-fhine on my Houfe Leads. 


Win 


puke. The chiefeft hope we can from virtue have, 


Js the encreafe of it by Hywens help. 
Come my Alvaro, Vl beftow the ftraight. 


mel. A little patience, Sir, and hear, me fpeak, 


_ Before you give, what lawfully is mine. 


puke. Indeed thou doft deferve him by thy love. 
Mel. {n love Evandra's intereft equals mine 5 


But Pil appeal, Sir, to his Vows which, fure, 
_ Her goodnefs will affift. 


Alv. I fhall not need, 


_ More than Religion to fecure my vow, 
But where (Aéelora) was it made ? 


Mel. Sir, inmy Fathers Court, when five years fince 


~ (You came difguis’d to fee a triumph there) 
~ You promift, if our Houfes enmity 


ren A 


Ss 


~ Were ever reconcil’d, the Church fhould join 


Our hands. 
Leo. Sir, what my Sifter {peaks, I can atteft, 


e fo 


_ And hope this day {hall end our Parents ftrife, 
 Jnakind Peace. © LER 


Duke. Which thus I will confirm, 


Take him, afelora, and receive with him 
i Thofe bleflings, which your virtues have deferv’d. 


Alv. Did you for this with kind Evazdra ftrive, 


id Who fhould encounter danger firft? though War 
_ Has kept, five years, your beauty from my fight, 


And in the Cave you did a Stranger feem 5 


Yet [remember now your lines of beauty, 


 Thofe you have kept, and I will keep my Vow. 


1. Amb. My belt Evandra, give me now thy hand 5 
And here receive it valiant Leonel 5 
For I mutt ratifie the Faith I gave, 


‘ That when this War expir’d, (he fhould be thine. 


Duke. Then he may ftraight poffeffion take. 
Evan, Alvaro’s virtues, Sir, and yours, have both 


- An equal claim. Perfons I ne’er admir’d 


So much, to breed a diff’rence in my choices 
My Fathers promife, and my love, have made 
Me yours. 

Leo. 1am o’recharg’d with my felicity. 

Alv. Still may Evandra’s gladnefs be renew d, 


‘Whom I, with peaceful joy, can fee 


Defign’d by Fate, to happy Leozel. x 
‘Evan. And I fhall celebrate Afelora’s choice. 


Prof: Thefe great atchievements are fo well deferv'd, 


That [ have loft my envy, not my love. 
bye f, ‘ M m j 
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Call. Such another good day would make us all mad. 
vaf: Yet I muft to my old Trot again. 
Duke. Let Hymen join thofe Hearts, whofe ftedfaft Faith, 
Pow’, with the frowns of death, could never move: 
This happy day I'll confecrate to Love. ; ( Exeunt. 


EPILOGUE. 


Roth, Gentlemen, you muft vouch{ufe a while 
T excufée my mirth, I cannot chufe but finile, 
And tis to think, how like a fubtle fpye 
Our Poet waits to hear his deftiny 5 
Jufi ix the Entry as you pafi, the place 
Where fir[i you mention your diflike or grace: 
Pray whifper foftly that he may not hear, 
or elfe fuch words as fhall not blaft bis ear. 
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The Names of the Perfons. 


The Duke of savoy. 

Lord Axgelo, his Deputy. 

Beneditt, Brother to Angelo. 

Lucio > F 

spe A tHis Friends. 

Efchalus, a Counfellor. 

Claudio, in love with Julietta. 

Provoft. 

Fryer Thomas. 

Rernardine, a Prifoner. 

Favor as 

Fool. 

Hangman. ; 
Daces, - 4: % 
Beatrice, a great Heirefs 

Tfabella, Sifter to Clandio. 

Julietta, Miltrefs to Clandio. ee 

Viola, Sifter to Beatrice 5 very young. 

Francifca, a Nun, » con 
Moa SCENE Twin. | ACT 


The Law azainf Lovers. 


ACT I. SCENEL 


Enter Duke, Angelo, and Attendants. 


Duke. |e fure in this your {cience does exceed 


The meafures of advice; and to your skill, 


By deputation, I refolve to leave a while 
My place and ftrength. 


Ang. Your Highnefs does amaze me with your truft. 
Duke. Your Brother willbe here tonight; and brings 


His fhare of Victory and fair renown. 


That Victory gives me now free leifure to 


_ Purfae my old defign of travelling 5 

~ Whilft, hiding what I am, in fit difguife, 

_ I may compare the Cuftoms, prudent Laws, 
And managements of foreign States with ours. 


Ang. Your Highnefs has a plenteous choice of men, 


- Whom you may here depute with more fuccefs, 
Than my abilities can promife. 


Duke. Here, take our Commiffion——= 


In which we have enabled you with all 


The fev’ral {trengths and organs of my Pow’r: 


Your youth may bear that weight, which tires my Age. 


Ang. In this acceptance, Sir, I do with fome 
Unwillingnefs obey your pleafure. 
Duke. Heaven does with us, aswe with Torches do, 


- Not light them for themfelves, but others ufe. 
_ For if our virtues go not forth of us, 


It were alike as if we had them not. 

Be thou at full our felf} whilft we are abfent 
From our Seat in Turiz. 

_ Ang. Sir, I could with 


There were more tryal of my mettle made, 


Before fo noble and fo great 
‘A Figure as your own be {tampt on it. 
Duke. No more evafion, . 
Thave preceeded towards you swith choice, { Ewter E(chalus, 
Sufficiently prepar’d. Good Efehalus 
Your ceremony now of taking leave 


_ Mutt needs be fhort. You know the purpofe of 
My truft to Angelo, who here has my 


Commiffion feal'd. . 

_ Efeb. Your Highnefs having been 

So long refolv’d to travel, could not leave 

A Deputation of your Pow’r in better hands. 
Duke. Farewel ! our halte from hence is of import. 

You fhall, as time and fit occafion ferves, 

Have Letters from us; and { hope to know, 

With equal care, what does befall you here. o 
Ang. Will not vour Highnefs give us leave to bring 

You onward on the way ? 

_ Duke. My hafte permits it not. 
pm - M ra 2 You 
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You need not (on mine honour) have to do 

With {cruple, for your {cope is as mine own 35 

So toinforce, or qualifiethe Laws, 

As to your foul feems good. Give me your hand, 

Pll privately away 5 Llove the Peoples 

But would not on a Stage falute the Crowd. 

I never relitht their applaufe 5 nor think 

che Prince has true difcretion who affects it. 

Be kind ftill to your Brother Benedick, 

And give him that refpect which he 

Hath by his fhare in Victory deferv'd. 

Once more farewell. 
Ang. The Heavens give fafety to your purpofes. 
Efch. Lead forth, and bring you back in happinefs. [Ex. Duke. 
Azg. I fhall defire you Efchalus, to let 

Me have free fpeech with you: for it concerns 

Me much to fee the bottom of my place. 

The Duke has left me pow’r, but of what ftrength 

And nature it will prove, may haply 

Require your friendfhip to confider. 
E(ch. My Lord, if it thall pleafe you to withdraw, 


You may command my fecrefie and fervice. LExeunt. 


- Enter Beatrice, Julietta, Viola, Balthazar. 
Beat. Does Signior Benedick return to night? 
Balt. We may expect him prefently. He brings 
A fhare of conqueft with him, and intends 
To make a modeft Entry here by ftealth: 
But he is ftill as pleafant as you left him. 
reat. How many has he kill’d, and eaten, in 
Thefe Wars? but pray, how many has he kill’d ? 
For I promis’d to eat all of his killing. | | 
Balt. Hehas done great fervice inthefe Wars, Lady. 
Beat. Sure you had mufty victual then 5 . 
And he has helpt to eatit. I know, Sir, 
He isa valiant Trencher-man, and has 
A good ftomach. 
Balt. He is a good Souldier, Lady. 
Beat. A good Souldier 
Toa Lady, but what 1s he toa Lord? 


Balt. A LordtoaLord, aman to aman: y 


Stuft with all honourable virtues. 
zeat. Heis, indeed, no le(s than a ftuft man. 
But for the ftuffing Well, we are all mortal. 
Jul. Donot miftake my Coufin Beatrice, Sir, 
There isa kind of a merry war between 
Count Benedick and her: they never meet, 
But there is a skirmith of wit between ‘em. 
Beat. He got nothing by that. In our laft encounter 
Four of his five wits did go halting off; 
And now the whole man is govern’d by one. 
I pray, Sir, who’s his Companion now ? for he was wont, 
Every Month to have a new fworn Brother. 
Balt. Is’t poffible ? 
Beat. Very poflible. 
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He wears his faith but as the fafhion of 
His Hats ir {till changes with the next Block. 
Balt. Madara, the Gentleman is not in your Books. 
viol. If he were, I have heard my Sifter fay 
She would burn her Study. 
Balt. Small/Miftrefs, have you learnt that in your Primer? 
This, Madam, is your pretty Bud of wit. ; 
viol. A Bud that has fome prickles; Sir. Take heed 5 
“You cannot gather me. . 
Beat. But, Signior Balthazar, 
I pray who is Count Benedicks Companion? 
Balt. At idle feafons, Madam, he is pleas’d 
To ufe no bettet company than mine. 
Beat. He will hang on you like a difeafe, 
He's fooner caught than the Peftilence 5 
And the taker does run prefently mad. 
Heaven help you Balthazar, if you have caught 
The Benedickt, for it will coft you more 
Than a thoufand pounds to be cur’d. 
Balt. with I may hold friendthip with you, Lady. 
Beat. Y’ave the wit, Sir, to wifh for your felf. 
yl. You'll never run mad Coufin. 
Beat. Not till a hot Jamuary. [Enter Servant. 
- serv. Madam, your Guardian’s Brother, Count Benedick, 
Ts newly enter’d. 
Beat. The man of War, having been flefhe 
“Inthe laft Battel, will bear all before him. - 
Let us found a retreat, and hide our felves 
Behind the Hangings, to mark his behaviour. 
Viol. Dear Sifter, let me hide my felf too ; 
[ Beatrice, Viola, Juliet, /fep behind the Hangings. 
Balt. O pray do, with a Bongrace from the Sun. 
Madam, I'll leave you to your Ambuth. 
Enter Benedick, Efchalus. 
Ben. My Brother private in affairs of State? 
Ech. My Lord, he’s at this inftant much referv’d3 
But, when [ hall acquaint him.you are here, 
He will difmifs his bufinefs to receive, 
And welcome you? 
Ben. Signior Efchalus, I thank you: but it 
Is fit our private love thould give free way 
To fervice which concerns the publick profit. 
Tam, Sir, infome trouble, that I could 
Not have the happinefs of paying my 
Obedience to his Highnefs e’re he went. 
Will he be abfent long ? 
Efch. That is unknown 
Even toyour Brother Angelo 5 who is his full 
 Vicegerent here, and hath receiv'd commands 
To let you tafte his Pow'r, to every ufe 
That can procure you any benefit, | 
Inmemory of your laft fervice. {Enter Lucio. 
Luc. My Lord you are moft happily return’d; | 
And met with all the joys we can exprefs. 


Ben. 
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Ben. Lucio, 1am much pleas’d to fee you wells 
It gives me hope that I fhall have but few 
Sad Evenings here in Turin, if the : 
Beauties which I left be not quite wither’d, 
Their Voices craét, and their Lutes hung on Willows. 
Luc. My Lord, Iam not only haften’d hither by 
My Love to be the firft that fhall congratulate 
Your good fuccefs abroad, but to entreat 
Your aid at home. If you will pleafe but to 
Take leave of that grave Magi{trate a while, 
I fhall deliver you a meflage from mankind. 
Ben. How, Lucio? That is of concern indeed. 
Signior, I {hall befeech you to obferve 
My Brother's leifare, that I may attend him. 
E(eh. Your Lordthip is moft welcome to Tariz. [Exit Efchalus. 
Ben. Now, Lucio, {peak your affair from that great 
Common-Wealth which fent you, Mankind. 
Balth. They are too many for you to enquire 
Particularly after their healths 5 therefore 
He may without Ceremony proceed. 
Luc. You have heard of the Supream Pow’r plac’d in 
Count Angelo your Brother ? 
Ben. I have, Lucio. 
Luc. Under your favour, Sir, 
I may fay the beginning of his rule 
Is not pleafing to the beft fort of men, 
He deals very hardly with Lovers. 
Bex. Lam forry to hear that of a Brother. 
Lac. My Lord, {am more forry to report it. 
He has already reviv'd an old Law, 
Which condemns any man to-death, who gets, 
Being unmarry’d, a Woman with Child. 
Ben. How Lucio? does he mean to govern like 
The Tyrant Turk, with Ev’nuchs of his Counctl ? 
Luc. You mutt aflwage the choler of his wifdom, 
And put him in mind that menare frail. 
Ben. This bufinefs, Balthazar, requires our care 5 
For we having profefled againft the bonds 
Of Marriage, andhe, reftraining ° 
The liberty of Lovers, the good Duke 
When he returns, will find no Children left 
In Turin. ; 
Luc. For my part, Sir, 
Tonly fear the deftruction of Learning : 
For if there be noChildren, farewel Gramar-Schools. 
Ben. Come, we mutt fit in Council, Balthazar, 
Increafe our party, and ftill defie marriage. 
Beat. We cannot hear’em, Juliet; let usenters  [Evter Beat. Jul. 
Ben. My dear Lady difdain! are you yet living? (Viol. 
Beat. Can difdain dye when fhe has fo fit food 
To feed it as Benedick? 
Ben. I am belov’d of all Ladies, only 
You excepted; and [am forry they muftlofe 
Their fighs; for I havea hard heart, 


And can love none. Beat. 
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Beat. A happinefs to Women; who would elfe _ 
Be troubled with a moft pernicious Suitor >? 
Bat! can anfwer your humour; for I 
Had rather hear my Dog bark at a Crow, 
_ Than a Man {wear he loves me. 
Ben. Keep in that mind, Lady, for then {ome of my 
_ Friends may {cape a predeftinate fcratcht face. 
»__ Beat. Scratching could not make it worfe, 
_ If it were fuch a Face as Benedickh’s. 
’ Bex. You are a rare Parrot-teacher. 
Beat. A Bird of my tongue, is better than a Bealt of yours. 
Ben. T would my Horfe had the {peed of your Tongue; 
-But keep your way: I have done. . 
__ Beat. Juliet, he always ends with a Jades trick. 
_ Jul. The Gentleman’s wit is tir’d after {purring. 
_ Vio. Y’are welcome home my Lord. Have you brought 
- Any Pendants, and fine Fans, from the Wars >? 
Ben. What my {weet Bud, you are grown to aBloflom! 
Vio. My Sifter has promis’d me that I fhall be 
~ A Woman, and that you fhall make love to me, 
"When you are old enough to have a Wife. 
Ben. This is not a chip of the old Block, but will prove 
Afmart Twig of the young Branch. [ Exter Etch. and Serv. 
__ Efeh. Lord Angele expects you, Sir, and this 
Fair Company. , [ Ex. Beat. Ben. Balth. Jul. Efch. Vio. 
__ Serv. Signior Clandio, now under an Arreft, 
| Defires to {peak with you. yy ae 
__ Lue. How! under Arreft? The Governour’s houfe 
Is no proper place for a Prifoners vifit. 
Pray favour me fo much as to tell him that 
Til come down to receive his commands. [ Ex. Serv. Lue. 
Enter Provott, Claudio, offcers.- 
~_Cland, Thus can the Demi-ged Authority make 


Us pay down for our offence by weight [ Exter Lucio, 
_ Lue. Claudio! how now! from whence comes this rettraint > 
Cland. From too much liberty, . : 


_ As Surfet is the father of a Fatt, 
So Liberty by the immoderate ufe, 
Turns to reftraint. Our Nature does purfue®: 
An evil Thirft, and when we drink we dye. 
_ Lue. If E could {peak as wifely under Arrett, 
~ I woul!d fend for fome of my Creditors3 
Yet (to fay truth) I had rather enjoy 
The foppery of freedom, than the wife 
Morality of Imprifonment. What 
Is thy offence Clandio>> ED 
_ Claud. To {peak of it were to offend again. 
~ Luc. What ts it, Murder>® s | le 


_- SW 


Claud. No. 4 ght 929 pct oh 
Luc. {believe ’tisthat which the precife call Incontinence. 


Claud. You may call it folio! 96 07 | Peter Balthazar. 
Bal. -I am told Claudio is Atrelted, vol ema 
_ Luc. ‘Tis too true, Balthasar. 10 208- ii aie ‘copie 
Bal What is his crime? .(03!o1g sr 03 diod Nive oW A ' 
| awl Lue. 
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Luc. Lord Angelo has taught us fo much modefty, 
That [am afham’d to name it. 

Balth. What, is there a Maid with Child by him? 

Luc. No, but I fear there isa Woman with Maid by him. 

Prov. Signior, I fhall offend if you ftay here: 

Be pleas’d to go. 

Claud. Provoft, allow me but a few words more. 

Luc. Pray Claudio {peak your mind: we are your friends. 

Claud. (grieve to tell you, Gentlemen, that I 
Have got poffeflion of Fulietta’s bed. 

She is my Wife by facred vows, and by 

A contraét feal’d with form of witneffes. 

But we the ceremony lack of marriage, . 
And that, unhappily, we did defer | 
Only for the affurance of a Dowry, 4% 
Remaining in the Coffers of her Friends; 

From whom we thought it fit to hide our love, 

Till time had mafter’d their confent to it. 

But fo it happens, that 

Our oft {toln pleafure is now writ 

With Charatters too grofs in Juliet. 

Bal. With Child perhaps. 

cland. ’Tis fo5 
And the new Deputy ) 

Awakens all the enroll'd penalties, 

“Which have been Nineteen years unread, and makes 

Me feel the long neglected punifhment, a 
By fuch a’Law,, as three days after 

Arreft, requires the forfeit of my head. 

Luc. Thy head ftands now fo flightly + 
On thy fhoulders, that a Milk-maid, if the it 
Be in love, may figh it off. . 

Bal. Lucio, you are a {tranger to Lord Angelo, 
But I well know the fowrenefs of his Soul : 

AndI was told in pafling to you hither, 

That Juliet is Arrefted in his houfe, 

And fore’d from the proteCtion of 

The Lady Beatrice his fair Ward. eo 

Luc. Vlike it not: fend quickly to the Duke, Re 
And then appeal to him. 4 

Claud. I have dorie fo3 but he’s not to be found. 
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I prethee, Lucio, lend me thy affiftances ft 
This day my Sifter fhould the Cloifter enter, = 
And there receive her approbation. T 
Acquaint her with the danger I am in. Mi 


Implore her in my name, that fhe make friends 

To the ftridt Deputy: fhe muft her felfaffay him 

[have great hope in that; for in her youth 

There is a {weet and fpeechlefs dialed, 

Such as moves mens and well fhe can perfwade. 
Lue.) I with fhe may. I would be loth 

That any of my friends fhould foolifhly 

Play away their lives at a Game of Tick-tack. 
Bal, We will both to her prefently. . 
| Gland. 
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~ Claud. Come Officers, away! [Exeunt. 
it Enter Dike and Fryer Thomas. y 
 pitke. No, Holy Father; throw away that thought 5 
‘Lov’s too tender to dwell in my cold bofom. 
I[defire you to give me fecret harbour, 
‘For a defign more grave and wrinkled than 
‘The aims of giddy youth can have. 
* Fryer. May your Grace fpeak of it? 
: puke. None, Holy Father, better knows than you, 
How I have ever jik’d a life retir’d5 
And (till have weary of Affemblies been, 
Where witlefs youth comes dreft to be ador’d. 
[have deliver’d to Lord Angelo 
(A man of ftri€tnefs, and firm abftinence) 
My abfolute pow'r and place here in Twriz 5 
And he believes me travelling to Spaiz 5 
Now (pious Sir) you will demand of me 
Why I did this? j 

Fryer. I fain would know. 

Duke. We have ftrict Statutes, and chaftifing Laws, 
Which I have fuffer’d Nineteen years to fleep, | 
"Even like an o’regrown Lyon in a Cave 
" That goes not out toPrey. But as fond Fathers 
Bind up the threatning Rod, and ftick it in 
"Their Childrens fight, for terror more than ufe; ‘ 
Till it in time become’ more markt than fear’d5 
, our decrees, dead to infliction, ‘to 
~ Themfelves are dead, and froward liberty, 
~ Does Juftice ftrike, as Infants beat the Nurfe. ~ 
Fryer. This ty’d-up Juftice, Sir, you might have foori 
~ Let loofe, which would have feem’d more dreadful 

Than in Angelo. 
Duke. Too dreadful,Sir. For fince 
"Tt was my fault to give the People {cope; 
~ It may feem tyranny to punifh them, 
For what I bid them act. We do no lefs 
‘Than bid unlawful a€tions to be done; . 
When evil deeds have their permiffive Pats. 
_ Fry. Lamconvine’d. 
Duke. 1 have on Angelo impos'd 
_ Th'unpleafant pow’r of punifhings who may 
Within the Ambuth of my name,—— ftrike home. 
And to behold how‘he does rule,: Iwill, 

As if | were a Brother of your Order, 

Vit both Prince'and' People. Therefore, ! prays 

“Supply me with the Habit, and inftruct me how 

I may in perfon a true Fryar feem. 1 

I can allow’you no more reafons for 

This action now, thanthat Lord Angelo 
Stands at a Guard with Envy, and does fcarce 
~ Confe that his bloud flows; 
The Man feems fingular, but we fhall fee, 
If Pow’r change purpofe, what our feemers bes 
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Enter Uabella, avd Francifca a Nux. 
1/2. But have you Nuns no further priviledge? 
Nun. Are not thefe large enough ? 
1/t. They ares ! {peak not as defiring more, 
But rather withing a more ftri& reftraint 
Were on the Sifterhood vow,d to Saint Clare. . 
Lue. Ho! peace be in this place! (Lucio, Balthazar within. 
Ifab. Who is it that does call? 
Nun. It is a mans voice. Gentle Z/zbell, 
Pray turn the Key, and know his bufinefs of him: 
You may, I may not; you are yet unfworn. 
When you have vow'd you muft not {peak with men, 
But in the prefence of the Priorefs 5 
Then if you fpeak, you muft not fhew your face 5 
Or if you thew your face, you mult not fpeak. 
Luc. Ho! the Sifterhood. . 
Nun. He calls agains I pray you anfwer him. 


Ifab. Peace and Profperity. Whois't chat calls? [Ewter Luc.Balt. 


Luc. Hail Virgin! pleafe you befriend us fo, 
As to permit us to the fight of Z/abell, 
A novice of this place, and Sifter to 
Young Claadio, her unhappy Brether. 
fab. Why her unhappy Brother? Let me ask 5 
The rather fince fnow muft make it known 
Tam that J/abella, and his Sifter. 
Lac. Gentle, and fair; your Brother kindly greets you. 
Bal. We cannot, Lucio, come too fuddenly- 


With forrows to a mind prepar'd; ‘tis fit 2 


You tell her that her Brother isjia Prifon. 
Ifab. Ay me! for what? , 
Luc. For that which,cannot' be excus’d5 
And yet, perhaps ifhe were try’d 
By Judges not much older thanshimfelf, 
Would have an eafie punifhment. He has, 
I hope unwillingly, got his friend with Child. 
If. Sir, make me not your fcorn. 
Luc. I would not, though ’tis my familiar fin, 
To jeft with Maids, play with all Vigins fo. 
I hold you as a thing infhrin’d, and to, 
Be talkt with as a Saint in all fincerity. 
if, You hurt the good in mocking me. 
Bal. Believe what he has faid 1s truth. 
fab. Some one with Child by him? my Coufia Juliet 2 
Luc. 1s fhe your Coufin? 
fab. Adoptedly, as School-maids change their names. 
Luc. She it is. 
Ifab. Let him marry her. 


Bul. Marry’d, they are in fight of Heaven, though not - 


With fuch apparent forms, as-makes the Law 

Approve and witnefs it. xe) 
Luc. The Duke is very ftrangely gone from hence 5 

And with full force of his authority, 

Lord Angelo now Rules; a man whofe bloud 

Is very Snow-broth, one who never feels — 
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The wanton motions of the fenfe 5 but does 
Rebate and blunt his natural edge, 
With Morals, Lady. He ftudies much, 
And fatts. : 
Balt. To frighten Libertines (who long have {cap’d, 
And filently have run by th’ fleeping face 
Of hideous Law, as Mice by Lyons fteal_) 
Lord Angelo has haftily awak’d_ 
A dreadful act, under whofe heavy fenfe, 
Your Brothers life falls into defperate forfeit. 
Luc. All hope is gone, unlefs you have the grace; 
By moving Prayers, to foften Angelo. 
fab. Does he fo fteraly feek his life ? 
Luc. He has already fentenc’d him, and (as 
I hear) the Provoft has a Warrant for 
His Execution. 
fab. Alas, what poor abilities * 
Have [to do him good 2 
Balt. Make tryal of what pow’r you have. 
Ifub. My pow’r alas [ doubt! 
Luc. Go to Lord Avgelo, and Jet him know, 
When Virgins fue, men give like Gods; 
But when they weep and kneel, no pow’r has thea 
So much of Devil in’t, as not to yield. 
Jfab. Vil fee what I can do. 
Luc. But {peedily. 
fab. 1 will about it ftraight 5 
Not ftaying longer, than to give the Mother 
Notice of my bufinefs. I humbly thank you. 
Commend meto my Brother. Soon at night 
Tl fend him certain word of my fuccefs. 
Luc. We take our leaves. 
Tub. Heaven guide you, Gentlemen 
And fo prepare to Amgelo my way, 
As if Saint Céare did prompt me how to pray. [Exeunt. 


ACT If. SCENE IL. 
Enter Angelo, Benedick. 


Ben. WYUT for ill doing, Sir, muft Claudio dye? 
B Ang. The Law appoints that he 
Who gets a Child unlawfully muft dye. 

Ben. But muft a man be requited with death, 
For giving life to another ? ‘ 

Ang. Wemuft not make a {care-crow of the Law 3 
Setting it up to fright our Birds of prey 5 
Andlet it keep onefhape, till cuftom makes it 
Nottheirterrour, but their Pearch. 

Ben. Call, Sir, your own affections to accompt. 
- Hadtime concur’d with place, or place with withing 5 
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And had the refolution of your blood, 
Found means t’attain th’ effect of your own purpofe, 
Perhaps, in fome hot feafon of your life, 
Even you, Sir, would have err’d in that, 
For which you cenfure him. . 
Ang. ’Tis one thing to be tempted, Benedick , 
Another thing to fall. I not deny 
The Jury pafling on a Prifoners life, 
May in the fworn twelve, have a Thief or two 
Guiltier than himthey try. What knows the Law, 
Whether Thieves pafs on Thieves? 
You cannot leffen his offence, becaufe 
I have offended too: but tell me at 
That time, when I, who cenfure him, do fo 
Offend; and my own judgment then fhall be 
A pattern for my death. Brother, he mutt dye. 
Ben. Sir, when I heard you had the place of Juftice, 
{ did not think your gravity didmean 
To {wagger with her broad Sword. Can Dame Juftice 
Become, fo foon, fo notable a Cutter ? 
Ang. Youhaveleavetobe pleafant; but I pray 
Lifter to E/ehalus, he'll give youcounfel. (Exit, and Enter Efchalus. — 
Ben. Good Ffchalus, I fhould have found you out. fe 
Isthere no means to fave poor Clawdio’s life? Fe 
F(zh. Your Brother has given order to the Provoft, 
To {ee his Execution punctually 
Perform’d, by nine to morrow morning. 
Ben. A {hort warning for a terrible long Journey. 
Bch. A Confeffor will be fent to prepare him. 
Ben. I'm told, Signior E/chalus, you havecounfel for me. 
Bfch. My Lord, I'll not. prefime to call it mine 5 
*Tis from your Brother, who does well advife, 
That you would pleafe to think of marriage. 
You know the Lady Beatrice was his Ward 5 
And now her Wardbhip is expir’d. 
Ben. Marry ? 
What to beget Boys for the Headfman ? 
Efeh. Good my Lord, leaving your feverity, 
You needs muft think her beauty worth your praife. 
Ben. She's too low for a high praife, and too little 
For a great praife; but thus far I'll commend her 3 
Were fhe other than fhe is, fhe were then 
Unhandfom, and being no other but 
As fhe is, I do not like her. 
Bch. My propofal deferves a fteady anfwer. 
Ben. My Brother, Sir, and I, walk feveral ways. 
He takes care to deftroy unlawful Lovers 5 
And I'll endeavour to prevent th increafe 
Of lawful Cuckolds. | 
Bch. None of the beauteous Sex can have more virtue, 
Than fair Beatrice. 
Ben. Sir, I fincerely allow your opinion. 
She is yet very exceedingly virtuous, 


And has a Jazinefs towards love: but, Sir, 
She 
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She has too much wit, and great Wits will not lon 
Lye idle. 
Efeh. You have too much mirth to have fufpicion. 
- Ben. As I will not do Ladies fo much wrong 
To. miftruft any, fo Pildo my felf _ 
The right to truft none. 
Efch. This {utes not with your Brothers purpofe. [Enter Lucio, 
Ben. Welcome, are either of you inclin’d tomarriage 2 (Balth, 
- Balt. How, marriage? it isa noofe for Ninnies 5 


Do youthink I will havea Recheat winded 
Inmy forehead, or hang my Bugle in : 
An invifible Baldrick ? 


Luc. If L ever marry, let mine eyes be 

Pickt out with the Pen of a Ballad-maker, 
“And hang me up at the door of a Brothel, 

For the Sign of blind cupid. 

- Ben. You fee; Signior Ffchalvs, my Brother makes 
‘So many Enemies.to propagation; yO? 


That if the Duke ftay long, ‘he may chanee find 


~ADominion without Subjects.* - 

Lue. If he have any, they will need 
“No Governour, for they will all be’old 

‘Enough to govern themfelves. ’ (Enter Beatrice, Violas 
Ben. Here comes the Lady April, whofe fair face 
Is always incident to fome foul weather. — 

Beat. I wonder you will ftill be talking, Benedick; 


Nobody marks you. 
Ben. I mean to drink 
_ Opiunxe before [come in your Company, 


That you may excufe my follies, 
With faying, I talkin my fleep. | 
Beat. Where is Lord Angelo? 
 Efeh. Madam, heis retir’d. 

Beat.. What to-his’ Prayers ? 
As Executioners kneel down and ask pardon, 
Before they handle the Axe. 

Ben. Hale in Maine-Bolin! the ftorm begins ! 

Beat. Heaven fend the good Duke here again! do you 
Not hear, Signior, E/¢halus, of the Mutiny 


- InTown? 


- Efeh. No, Madam, is there a Mutiny ? 
Beat. All the Midwives, Nurfes, and Milk-women 
Are up in Arms, becaufe the Governour 


_ Has made a Law again({t Lovers. 


Ben. True, the Law is, that noné who have not been 


Bound Prentices to Hywen, {hall fet up 
_ In thetrade of making Children. 


Ejeh. Madam, you will marry, and have your freedom. 
Beat. Marry? yes, if you'll fafhion mea man 

Of a middle conftitution, between © poy 

Lord Angelo’s Carthufian gravity, 

And his Brother Rexedick 3 the one ts 

Too like a State-Image and fays nothing 5 

And the other, too’ like a‘ Country Lady's ee 
a elt 
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Eldeft Son, evermore talking. 
Ben. Nay do but perfecute my Brother, 
And I am fatisfy’d. 
"Beat. Signior Efchalus, is not my Wardfhip out ? 
Efch. Yes, Madam. 7 
Beat. And this Houfe, where the Governour lives, mine own? 
Efch. Madam, it is. 
Beat. Methinks my Guardian 
Is but arude Tenant. How durft he with 
Unmanly power, force my Coufin Juliet from me? 
Fjch. Lady, it was the Law that us‘d that force. 
Beat. The Law? is fhe not married by fuch Vows 
As will ftand firm in Heaven? that’s the fubftantial part 
Which carries the effect, and mutt fhe then 
Be punifhe for neglect of form? 
Mutt confcience be made good by compliment ? 
Ben. My Brother will have men behave themfelves 
To Heaven, as Boys do to their Pedants: they 
Mutt not fay grace, without making their legs. 
Beat. 1 am glad Benedick, to hear you 
Sometimes in the right. 
Ben. I'm inthe right, Lady, only oe 
As often as you are in the wrong. . 
Beat, Pray, Signior Efchalus, defire my Guardian 
To let the Divines govern the Civilians. 
I would have my Coufins {piritual marriage 
Stand good in confcience, though ‘tis bad in Law. 
She mutt not be lockt up within thick Walls, 
And Iron Grates. A Wood-bine Arbour will 
Prove {trong enough to hold a Lady, when 
She is grown fo weak as to be inlove. . 
Viol. Pray, Sifter, why is Juliet in Prifon ? rh 
Beat. Peace, Viola, you are too young to know. 
Ben. She play’d with a bearded Baby, Miftrefs, 
Contrary to Law. 
Viol. Alas, poor Juliet! Vl fing no more 
Tothe Governour, tll he lets her out. 
Beat. Sir, the Deputy drinks too much Vinegar 5 
ic makes his difpofition fowr. _ 
Efch, Pray, Madam, tell him fo. 
Beat. No, Sir, you States-men manage your difcourfe 
Amoneft your felves by figns. I am not mute 
Enough to underftand your Myfteries. 


Come, Viola, V'll write to the Duke. [Exeunt Beat. Viol. 
Ben. This would make arare Wife, were fhe not =, 
A woman. 


Balt. You withthe men, and fhe with the maids, will 
Quickly forbid all Banes. 

Luc. If we do not 
Bring 11] Poefies of Wedding Rings out of : 
Fafhion, let’s not be numbred with the Wits. | [Exeunt. 

Enter Angelo aud Provolt. 
Ang. What is your bufinefs, Provoft? 
Prov. Isit your will Clandio fhall dye to morrow ? 
Ange 


- Remorfe, as mine is to him. 


_ The Prifon, where Claudio may not fee her. 
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Aug. Did I not fay he fhould? had you not order? 


/ Why do you ask again ? 


Prov. Left I might be toorafth. 


- Under your good correction, I have (een 


When, after execution, the wife Judge 
Has his rafh doom repented. 
Ang. Do you your office, or elf give it up, 


And you thall well be fpar’d. 


Prov. | crave your Excellencies pardon. 
What (hall be done with the weeping Juliet 2 
Ang. Difpofe of her tofome apartment in 


Nere | [ Exter Servant. 
serv. Here is a Sifter of the man condemn’d, 


_ Defires accefs to you. 


Ang. Already 1s his Sifter come, 


‘She has the reputation, Provoft, of 


A virtuous Maid. 
Prov. 1, my good Lord, a very vistuous Maid, 


And tobe fhortly of a Sifterhood. 


' Ang. Let her be admitted. [Exit Servant. 
- Provoft take care that Julict be remov'd . 
At diftance from her Lover. [Enter Lucio, Iabella. 


Prov. Heaven {till preferve your Excellence. 
Ang. Stay here awhile. Y’are welcome, what's your will? 
fab. 1am a woful Sutor to your Excellence, . 
If you in goodnefs will vouchfafe to hear me. 
Ang. What is your fuit? 
fab. There is a vice which moft I do abhor, 


And moft defire that it fhould meet rebuke ; 


For which I would not plead, but that I muft. 

Ang. Well, come to the matter. 

Ifab. {havea Brother is condemn’d to dye. 
T would befeech you to condemn the fault, and not 
My Brother. 

Prov. Heaven give thee moving graces! 
_ Ang. Is not each fault condemn’d e’re it be done? 
I were the very Cipher of Authority, 
If I fhould fine the fault, whofe fine ftands in 
Record, and yet forgive the Actor. . 

Tfab. Oh jutt! but yet fevere Law! 
Thad a Brother then. Heaven keep you, Sir. 

Luc. Give it not over fo, to him again: 


Kneel down before him; y’ are too gold. 


Tfabe Mutt he needs dye ? 

Ang. Virgin, no remedy. 

Tfab. Yes, I believe that you might pardon him 5 
And neither. Heaven, nor man, would at 
The mercy grieve. 

Ang. 1 will not do’t. 

Yfab. Youcan then if-you would ? 

Ang. That which I fhould not do, I cannot do. 

Tab. But you may do it, Sir, and do the world 
No hurt: I would your heart were toucht with fuch 


Ang, 
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Ang. He's fentenc’d, “tis too late. Sab be 


Luc. You are too tame. ay: 
1fab. Too late? I who have fpoke a word, may call __ 
The meaning back. .NoCeremony, . 
No Ornament which to the Great belongs 5 
Not the Kings Crown, nor the deputed Sword, 
’ ‘The Martial’s Truncheon, nor the Judges Robe, : . 
Become them with fo beautiful a grace . : a. 
As mercy does. If he had been as you, 
And you as he, you might have err’d like him; 
But he like you, would not have been fo ftern. 
Ang. [pray be gone. . 
Tfab. Would Heaven, if you were Lfabell, that I 
A while might have your pow’r, to let you fee 
How foon the forrow of-a Sifters tears, 
Should clenfe the foulnefs of a Brothers fault. 
Luc. That isthe Vain, touch it boldly. 
Ang. Your Brother ts a forfeit of ‘the Law3 
And you but wafte your words. ©! 3 ahaa yt 
« Ifab. Alas, alas, all Souls were forfeit ounces ee 
And he who might the vantage belt have took, eee 
Found out the remedy. What would you do ee 
If he, who on the utmolt top of heights, bel he 
On Judges fits, fhould judge you'as you are? 
Ang. Be youcontent, fairMaid, © 7 se 
It was the Law, notI, condemn’d yourBrother; a 
Were he my Kinfman or my Son, it fhould cat e 
Be with him thus. And he muft dye to morrow, + ee R 
1/eb. To morrow? Oh that’s frdden! fpare him! fpare him! 4 


He’s not prepar’d. Even for our’Kitchins we ” 
The Fow! of Seafon kill. Shall we ferve Heaven ~ 
With lef refpect , than we would minifter | : 
To our grofs (elves? My Lord, in mercy fpeak ! e's ; . 
Who is it that has dy‘d for this offence ? eee 
Too many have committed it. SGT SE baa 
Luc. Well faid. > ©« 2) - in 7 iS 
4ng. The Law has not been dead, though it has flept. 
Thofe many had not dar’d to a that crime, 
If he who firft did the edict infringe, 
Had anfwer'd for his deed. ’Tis now awake 3° 
Takes note of what is‘déne, and Prophet-like, ~~ + bad 
Looks ina Glafs, which {hows what future ills, a 
Might by remiffnefs be in progrefs hatcht. 
Ifab. Yet fhow fome pity. : 
Ang. 1 fhow it moft, when I moft Juftice fhow, 
For Lcommiferate then} even thofe whom I 
Shall never know; and whofe offences, if > a 
They were forgiven, might afterwards deftroy them. $7: eae 
And alfo dohim right, who, punitht for oe 
One pleafing crime, lives not to’ act another. 
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Be fatisfy'd; your Brother dies to morrow. ©" sel 
yfab. So you, my Lord, muft be the firft that ere alt 

This fentence gave, ‘and he the firft that {uffers it. 1 

°Tis excellent to have a Giants ftrength$ oInas 
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| But Tyrannous to ufe it like aGiant. 
Luc. Well {aid again. 
fab. If men could thunder 
_ As great Jove does, Jove ne'er would quiet bes 
For every cholerick petty Officer, ‘ 
_ Would ufe his Magazine in Heaven for Thunder : 

» We nothing fhould but Thunderhear. Sweet Heaven t 

Thou rather with thy {tiff and fulph’rous bolt 

 Doft fplit the knotty and obdurate Oak, 

Than the foft Mirtle. O but man, proud man! 

(Dreftina little brief authority, “ 

' Moft ignorant of what he thinks himfelf 

_ Affur’d) does in his glaffy effence, like 
An angry Ape, play fuch fantaftick tricks 
Before high Heaven, as would make Angels laugh 
if they were mortal, and had fplcens like us. 

Lac. To him, he will relent, f feel him coming. 

_. Prov. Pray Heaven fhe gain him ! 

Ang. Why do you ufé this paffion before me? 

 _ Tab. Authority, though it does err like others, 

» Yet has a kind of Med’cine in it {elf, 

~ Which skins the top of every vice. , 

‘Knock at your bofom, Sir, and ask your heart 

Ifit contains no crime, refembling’ my 
Poor Brothers fault, and then, if it confefs 

-Anatural guiltinefs, fuch as his is, 

Let it not found a fentence from-your tongue, 
Againft my Brothers life. 

_ Ang. She {peaks fuch fenfe ¢ 
As with my reafon breeds fuch Images, ; ) 
As fhe has excellently form’d. Farewel.. 

_ -Ifab. Gentle, my Lord, turn back! * 
Ang. I will bethinkyme, come again to morrow. 
- Ifab. Heark, how I'll bribe you; good my Lord turn back. 
Ang. How! bribe me? - 
_ dab. I, with fuch gifts that Heaven fhall fhare with you. 
* Luc. You had marr’dall elfe. 
_ Ifab. With early Prayers that fhall ‘be up at Heaven, 
And enter there before. 
The mornings Cafement opens to the World; 
The Prayers of fafting maids. 
Ang. Well, come tome to morrow. 
Luc. Enough, away ! alia 
_ fab. All that is good be near your Excellence. , 
Ang. thank you. -- 
 ‘Ffab. At what hour fhallT attend you. , 
Amy. At any time ere noon. * 
fab. The Angels till preferve you. (exennt albbut Angelo. | 
Ang. From all, but fromthy virtue‘maid! | — . | 
Hove her virtue. But, temptation! O! 19yW 
Thou falfe and cunning guide! whovinm difguife. 

OF Virtues fhape lead’{t us through Heaven to Hell. 

No vitious Beauty could with: pradtis'd Art >> iv 

' Subdue, like Virgin-innocence, my heart. Exit. 
AS ‘Oo Enter 


- 


~ 
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Enter Duke in difeuife of a Fryar, and Provolt. 
Duke. Hail to you, Provolt, fo I think you are. 
Prov. Tamthe Provoft. What's your will, good Father > 
puk. Bound by my charity, and my’blefled Orders, 
I come to vifit the affli@ed minds | 
In Prifon here. Do me the common right, 
Toletrme fee them; and to let me know 
The nature of their crimes; that I may minilter 
Accordingly to their relief. 
prov. t would do more than that, if more were needful. , 
Look, here comes one, whoinher flames of youth  ([Evter Juliet. 7 
Has blifter’d her fair fame. She is with Child, 
And he that got it fentenc’d. 
puke. When muft he dye? 
Prov. As I believe, to morrow. 
I'll go-in; and prepare him for your vilit : 
In the mean time beftow your counfel here. Exit Provoft. 
puke. Repent you (fair one) of the fin you carry ? 
yl. 1 bear my punifhment moft patiently. 
Duke. Vl teach you how you fhall arraigo your conf{cience, 
And try your penitence. 
Ful. Vil gladly leara. 
Duke. Lov'd you the man that wrong’d you ? 
Jul. Yes, as I lov'd the woman that wrong’d him. = 
Duke. So then it feems you mutually have fin’d ? 
Ful. We mutually have fin'd againft the Law; 
And I repent for it, but am as much 
Afflicted at my ignorance, 
Not knowing ‘twas a fin when! tran(greft, 
As at the fin it felf? 
puke. If Daughter you repent that fio, becaufe 
It brings you fhame, it isacOmmon, and 
An erring grief, which looks more at our felves, 
Than towards Heavens not {paring Heaven for love, 
But fear. ! 
Jul. As’tis an evil Trepent, and grieve not for 
The fhame, becaufe you think it is deferv'd. 
Duke. There reft. , 
Your Partner (as I hear) muft dye to morrow 5 
And I am going with inftrutions to. him. 


Grace go with you. [ Exit. 
jul. Mutt dye tomorrow? oh injurious love ! ; 

It refpites me a life whofe very betft 
[ Exit. 


Is ftill a dying horror. | 
Enter Claudio, Lucio, Balthazar- 
Balth. Claudio, to tarry longer with you now, 
Were but to lofe that time which we 
Muft husband for your benefit. No care 
Is wanting in your Sifter, nor in us. oh 
Luc. Our Lawyers make good Merchandife of Women, 
The head of a man pays for a maidenhead. L 
claud. There is no rack fo painful in this Prifon, Vw 
As that which ftretches me ‘tween hope and doubt. iv Ol 
All Indefire is certainty. 
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Balt. You {peak as if you were already in 
Another world; for there’s no certainty 
In this. We'll fee you hourly, fo farewel. 
Luc. When I leave this wanting world, to meet death, 
Til ride Poft to him on a Hobby-horfe, 
And fence againft his Dart with a Fools Bauble. 
Claud. By all your loyal friendthip, Balthazar, 
_ Let Fuliet be protected with your care, 
And courage, from injurious tongues. 
Balt. I will deferve your trutft. 
_ -Cland. Pray ferve her with a noble tendernefs, 
In all that her afflictions fhall require. 
Balt. 1 need not fuch a {trict command, 
- Away; let’s leave him to his meditations, 
Luc. Remember Claudio, 
This wicked world does homage to rich Fools, 
And witty men want money. Eater Provott. 
Prov. A Father defiresto {peak with you. [ Ex. Claudio, Provott. 
Luc. Methinks it is too late for Clandio to 
Expect a Reprieve. 
_. Balt. Hope is fo familiar an acquaintance, 
That though fhe ftays with us all day, yet we 
_ Are loth to part with her at night. 
Luc. Where is Benedick? 
Balt. Gone to. Beatrice, fhe juft now fent for him. 
Luc. We fhall never out-face the world with our 
 Invectives againft marriage, for I find 
Sexes will meet, though Mountains and rough Seas 
Make a long {pace betweenthem. Our defign 
~ OnBenedick and Beatrice mutt be purfu'd. 
Balt. Let’s tothe Governours, and in the way 
_ Piltell thee how we ought to manage it. [ Exeunt. 
Ss Enter Angelo. 
Ang. My weighty Office I can value now, 


- 


But as an idle plume worn in the wind. [ Enter Servant. 
. Serv. The Sifter, Sir, of Claudio defires accefs. 
Ang. Shew her the way into the Gallery. [ Exit Servant. 


Why does my blood, thus flowing to my heart, 
Make it unable for it felf} whillt then 
It difpoffeffes other parts of that 
~ Which they inleffer ftreams would ufeful make ? 
So deal officious throngs, with him who {wounds 5 
_ They cometo help him, and they ftop the air 
By which he fhould revive; and fo 
The numerous Subjects to a well-wifht King, 
Quit their own home, and in rude fondnefs to 
His prefence crowd, where their unwelcome love, 
- Does an offence, and an oppreffion prove. [ Exit. 
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-— Ufab. | Am come to know your pleafure. ) 


2 


ACT III. Scene I. 
Enter Mabel, Angelo. 


Ang. That you might know it would much better pleafeme, 
Than to demand what ’tis: your Brother cannot live. 
Ifab. Even fo, Heaven keep your Excellence. 
Ang. Stay a little, 
For he perhaps may live awhile: nay, and 
As long as you or I, fince none can know 
Their own appointed ends. Yet, he mutt dye. 
fab. Under your fentence ? 
Ang: Yes. 
Tfab. When, I befeech you > that in his Reprieve 
(Longer or Shorter) he may be fo fitted 
That his Soul may not fuffer with his body. 
Ang. Hehada filthy vice. It were as good 
To pardon him that has from Natureftoln | 
A man already made, as to permit 
Their fawcy fweetnefs, who Heavens Image coyn 
In Stamps which are forbid. 
fab. That is fet down in Heaven, but not on Earth. 
ang. How? fay youfo? then! fhall quickly poze you. 
Which had you rather, that the moft jult Law 
Should take your Brothers life, or to redeem him, 
Give up your pretious felf to fuch a blemith 
As fhe permitted whom he ftain’d ? 
Tab. Vil rather give my Body than my Soul. 
Ang. V talk not of your foul. Our compell’d fins 
D6 more for number ftand, than for account. 
Ifab. How fay you, Sir? ; 
‘ng. Nay, Vil not warrant that: for Pcan {peak 
Againft the thing Ifay: anfwer to this. 
I (now the voice of the recorded Law.) - 
Pronounce a féntence on your Brothers life, 
Might there not be a charity in fin, 
To fave this Brother's life 2 
tfzb. Pleafe you to dott, 
[li take it as a peril to my foul, 
It is no fin at all, but charity. 
Ang. You doing it at peril of your foul, f 
Make equal poize of fin and charity. 
Ifab. That I do beg his life, if it be fin, 
Heav'n let mebear’t. If it be fin for you 
To grant my fuit, I'll make it ftill my Prayer, 
To have it added to the faults of mine, 
And not to your account. 
Ang. Nay, but hear me. 
Your {enfe purfues not mine; fure you are ignorant 
Or feem {c craftily, and that’s not good. 


Zab. Let mebe ignorant, and in nothing good, 3 
Ut 


a — = 


The Law againft Lovers. 291 
j sna sty learners es 4 S : ; - - ® 
But gracioufly to know I am no better. | | 
Ang. Thus Wifdom withes to appear moft bright, 
“When it does tax it felf; asa black Mafk 
Often proclaims a cover'd beauty more, . 
Than beauty does it felf, when openly 
Difplaid. But mark me Jfabell, 
Or if I may more plainly be receiv’d, 
‘Till {peak more home. Your Brother is to dye. 
) Ifab. So! 
( Ang. And his offence is fuch, as it appears 


- Accountant to the Law. 
Ifab. True! 
dag. Admit no other way could fave his life, 
(As! fubfcribe not that, nor any other, 
‘Unlefs by way of queftion) but that you 
(Finding your felf defir’d of fuch a man 
- Whofe credit with the Judge, could free your Brother) 
_ Moft either yield the treafures of your youth, 
- Or elfe muft let him dye: what would you do? 
__ Ifab. As much for my poor Brother, as for Z/abell. 
',, Ehimpreflion of fharp whips I gladly would 
“As Rubies wear, and {trip my felf 
_ Even for a Grave, as for a Bed, e’rel 
_ Would yield my honour up to fhame. 
Aug. Then muft your Brother dye. 
Jab. And ’twere the cheaper way. 
- Better it were a Brother dyea while, 
~ Than that aSifter, by redeeming him, 
Should dye for ever. 
Ang. Are younot thenas cruel as that fentence 
~ Which you have flander’d fo? 
If2h. Ignoble ranfom, no proportion bears 
To pardon freely givens and lawful mercy, 
‘Is not at all-akin to foul redemption. 
Ang. You feem'd of late to make the Law a Tyrants 
_ And {fo your Brothers guiltinefs excus’d, : 
As if it rather might be ftil’d 
A recteation than a vice. 
Tfab. O pardon me my Lord. Oft it falls out, 
That Pleaders {peak not what they mean, 
In hope to get what they would have. 
I fometimes may excufe the thing I hate, 
For his advantage, whom I dearly love. 
Ang. We ate all frail. 
 Ifab. Elfe let my Brother dye. 
Ang. Nay, Women are frail too. 
1/ab. I, as the glafles where they fee themfelves, 
Which are as eas'ly broke, as they make forms. 
Women? help Heaven! pray call us ten times frail, 
For we are foft, as our complexions are, 
And foon a bad impreffion take. | 
dng. And from this teftimony of your own Sex; 
(Since I fuppofe we are not made fo ftrong, _ 


But that our faults, may fhake our frames) let me | at 
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Be bold t’arreft your words. Be what you are, 
That is, a woman, if y’are more, y/are none, 
If you be one (as you are well expre(t 
By all external warrants) fhew it now. 
rab. Thave no Tongue but one. Gentle my Lord, 
Let me intreat you fpeak the former language. 
Ang. Plainly conceive, I love you. 
1/zb, My Brother did love Juliet 5 
And you tell me he fhall dye for it. 4 
Ang. He fhall not, Z/abel, if you give me love. 
1fab. Your pow’r may your difcretion licence give, 
And make you feem much fouler than you are, 
To draw on others. 
Ang. Believe me on mine honour, 
My words exprefs my purpofe. 
1fab. Ha! little honour, to be much believ d, 
Your purpofe is pernicious now difcern’d. 
I will proclaim thee Azgelo, look for'ts 
Sign me a prefent pardon for my Brother, 
Or [ will tell the world aloud 
What man thou art. 
Ang. Who will believe you I/abell 
My unfoil’d name, aufterity of life, 
My word againft you, and my place i'th’ State, 
Will fo your accufation overweigh, 
That you'll be ftifled in your own report. ‘i 4 
And now I give my fenfual race the rains. + 
Yield to my paflion, or your Brother muft 
Not only dye, but your unkindnefs fhall 
Draw out his death to lingring pains. 
To morrow anfwer me, or by that love 
Which now does guide me, Iwill be 
A Tyrant to him. LExi#. 
ifjab. To whom fhali I complain? 
If i tell this, who will believ’t ? 
I'll to my Brother ftraight, 
That-he may know falfe Angelo’s requett, 
And then prepare for his eternal reft. Lexa 
Enter Benedick and Beatrice, feveral waysa 
Ben. 1 was told, Lady, you would {peak with me. 
Beat. 1 would, and I would not. 
Ben. ThenI'll ftay, or I will not ftay 5 
’Tis all one to me. 
Beat. Nay, I know you are but an indifferent man: 
Yet now by chance, I rather am inclin’d 
That you fhould ftay. ‘ 
Ben. And ‘tis a greater chance 
That our inclinations fhould fo foon meet 5 
For I will ftay. 
Beat. Your Brother isa proper Prince, he rules 
With aRod in’s hand inftead of a Scepter, 
Like a Country School-MafterinaChurchs. 
He keeps a large Palace with no Attendants, 
And is fit to have none but Boys for. his Subjects. 
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’ Ben. As ill a3 he governs (if my 
_ Defign thrive again(t the Fetters of marriage, 
_ As his does againft the liberty of Lovers) 


His rule may laft till the end of the world; 
For there will be no next Generation. 
- Beat. Would I might truft you Bexedick. 
en. Madam, you believe me to have fome honour, 
If you have moft fecretly invented 


Anew Dreffing, can you think I'll reveal 
| The fathion, before you wear it? 


Beat. Notwith{tanding your feeming’ indifpofition 
To inventions of Fafhions, yet there be 


Thofe in Turzz, who have tatercepted 


Packets between you and Taylors of Paris. 


Well, though thofe are but light corre{pondents, 
Yet I would truft you in matter of weight. 


Bex. | hope, Lady, you have no plot upon me. 
Vil marry no woman. 
Beat. [ did not think you had been fo well natur’d, 


‘As to prevent the having any cf 
‘Your breed. Marry you? what fhould I do with you? 


ref$ you in my o!d Gown, and make you my 
Waiting Woman? ; 

Ben. A waiting Woman with a Beard? 
Beat. I fhallne’er endure a Husband with a Beard. 
Thad rather lye in woolen. 


Ben. Though you difguife matrimonial pretenfions, — 
With pretty fcorn, “yet f am glad I have 
ABeard for my own defence. And though fa(hion 
Makes me (have much (and that you believe me 


A lover of fafhions) yet mine fhall grow 

To 2 very buth, for my greater fecurity. 

Put, pray proceed to your matter of weight. 
Beat. | will truft you; not as a man of love, 

Bat a man of Arms. . 


_ Ben. At your own peril. 
And more t’ encourage you, I will declare 
‘That though I’m very loth to come within 


The narrow compas of a Wedding Ring 5 


“Yet I owe every fair Lady a good turn. 
| But to the bufinefs. | 
_. Beat. In brief you muft . 
Renew familiarity with your Brother 5 


And {teal the ufe of his Signet to feal 
Julietta’s pardon and her liberty, ev 
And Claudio’s too: this done, they thal! pradtife 
Their efcape, I] endeavour mine 5 and you | 
Signior may fhift for your felf. 
Fen. This 4s but betraying an ill Brother, ' 
For a good purpofe; I'll do't iff can. . 
Beat. You fhall give me the Signet, for I'll have 
All inmy own management. 
Ben. No, though I rob my Brother of the Signet 3 


| You fhall not rob me of the danger. 


rey 


Beat. 
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peat. Then lll proceed no further. > 

Ken. That as you pleafe. 

Beat. You would have the honour of the bufinefs. 

Ben. ’Yisdue to my Sex. 

Beat. Fare you well Sir yet you 
May come again an hour hence, to receive 
An ill look. 

Ben. That will not fright me much 5 for you canlook 
No better than you ufe todo. [Ex. Ben. at ove door. Enter Viola | 
- viol. Sifter, [have got Verfes. Siguior Lucio (at anothers — 
Made them: he and Balthazar are within. : 

Beat. Is Lucio become a man of meetre ? 
That’s the next degree upward to the giddy | 
Station of a foolifh Lover.. They are a 
Compos'd into a Song too. Sing it Viola. (i 


Viola {ings the SON Gay 


Viol. Ake all:the dead! what hoa! what boa! 
V V How foundly they fleep whofe Pillows lye low ¢ 
They wind not poor Lovers who walk above é 
On the Decks of the World in fiorms of love. We fi 
No whifper now nor glance can pafs 
Through Wickets or through Panes of Glafi 5 
For our Windows and Doors are fhut and barr’d. 
Lye clofe in the Church, avd inthe Church-yard. : 
In ev'ry Grave wake roou, make roon ! a 
The Worlds at an end, and we come, we come. 
‘ %, oa : 
The State is now Love's foe, Love's foe 5 
Has feiz'd on his Arms, his Quiver and Bow 3 
Has pinion'd his wings, and fetier'd his feet, 


Becanfé he made way for Lovers to mect. ac 
But 0 fad chanee, bis Fudge was olds 
Hearts cruel grow, when blood grows cold. i‘ ; 

:No maz being young, bis procefs would draw. . a 

O Heavens that love fhould be fibjeE to law! “+A 

Lovers go woo the dead, the dead! T 


Lye twoin a Grave, and to Bed, to Bed! 


Enter Lucio, Balthazar. 4 
Beat. Signior Lucio, youare grown fo defp'rate 
As to write Verfes. / fi 
Luc. Very little bufinefs, much love, ‘hae 
And no money makes up a parcel-Poet. 
But the Verfes are not:mine. 
Beat. Whofe are they ? ; I 
Luc. Balthazar knows the Author. 4 
Balt, Not better than you, who had them from him. | 
_Luc. Pray, Madam, let him tell you. 1 
Balt. Excufe me, Sir, fam as chary of | 
Getting my friend the ill name of a Poet, 
As you are. yy 


t 


Beat. Why Gentlemen, you will not make 


i 


A fecret of telling the hour of the day, 

When your Watches are ready to ftrike? 

Pray whofe are the Verfes? 

Luc. Madam, the Author’s name is Benedick, 
- Beat. Is't poffible? I am gladhe lies bare 

Under the Jafh of the Wits. There are now 
“No fach Tormentors in T#riz as the Wits. 

Poor Bevedick, they'll have him on the Rack 

E’re nights why they wili draw a ftrong line, to 

The fubtle weaknefs of a Spinners thred. 

Balth. | fear, he will be quickly liable 

To a greater torment, than any that 
The Wits can inflict. 

_ Luc. Madam, we are your vow’'d Servants, 

We-cannot chufe but tell you all. Balthazar, 

You made the firft dilcovery, you may {peak it. 

Balt. Madam, ‘tis not civil to lengthen your. 

Expectation. He is in love. 

_ + Beat. Inlove? that were a fudden change, and would fhew 
“More of the Woon in him, than is in a Mad-woman. 

Good Balthazar with whom ? 

_ Balt, Lucio was ready to dye laughing when 

He found it, and fwore then he would tell you. ' 

Beat. Keep your oath, Lucio who is’t that has caught him? 
Luc. Nay, “adam, you now impofe upon me. 

Beat. Let.me intreat you. 

Lac. Why then, as fure as you can love no Lover, 

He loves you. gs 

Beat. This founds like fiction and defign. 

Good Balthazar, he is but newly gone 
. From hence, go feek him out, and bring him back 5 
Your friendfhip may prevail with him. 

Luc. It will beget more mirth, than belongs 
Toa Morrice, in the month of Ady. 
Balt. But I befeech you ao words of our difcov'ry. 
_ Beat. Signior, you may truft me. [Exit Balthazar. 

Perhaps, Lucio, you cannot think it ftrange, 

That I believe you of my Party 5 

And fitter for my truft than Balthazar. 

Luc. Ono, Madam, I have been trufted by 

Young Ladies e’re now. 
Beat. Are you ture Benedick loves me? he has 

No faghion of a Lover in publick. 

Luc. Poor man, he has two contrary extreame 
Of Love-madnefs. He is in company 

As fantaftical as a Fencer after 

His vidtory in a Prizes but in private 
He will figh more than an old Dutch Pilot 

That has loft his Ship. “) 

Beat. 1 (hall have rare diverfion if his fit holds. 

Lue. It is not good to jeft away meas lives. ; 
Beat. I {ee you are ferions: but will you {wear this? 
Luc. If you can endure the coorfenels of {wearing 3 


I've been unlucky at play in my time, 
y at play y p And 
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And fhall quickly {wear like a lofing Gamefter. 
Reut. Stay Sir, you may take up the fools commodity 
Cf belief, without ingaging of oaths: 
{ know you are a man of excellent temper. 
tuc. Madam, I {wear by 
Beat. I pray Sir hold! ——_—— 
Luc. Nay if you would put me tot. 
Beat. Lucio, you mutt difwade him from his loves 
And I muft truft you. I have but one heart, 
And that is already difpos'd off. . 
Luc. Madam, all Lovers compar’d to Benedick., 
Are but lamentable Courtiers in old Cloaths. 
eat. Truly, he was wont to be merry. 
tuc. Fre he felt Love, his heart was as found 
As any Bell, and his Tongue was the Clapper : 
For what his Heart thought, his Tongue would {peak. 
Take heed, you muft not lofe him. 
Beat. Lucio, my heart is defign'd to another. 
Luc. Madam, may [be bold tenquire to whom? 
Beat. You know the man. . 
Luc. Be he what he will, he muft thew as ugly 
As atall man, fitting on a low ftool 
Before a Chimney, compar’d to Benedick, 
Beat. You ought not to fay fo, when { name him, 
Luc. Madam, [ dare juftifie my friend. 
Beat. 1 fhall be angry if you compare him 
To him whom I can name. Suppofeit is 
Signior Lucio. 
Luc. Madam, I confefs Comparifons 
Are fomewhat odious. ! 
Beat. O, are they fo? I pray let me advife you 
Not to leffen your elf; though I perceive 
You canot chufe but make much of your friend. 
Luc. Sits the wind on that fide? I muft hoife fail 
With Top, and Top-gallant. . 
_ Beat. But are you not ty’d, Sir, by fome deep vow 
To wooe for Benedick? I am very tender 
Of Mens vows. 
Luc. Will you believe me, Madam? 
Beat. Without oaths I befeech you. 
Luc. He knows as much the matter of this vifit, 
AsI do of the Great Turk’s particular 
Inclination to Red Herring. 
Beat. Are you in earneft? 
Luc. Balthazar and I 
Were only over officious to ferve him. 
Beat. Nor he is not in love ? 
tuc. No more than a man that goes contioually 
To Sea to make difcoveries. 
Beat. Then it appears a little ftrange, 
That you made this hearty addrefs for him. 
Luc. On my honour, Madam, it was to get. 
‘Some opportunity to move for my felf. 
Beat. And you think him no extraordinary wit? 


Lue. 


7 
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Luce. So, fo, a modeft wit, fomewhat out of countenance 

Being laught at; for then he grows as melancholy f 
As a Lodge in a Warren. / 
Beat. Right, I ufe to laugh at him. 

And then there’s a Partridge wing fav'd at night 5: 

For the Fool will eat no Supper. , 
Luc. Madam, I fee you know him. 

. Beat. Signior Lucio, be kind to your felf. [ Exit. 
a / Luc. Lucio, if thou were't any thing but Lucio, 

mt would hug thee to death. Some men in choler 
~ Rail againft Fortune, but I adore her: 
She has made her {ail of my Mothers Smock. 

- I would the Poets would fend us.adozen . 

_ Such Goddeiies. i [ Eter Balthazar. 
_ -Bal. (have been feeking Bewedick: and I 

Am told now, he’s gone up the back-ftairs, 

~ And is in private with the Deputy. 

_ Where's the Lady Beatrice ? 
Tne. Balthazar, trouble not your felf, for men 

~ May often lofe their labour, 

_. Balt. How fo? 
Luc. Benedick is not the man {he aims at. 
’ . Balt. He’s very fingular and eminent. 

But I confefs, this angling for Ladies 

Is avery fubtle {port a 

Luc. They are Fifhes of fantaftical palats 5 

And will fometimes fooner bite at a Worm, 

“a 
Than at a Afay-F lye. : Pes 

Balt. She has a full fortune. Twelve thoufand Crowns 


A year. 
> Luc. He will be fafe from Creditors that has her. (_Ewfer Viola. 
Viol. Signior Lucio, my Sifter would {peak with you. [ Exit. 


Lae Balthazar, 1 mutt e’en retire from bufiaels 5 
You fee I cannot reft for Ladies. 
. Balt. lprethee put the matter home. [ Fxeunt feveral ways. 
% Enter Duke in Fryers Habit, Claudio, and Provoft. 
. Cland. Father, I thank you! [am now of Death's 
Small party, ‘gainft the Crowd who ftrife for life. [ exter I{ab. 
Ifab. What hoa! Grace dwell within ! 
Prov. Who’s there? the with deferves a welcome. 
Duke. Dear Sir, e’re Jong Fil vifit you again. 
Claud. Molt rev’rend Sir, I thank you. 
Ifab. My bufinefs is a word or twowith Claudio. 
Prov. You are welcome. Look Siguior, here’s your Sifter. 
‘Dake. Provolt, a word. 
Prov. As many as you pleafe. 
Duke. Bring me, where I conceal’d 
May hear them {peak. - (Ex. Dike, Provoft. 
Claud. Now Sitter, what’s the comfort? 
_ Yab. *Tis fach as earthly comforts ufe to be, 
Lord Angelo, having affairs to Heaven, 
Intends you for his {wift Ambaffador. 
Therefore your beft appointment make with {peed 5 
_ To morrow you {et on. 
a1; Pp Pp 2 Claud. 
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Claud. Is there no remedy ? 
fab. Yes Brother, you may live 
There is a devillifh mercy in the Judge 
If you'll implore it, that will free your life, «+ 
But fetter you till death. 
Claud. Perpetual durance > . 
1/zb. ’Tis worfe than clofe reftraint, and painful too” 
Beyond all tortures which afilict the body 5 
Fortis a Rack invented for the mind, 
Claud. But of what nature 1s it? MIO 
ifab. Tis fuch, as fhould you give it your confent, 
Would leave you ftript of all the wreaths of War, 
All ornaments my Father's valour gain’d, 
And thew you naked tothe fcornful world. 
- Claud. Acquaint me with my doom. 
Tfzb. If I could fear thee, Claudio, I fhould weep 
Left thou a fhameful life fhouldft entertain, 
Andsfix or (even fhort Winters more refpect, 
Than a perpetual honour. Dar’ft thou dye? 
The fenfe of death is moft in apprehenfions 
And the {mall Beetle, when we tread on it, 
In corp'ral fuff’rance, finds a pang as great, , ‘ 
As when a Gyant dyes. 
Claud. Why give you methis fhame? 
Think you I can a refolution fetch 
From tendernefs? If [ muft dye, 
Pll welcome darknefs as a fhining Bride. ; 
Ifab. There {poke my Brother: there my Fathers Grave 
Utter’d a chearful voice. Yes, you muftdye, 
You are too noble to conferve a life 
By wretched remedies.’ Our outward Saint 
Does in his gracious looks difguife the Devil. 
His filth within being caft, he would appear 
A Pond, as foul as Hell. 
Claud. The princely Angelo > . 
fab. Oh, be is uglier than the frightful Fiend, 
By Pencils of our cloyfter’d Virgins drawn. 
Speak, Claudio, could you think, you might on earth 
Be guiltlefs made by him, if I would Heaven 
(Which never injur’d us) fouly offend ? 
Cland. Infernal Angelo! can this be true? . 
fab. Yes, he would clear you from your blackeft crimes, 
By making me much blacker than himfelf, 
This night’s the time, when he would have medo 
What I abhor to name, or elfe you muft 
Be dead to morrow. 
Claud. Thou halt not do’t. 
, SWfab. O, were it but my life, 
I would for your deliverance throw it down, 
Mott frankly, claudio. 
Claud. Thanks dear Ifabella. | 
Tfub, Be ready, Clandio, for your death to morrow. 
Claud. Has he Religion in him? fure he thinks 
It is no fin, or of the deadly feven — 


overs. 


, 
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Ifab. Which is the leaft > 
Claud. If it were damnable, he being wife 
Why would he for the momentary tafte 
Of luft, eternally be fed with fire 
gue Habel 
Hab. What {ays my Brother ? 
- Gland. Death isa fearful-thing. 
f Jab. And living fhame more hateful. ’ 
~ Sure you have ftudy’ d what it is to dye. 
~ Claud. Ob Suter, tis to go we know not whither. 
We lye in filent darknels, and we rot5 
| Where long our motion is not {topts for though 
In Graves none walk upright (proudly to face 
® The Scars) yet there we move again, when our 
Corruption makes thofe-worms in whom we crawl. 
i Perhaps the Spirit (which is future life) 
i Dwells Salamander-like, unharm’d in fire: 
Or elfe with wand’ ring winds is blown about 
5 The world. But if condemn’d like thofe 
~ Whom our incertain thought imagines howling 5 
~ Than the moft loath’d and the molt weary life 
* Which Age, or Ache, want, or imprifonment 
~ Cantay on Nature, is a Paradife 
To what we fear of death. 
 ajab, Alas, alas ! 
me Claud. Sweet Siftet! [would live, 
~ Were not the ranfom of my life much more 
Than all your honour and your virtue too 
~ (By which you are mamtain’d) can ever pay, 
~ Without undoing both. 
4 Jfab. Prepare your felf} your line of life 1s fhort. 
Claud. 1 am prepar’d: but Sifter, if 
& Your Brother you did ever loves or if 
} — Our Mothers pity may your pattern be, 
) a Juliet in your tender bofom dwell 5 
i Who has no blemith, if fuch Laws 
{ it As innocent antiquity allow’d, 
~ "Were now of force, or if Religion here 
Tn Turin, did not more fubfift 
~ By publick form, than private ule. 
if afb. You want Authority to tax the Law. 
~ Let your fubmiffion your laft virtue be. 
Cland. Will yoube good to Juliet ? 
 dfab. Twill invite her to my breaft, and to 
- Acloyfter’d fhade, where we with mutual orief 
~ Will mourn, in fad remembrance of our lofs. 
Claud. Your promife is now regifter’d in Heaven. 
Bear her this fatal pledge of our firft Vows. (Gives her a Ring. 
Farewel. To cloyft’rall kindnefs both 
a: where you may ever live above 
The rage of pow’r, and injuries of love-. [ Exit, and the Duke 
® Duke. Vouchfafea word, young Sifter, butoneword. —(/eeps 72. 
pa What is your will? 


v 


=o does believe it is the leaft, - 
z 


; 


Duke. 


y 
Sit 


“. 
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Duke. I would fome fatisfaction crave of that,’ * “ ya 

In which you likewife may have benefit. | | 
Ifab. My forrows, Father, haften me away. 

I mutt befeech you to be brief. 
Duke. The hand which made you fair, has made you good. 

Th affault which Angelo has to : 

Your virtue given, chance to my knowledge brings. 


I have o’reheard you, and with much aftonifhment : 7 
I gaze on th’ [mage you have made of Azgelo. : . 

rab. How is the noble Duke deceiv’d in fuch rT, 
A Subftitute > whofe wickednefs I will \ 4 


Proclaim to all the world. 
Duke. Your accufation he will foon avoid, 
By faying he but tryal of 
Your virtue made; therefore I wilh you would 
Conceal his horrid purpofe till fit time 
Shall ferve you at the Duke's return: 
Do you conceive my counfel good ? ; 
fab. Father [am oblig’d to follow it. e 
Duke. Where lodge you, virtuous Maid ? 
Tab. The Sifterhood of Saint Clare will {oon inform youu. 
I lodge in the Apartment for probation. . 
puke. There (’ll attend you Daughter. Grace preferve you. 
(Exennt feveral ways. 
Enter Benedick and Beatrice at feveral doors, 
and Viola with her. 
geat. O Sir! you area very princely Lover ! i 
You cannot woo but by Ambafiadors 5 ’ 
And may chance to marry by Proxy. & 
Ben. Your wit flows fo faft . ve 
‘ 
- 


That [ll not ftem the tydes I'll caft Anchor, ~ 
And confult in your Cabin how t’avoid 
Danger. The Rocks are very near us. 
Beat. How now? afraid of the Deputy’s Ghoft 
E’re he be dead? my Sifter fhall lead you 
Through the dark. . 
Ben. There is the Pardon 
Sign’d for Juliet and for Claudio too. oh ae 


Beat. I thank you, Benedick, Give it me. \ 

Ben. You are as nimble asa Squirrel, but ees, 
The Nuts are not fo foon crackt. me 

Beat. Unlefs I have it I’ll take back my thanks. a 

Ben. If it be poflible to fix Quick-filver oe Oe 


Stay but a little. 
Beat. What would you fay ? 
Ben.. Efthalus is in the Plot, f 
And was brought to’t with more fears, than a furr'd 
Alderman to an infurrection 
Of Prentices. 4 
Beat. Signior E/chalus 2 could his gravity — 
Venture to change his Gold Chain for a Halter? : 
Ben. I was fain to pretend hourly correfpondence py 
With th’ abfent Duke which gain’d me his refpect. 
Laffur’d him of promotion, and then | WR 
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He grew willing to betray his Friend 

And fellow-States-man my Brother. For men 

Of that Tribe are very loving, but efpecially 
‘To themfelves. He furpriz’d the Signet, 
And counterfeited the hand. 
Beat. Give it me, I long to be about it. 
__ Ben. A little patience; You would make your elf 
Ready without your Glafs. a 
Beat. Thefe male-Confpirators are fo tedious, 
__ Ben. \ mult convey it to the Provoft, and | 
_ Engage his fecrecy. 
_ Beat. Make hafte, you muft not {tay 
So long as to be civil to him at patting. 
* Ben. My Coach attends me at the Gate. 
_» Beat. O,I forgot! your two Confed’rates have 
Been here, and brought verfes from you. 
. Ben. Verfes? and from me? . 
Beat. Yes, and they woo’d for you, but Lucio 
Was foon perfwaded to fpeak for himfelf. 
He fays you are a meer Country-Wit. 
| Ben. [11 dip him in this Plot, till he grow folemn 
With bufinefs. If it were fit 
To be malitious, that Caytiff, Lwezo, fhould have his 
Coxcomb cut off for foolifh Treafon. LExeunt feveral ways. 
aa Enter Efchalus meeting Benedick. | 
_ Efch. My Lord, the Warrant for the Pardon? have you it? 
_ Ben. Why afk you, Sir> 
Beh. Still wear it in your hand, and watch it there. 
__ Ben. [keep it ‘tween my Finger and my Thumb, 
_As clofe as a catcht Flea. 
Are you afraid it will {kip from me? 
_ Ech The matter is of dreadful confequence. 
Ben. Fear nothing, Sir; the World would ftill 
Run fwiftly round; but for you State-Cripples, 
Who make it hale with your politick ftops . 
Of too much caution. 
| Efch. If your Brother, the Deputy, 
' Circumvent us, you'll fecure me by the Duke? 
_ Ben. You thall add a leafe of my life to your own. 
| Be refolute, I am in hatte. [Exeunt feveral ways. 
Enter jailor, Juliet. ° Viola knocking within. 

_ Viol. within. My Coulin Juliet, are you here? [Jailor opens the door. 
| This fellow looks like a man boyI’d [ Exter Viola. 
In Pomp-water. Is he marry’d. 

Jul. Are you not frighted with this difmal place > 
: How does your Sifter? f{peak, does fhe not bluth 
' When fhe remembers me? 
_ Viol. 1 bring you good news! 
| Coufin, { would not meet that man in the dark. 
Does he dwell here to Jock up children / 
That are imprifon’d for erying >? 
Jul. Tell me your happy news; Dear Viola / 
Viol. Nay I can tell you none, yet ‘tis very good. 
- You fhall hear all tomorrow. 
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wl. To morrow is the laft in my {hort Calendar. 
iol. Vhave heard more than I will fpeak. You fhall 
Come forth aad lye with me, and dream all night 
OF new Dreffings, and dance all day. 
Jul. Would! had ne’re outliv’d this innocence. 
viol. Do your Judges dwell here? were I that man, 
I would wall in the dark and fright ‘em. 
ul. That man does do you hurt. Let us retire. 
Had I been wither’d at her Beauttes {pring, 
And ftay’d from growing at her growth of mind, 
I had not known the cruel nor the kind. 
Thofe who outlive her years do but improve 
The knowledge of thofe griefs which grow withLove.  [Exeunt. 


ACT IV. SCENE. I. 


Enter Benedick, Lucio, Balthazar. 


' Ben. ¥ Ucio, you broke from our confed’racy 
|, Againft marriage, then woo'd in my behalf; 
And afterwards for your felf. 
Lue. Do but hear me. 
Ben. Excules are like weak 
Referves after a Battel is loft. 
ruc. Let me be heatd; for if poor Truth . 
Have a tongue of her own and mutt not ufe its 
Why then fhe may retire into a corner, 
And weep out her eyes. 
Ben. What can you fay ? 
Luc. Ymeaht no more love to the Lady Beatrice, 
Than I do to wooe an arrefted Widow, 
With a Serenade at a Prifon Crate. 
Balthazar knows my heart. 
Balt. I know fev’ral of your hearts. 
Men are not i’'th’ fafhion unlefs they have 
Change of ev'ry thing. ~ 
Luc. 1 ever thought her a Mermaid. 
Ben. How fo? 
Zuc. From the Breafts downward fhe’s as cold as a Fifh. 
gen. Well Lucio, I'll call none but the Four Winds 
T’accompt for what is paft. Look, Sir, —— thus I 
Blow away your offences: but you mutt 
Be {teddy now, and diligent. I told 
You my defign for Claudio’s prefervation. 
The Provoft was your Unkles Creature, and 
By him prefer'd. . 
galt. The Provoft will make good 
Ourtruft, and ev'ry character of gratitude. 
Ben. You mutt engage him, Lucio, and difcern 
By what pretext or obftacle the Fryar 


Proceeds fo far to interrupt our hopes. 
Lue. 
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Luc. Vl bind the Provoft to your fervice in 
_ His own fhackles. And, concerning the Fryar, 
I'll ftraight confefs him, and you fhall know all. 
Ben. Be fudden and fuccefsful, go. [ exit Lucio. 
Enter Beatrice, and Page. ’ 
_ Beat. O, are you come? I would have cry’d you as 
A loft thing, but that I knew I fhould have 
The ill luck to find you again. 
_ Ben. You trip it too fatt. 
You need not be fo.fwift to meet misfortune. 
Thad juft now a Letter from the Provoft 5 
Who either fufpects the truth of the Pardon; 
Becaufe I enjoin’d him to fecrefie, 
Or elfe is led by a Fryer to fome frefh ' 
_Defign. : 
_ Beat. Are we circumvented by a Fryer ? 
Rather than not vex that Fryer, I'll invent 
‘Anew Sect, and preach. in a Hat and Feather. 
Ben. ’Tis {trange that men of their difcretion, 
Should come abroad in old fafhion Gowns, 
And dreft with abominable negligence. 
Beat. Bus'nefs makes them great flovens, and they love 
To be bufie. 
_ Ben. And never obferve 
_ The right feafons when they are neceflary. 
For though we are content with their company 
When we are old and dying yet (methinks) 
They fhould not trouble us with their good counfel, 
_ When we are young, and in good health. 
Balt. Alas poor Book-men! they want breeding. 
Beat. Can we not feparate the wicked Provoft, 
From this fcrupulous Fryer ? 
_ Ben. 1 have fent Lucio to him. 
‘Beat. Benedick , 
We will caft off the ferious faces of 
Confpirators, and appear to the Deputy 
As merry, and as gay, as Nature in 
The Spring. This Houfe fhall be all Carnaval, 
All Mafquerade. 
- Ben. Good! we will laugh him out 
Of’s Politicks, till he make Paper- Kites 
Of Afachiavel’s Books, and play with his Pages 
In the Fields, 
Balt. And {hall we fing and dance. 
Beat. ’ Till the old Senators lead forth 
The Burghers Widows, and cry out fora Pavia. 
* Page, call Viole with her Caftantetos 5 
_ And bid Berzardo bring his Guittar. [ Exit Page. 
_ Ben. My Brother will not endyre this habitation. 
Balt. He'll rather to Sea, and dwell in a Gun-room. 
Ben. Or lyeround like a Sextons Dog, beneath 
The great Bell in a Steeple. [Viola trikes the Caftaniets within. 
~~ Beat. Heark! viola has ta’ne th’ alarm. 
Ben. Thofe Caftanietos found ie 
. Qq Like 
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Like a Confort of Squirrels cracking of Nuts. 
Enter Viola dancing a saraband awhile with Caftanietos. - i 

Beat. Shall we ftand idle in feafons of bufinefs ? | 
You have Feathers on your head Benedick 5 

~ Have you none at your heels ? 
Ben. tam,Lady, 
So very a Kid at cap’ring, that you 
May make Gloves of my skin. Balthazar! 
Call for more Mufick. 
palt. Not for me, Sir. eS te 
Lcan dance at the meer tolling of a Bell. [they dance, 
After the Dance, "enter Efchalus. 5 | 
Ech. Have you no apprehenfion of the Deputy ? 
Are you infenfible? ) 

Beat. Do you fufpect 
We are infeniible by our want of motion? . 

zen. You fhould provide my Brother-Deputy te 
A Politicians quilted Cap to cover . - 
His ears. ’Ywill preferve him from noife. 

Beat. Thefe politick men thould keep company 
With their fellow-Foxes in deep holes. 

palt. He'll grow fo angry, that he'll lay the punifhments 
Of Law afide, and Piftol us with his own hand. : 

Afth. This, Signior, is not the right way to meet 
Your Brothers temper. 

Ben. Signior, my meaning 1s) 

T avoid the way where i may meet my Brother. 
Pi prove'a very Crab to him 5 for fill : 
As he proceeds, I purpofe to go backward. 

B/ch., 1 hope you'll be cautious about the Pardon. 

Ben. Pray mingle fo much courage with your wifdom, | 
As may bring you into the poffibility fc iv 
Of fleep again. 

Efeh. Sir, I more than befeech you 
Not to provoke your Brothers gravity f 
With fantaftical noifes. 

Bex. Believe me, we 
Axe politick; and do it to difguife 
That melancholly which belongs to defign. 

Efeh. That may do well. 

Bex. Go upand retire with him, 

If you ftay here, he'll take you fora man Chl 
Of mirth 3 and then you'll lofe his favour. [Exit Efchalus. 
Beat. ’Lis fit, Bewedick, you feek Lxcio out, 
To learn quickly the Provofts refolution. 
Pll go change my {cene'to the Garden-Terras, 
Under your Brother’s Window, that f{ may » 
Torment-him with new noiles. 
. Viol. Shall] fetch’ the great Girls that make Bone-Lace, 
"To fing out of tune to their Bobbins? 

Beat. Do, Viole. Let them be long lean Wenches. 

Viol: ‘And we'll hang.a dozen Cages of Parrots om 
At his Window, to tell him what’s a Clock. ~ = 

[Exennt feveral ways 
Enter 
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Enter Lucio and Provott. 
Luc. V'd {peak with that Fryer who obftru@ts the Pardon. 
Prov. His bufinefs with claudio being done, he hall attend you. 
Enter Fool in 
Luc. Fool! what, a Pris’ner > I thought tooling had idaehle 
Been free. 
Fool. Fooling is free before the wife: 
But truly, Signior, a Fool can no more 
Suffer a Fool, than one of the Wits can 
Endure another Wit. 
Prov. You, Sirrah, are-committed for the wort 
Kind of fooling. You have brought both Sexes 
Together. 
Luc. A Bawd? alas poor Fool! inftead of being 
In jea(t, you have been in earnett! 
___ Fool. I dealt with perfons of quality, ° 
With whom [ thought fit to be mannerly, 
_ Was’t civil to let them meet to no purpofe 2 
Prov. You have been civil indeed. 
Fool. All deeds mutt fubmit to interpretation. 
For my part to prevent all animofities 
And heart-burnings between young men and women, 
I brought them lovingly together. 
Lac. A Bawd ina Fools Coat > ; 
Prov. Miltrefs Mitigation gave him the Livery. 
Luc. *Tis a villainous new difguife 
For the good old Caufe. 
_ How does Mother Midnight ? what, fhe grows rich> 
___-Fool. Signior, fh’as eaten up all her Beef now, 
And is her felf in the Tub. 
Luc. Powder'd to make her laft. ’Tis not amifs. 
But prethee, what mean thofe Keys at thy Girdle > 
Prov. I have preterr’d him. He's an under- Jaylor. 
Lue. You have but chang’d your dwellirig, Fool 5 your office 


‘Is the fame; for you were wont to keep doors. LExter Duke. 
Prov. Sirrah, look to your Pris’ners. Signior Lucio, 
~ I fhall leave you with this rev’rend Father. [ Ex. Provoft, Fool. 


Luc. Good day, Father. 
Duke. And to you, Sir, a long and a good life. 
Lue. Father, I aim at no difficult things : 
If it be {hort and {weet, I’m fatisfy’d. . 
Duke. How mean you, Sir? 
Luc. Nay, I’m not now prepar’d for confeffion 5 befides 
Tm in great hafte. You muft needs prevail 
~ With the Provoft to let the Pardon pafs. 
Duke. Some hours after the date of the Pardon, 
An Order came hither for Execution, P 
Which had proceeded too, if Fryer Thomas 
Had not, by help of the Deputy’s Confeffor, 
Got a Reprieve till to morrow. ' 
Luc. Th’ abfent Duke was a true friend to Lovers, 
Duke. It feems you know the Duke ? 
Luc. Know him? yes Fryar, very well. [had th’ honour 
To be of his Council s but I mean, Sir, 
Wii's Qq2 , In 


In midnight matters. He was about once 
To raife a charitable foundation; 
Not for loufie learning, or fuch Cripples 
As creep from loft Battels, but for poor 
Difeas’d Lovers. . ; 
Duke. 1 did not think he had been amorous. 
Luc. Who, he? yes as far as to your Begge 
Of fifty : and he us'd to put aDucket . 
In her Clack-Dirth. 
Duke. Is’t poflible ? 
He was not, fure, in’s youth this way inclin’d, 
Luc. No, he began to fteer 
The right courfe about forty 5 but, good man, 


He repented the loft time of his youth. [ Exit. 
Duke. Virtue’s defenfive Armour mutt be ftrong, 
To fcape thé merry, and malicious Tongue. _ LExit. 


Enter Jaylor, Habella. 

1fzb. Good Friend be courteous, and let ‘Juliet know 
My name is Jfabella, and Icome 
To ferve her. Will you fo much favour me > 
There’s for your pains—— | 

Jayl. You mutt {tay here, till fhallfendhertoyou. [Exit Jaylor. — 

fab. A Prifon is too good a Den for . 

This rude Beatt. [Exter Juliet. 
Have comfort Sifter! [ muft call you fos [Ifab. falutes her. — 
Though the uncivil Law will not allow . , 
You yet that name. ; | 

Ful. [ am not worthy of it. | 

fab. Since you have {poke fo humbly of your felf, ¥ 
You mutt and hall be comforted : perhaps . 
Like con{cience, love, when fatisfy’d within, 

May oft offend the Law, and yet not fin. 

Jul. I find the greateft love is an offences 
For greateft love is greateft confidence 5 ’ 
When, trufting thofe who for our credence woo, 
We truftthem with our love and honour too. 

fab. come to bring your forrows fome reliefs 
And would your crime not lefien but your grief. 

Ful. How can I lofe that honour which I gave 
To bim, who can and will that honour fave? 

Jfab. When you your honour did to Claudio give, 

Coz’ning yourdelf, you did our Sex deceive. 
Honour is publick treafure, and ‘tis fit 
Law fhould in publick form difpofe of it. 

Jul. Oh Ifabella! you are cruel grown. 

Tfab. Sifter! you gave much more than was your own. 

Jul. Ylov’dtoomuchs yetfor your Brother's fake, 

Who had that love, you my excufefhould make. 

Ifab. My Mothers life did fair example give J 
How, after death we, might unpunifht live. > 
She, dying, did my Childhood themaffign - 

To Clandio’s care 5 he leaves younow to mine. 

Jul. Oh Heav'n! you mean that clandio now muft dyes 

And I am now become a Legacy > 
Hab. My 
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» Ifab. My friends are fuing for your liberty, 
And that you may fecure from penance be. 
Jul. What need I for the fhame of Penance care > 
No bluth e’re dy’d the palenefs of difpair. 
__Jfab. Do not, with weeping, vainly quench your eyes. 
Tears are to Heaven a ufeful Sacrifice 
Where ev'ry drop moves mercy; but they gain 
On Earth no more remorfe than common Rain. 
jul. Is there no means your Brother's life to fave? 
fab. None that I would afford, or he would have > 
Yet can! not affirm that there is none. ; 
_. Jul. Oh call back Hope, which fafte does from us run. 
Hfab. Sifter, you call in vain; for when you know 
How wicked now Saint Angelo does grow, 
You will rejoice that Death makes Claudio free; 
And think your Bonds more fafe than liberty. 
jul. Is Angelo-as wicked as fevere? 
fab. 1 more his kindaefs now than anger fear. 
jul. To what would Tyrant-force kindly perfwade! — 
 Ifab. He gently treats, then rudely does invade. 
I dare not give his purpos’d fin a name; 
It is too hard a word for untaught fhame. 
Jul. Falfe Image of refin’d authority ! 
_ Ifab. UnlefsI yield my Brother is to dye. 
Jatt now I left the Guards drawn up, who wait 


_ For Execution at the Prifon Gate. 


jul. Oh Tfabell! why are we ufelefs made? 


- Too weak t'inforce, and artlefS to perfwade: 


Nor you nor I can ‘any help afford 
To your dear Brother, and my plighted Lord. 
Yet you have means; but muft not have the will 
By evil to prevent a greater ill. 
_ Ifab. Have [ the means? your grief mifleads your tongue. 
; = [She is going out. 
Jul. 1 would do Claudio good, and you no wrong. 
Your vertue is fevere! hear me but fpeak ! 
My-heart will elfe out of my bofom break. 
. Ifeb. fpeak clearly then. You are not underftood. 
May none do ill, that fo they may do good? 
Nature no greater gift than life can give. 
Ifab. By vertue we our nature long outlive. 
Jul. Can it be vertue to let Claudio dye? 
Ifab. His life fhould not be fav'd by infamy. 
Jul. Loath’d Infamy confifts of evils grown 


_ So impudent as covet to be known. 
But thofe feem leaft which bafhfully we fhun, 


¥ 


Jal. Llook for none; yet would not have him dye, 


. 


| 


At firft, and then for good intent are’done.. . 
Ifab. Sifter, you argue wildly in your grief. 

You are too good to feek a bad relief 

For Claudio; therefore look for no reply. 


ie [ Going out. 
YWab. You feem’d to intimate that bafhfulnefS ° 

At evil doing makes the evil lefs 5 
nn That 
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That when we good intend by doing ill, : 
We bring neceflity t’ excufe our will: . 
And that our faults, when hidden by our fhame, 
Pafs free from blemihh, if they {cape from blame. 
Jul. Forget my words. How could they be but weak, 
When grief did make thofe thoughts which fear did fpeak. 
rab. Suppofe I can a likely way devife, 
That you, affifted aptly by difguife, 
May take to night my place with Angelo: 
The means is not remote: what will you do? 
“i. Yam amaz’d and apprehend you not. 
Ifab. Your fadden ignorance is {trangely got. 
I now am going to the Deputy 5. 
To make to his requeft my laft reply 5 
And I perhaps may promife willingne(s, 
But on conditions made for my accefs 
With bafhful privacy retir’d from light 5 
From ev'ry witnef too but fecret night 5 
Whofe thickeft Curtains fhall immure the Room 5 
Where for my promift perfon you may come. 
Thus Claudio’s life you fave and lofe no fame 3 
For where none fees we cannot feel our fhame. 
Afcribe to dire neceflity the ill, 
The good of it belongs then to your will. 
Quickly refolve and I'll prepare your way. 
Ful. E’re E will claudio in my felf betray, 
I will the torment of his death endure : 
His ficknefs more becomes him than the cure. 
1fab. How Juliet? can you righteoufly refufe 
Th’ expedient which you plead that I fhould ufe ? 
Go chide the paffion which would have me do, 
That which, though ill in both, feems leaft in you: 
The good or ill redemption of his life, 
Does lefs concern his Sifter than his Wife. 
Ful. Alas, we know not what is good or ill. 
Tab. Perhaps we fhould not learn that fatal skill. 
The Serpent taught it firft. Sifter, away ! soil 
We'll more for patience,than for knowledge pray. (Ex. feveral ways, 
Enter Balthazar, Beatrice, Jaylor, Page. 
Beat. Where’s Viola 2 have I loft her 2 that {care-crow 
Makes a very Bird of her. 
Balt. She’s run up ftairs, Madam, to inform 
Your Coufin Fulzet of your being here. 
Beat. Methinks this Fellow looks not only ill, 
But faucily ill. 
Balt, How fo Madam ? 
Beat. °Tis impudence to fhew fo bad a face 
In good company——Friend, I'll reward you. 
layl. The fooner the better. —_, 
ea? You fhall wear my Colours 
Boy, when he comes abroad 
Bid my Lacquies be careful to cudjel him | 
Jayl. thank you. -  [E«it Jaylor. 


Emter — 
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: Enter Viola. 
viol. My-Coulin Juliet has lockt her felf in 
Her Chamber. I faw her through the Keyhole, 
Weeping like Nurfe when the loft her Wedding Rings 
Beat. ‘Juliet, | cannot but 
Pity thy private friendihip, butam more 
- Vext at our publick Enemy, thy Judge 
Balt. Your tears, Madam, fhew more pity than anger. 
Beat.No,Sir, great ftorms do oft begin with Rain. { Exter Benedick. 
Ben. Ifaw your Coach at the Prifon Gate, Lady, 
_ And thought y’ had been arrefted on 
 Safpicion of love; which now is made high-Treafe~ iq 
Natural Bodies by the Body politick. 
Beat. I fhould marvel, Bexedick, how you had 
The face to come within fight of my Sex. 
But that ill faces, being common, are 
No caufe of wonder. 
, Ben. Mine’sa politick face; and few of that fort 
Are held handfom: fo politick that it 
Will hardly be feduc’d to make another 
In thefe dangerous times. 
Beat. So politick, as I’d have you walk only 
At night, and with a dark Lanthorn before you 5 
That, though you fee others, none may fee you. 
You are one of thofe whom [ think unlucky. 
Ben. This gloomy place prefents you with ftrange vifions, 
Your Coach attends you. I pray change the Scene. 
Beat. Whither? to fee your Brothers Guards drawn up 
For €laudio’s execution, ‘las poor women 
They get muca by you men. ' 
Ben. Truly, ’tts thought they might get more 5 
For men are always civilly walling, 
Though ever blam’d. But patience, and we fhall 
Have right when we are heard. 
Beat. Heard? yes, may fhe 
Who henceforth liftens to your fighing Sex, 
Have her Afs-ears in publick bor’d, as Love’s 
‘Known Slave, and wear for Pendants Morrice-Bells 
As his fantaftick Fool. ‘ 
> Ben. No whifp’ring the Platonick way ? 
Beat. Platonick way 2 «my Coufin has Plato’d it 
Profoundly 5 bas fhe not? rth’ name of mi(chief, 
Make friendthip with your’felves, and not with us. 
Let ev'ry Démox of you, chufe his Pitheas, 
“And tattle Romantick Philofophy 
Together, like bearded Goffips. 


Ben, Though fuch converfation might breed peace in 
A Palace, yet twould make but a thin Court. 

Reat. Difcourfe all day) loMing Itke lazy ill- 
Bred-Wits, with your right Legs ore your left Knees : 
Defining love, ‘till he become as raw, 

Asif he were defected by Anatomifts. r 

7 Give Balls and Serenades 'to your dear felves. f 
aa CH 
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Ben. That were (as we are taught by the old Proverb) 
To Be merry and wife. [Enter Lucio, 
Luc. We hall be more 
Troubled with this fidling Fryer, than with ten 
Lay-Fools. He has fo infected the Provoft 
With good counfel, that there is no hope from him. 
The Guards are doubled at the Prifon Gate 
And Claudio isto dye at break of day. 
Beat. Where's now your valour, Sir ? 
Is furious Bexedick like Bealts of prey, 
Couragious only in the Field, 
And with familiar tamenefS creep in Towns 
Beneath the anger of your Feeders Law? 
Jaylor, where are you? bring metomyCoufin? Ex. Beat. Viol. 
Ber. She’s rais'd to a moft amiable humour. 
Now is your time, Lucio, to make love to her. 
Luc. 1 am now for the Platonick way of billing 
Like meek Turtles, without the noife of paffion. 
Balt. We, Lucio, who are parcel-Lovers, fhould 
Mourn like Turtles over a Bottle in 
Thefe days of perfecution. 
Ben. Signiors prepare t’offend the Laws, I find 
I muft grow rude, and makebold withmyBrother. [ Ex. Omues. 
Enter Provoft, Duke. 
Prov. The Guards thus doubled at the Prifon Gate, 
Confirms my doubt that Signior Benedick 
Did counterfeit the pardon which he brought. 
Duke. You have another Prifoner here 
Condemn’d to dye? 
Prov. The wicked Bernardin, hath long 
Been a moft painful, and a watchful Robber, 
But now the {hort remainder of his life, 
He lazily confumes in fleep. 
Duke. Is he fo carelefs before death. 
Prov. He minds 
Not what is paft, or prefent, or to come. 
Duke. He wants advice. 
Prov. We oft have wakened him, as if he were 
To go to execution, and fhew’d him too . 
A feeming Warrant, but he feem’d not mov'd. [Eater Fool. 
Fool. The Hangman waits to difpatch his bufinefs 
With your Worthip. 
Prov, Sirrah, his bufinefs is with you. 
Fool. My Worhhip will hardly be at leifure for him. 
Prov. Call him in. 1 (Eater Hangman. — 
This Fellow early in the morning is 
To help you in your execution. 
He cannot plead a quality above 
Your fervice, he has been a noted Bawd. 
“Hang. A Bawd! fyeonhim, he'll difgrace our Myftery.. 
Fool. Sir, by your good favour (for furely, Sir, 
You would have a good favour, had you not 
A hanging look) d’ you call your trade a Myftery ? a” 


Hang. Yes, you will find it fo. = 
ool. 


Fool. What myftery there {hould be in hanging, if 
I were to be hang’d, [ cannot imagine. 
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Hang. {tis aMyftery: but you muft be hang’d 
E’re you can find it out. ' 

Prov. Provide your Block and Ax; 
And call Berzardine. Bis ea 
puke, What horrid Inftruments are us'd by ciel ee eo ne 

Fool, Mr. Rernardjne you mult rife and be hang’d. 


Mr. Bernvardine. 


Bern. within. Curfe on your throat! who makes that noife> 


What are you? 


Fool. Your friend the Hangman; 1h mutt be fo good 


-Astorife, and be put to death, 


Bern. Away you Rogue, I am {leepy. 
Prov. Tell him he muft wake. 
Fool. Pray Mr. Bernardine awake till you 

Are executed and {leep afterwards. . 

- prov. Goinand fetch him out. 
Fool. He’s coming, Sir, forI hear his ftraw ruftle. 
Enter Bernardine. 

Bern. How now, Fool, what’s the news with you ? 
Fool. Truly, Sir, { would defire you to clap clofe to 


Your prayers, for the Warrant’s come. 


Bern. Y’are a Rogue, I’ve been drinking all night, 


— And am not fitted for the Warrant. 


eu 


Fool. The better, Sir; for he that drinks all night, . 


_ Andis hang’d very betimes in the morning, 
_ May fleep the foundlier all the next day. 


prov. Look, Sir, here comes your Ghoftly father. 


~ D’you think we jeft now ? 


Duke. Induc'd, Sir, by my charity, and hearing how 


- Haftily you are to depart, [am come to advife you, 
- Comfort you, and pray with you. 


Bern. Fryer, notl, Pve been drinking hard all night, 


~ And will have more time to prepare me, or they 


Shall beat out my brains with Billets. 


- T'll not dye to day. 


Duke. O, Sir, you muft, and therefore, I befeech you, 


~ Look forward on the Journey you fhall go. 


Bern. V'll not dye till I have flept for any . 
Mans perfwafion. 3 
Duke, But hear you. 
Rern. Not a word; if you have any thing to fpeak 
‘Come to my Ward, for I'll not thence to dayy (ex. Bern. Fool. 
Prov, What think you of this Prifoner, Father ? 
Duke. Nature did never make a thing more wretched, 
He is unfit to live or dye. “Iwere want 


~ ©f common charity to tranfport him 
Inthe mind he is, let him have.more time, 
And be reftrain’d from ev'ry nourifhment but fleep 


Till. [ have made him fit for death. [Enter Jaylor. 


 -Jayl.. Sir, a Meflenger at the Prifon Gate - 


Knocks hard, and fays that he mutt fpeak with you. 
Prov. Lcome! Father, if it pleafe you, let’s retire. 
Rr Enter 


— 
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Enter Claudio and Fool. 

Cland. Bolting the door we are uaheard and {af, 
Thou art a man, though in anill difguifes 
And fhould’ft fupport thy being worthily. 

Fool. Why, truly Sir, though I have had a couple 
Of Il callings, yet [ would live as well 
As I could by both. . 

Claud. Thou hat a Servant been to fhame, and now 4 
Art but an Officer to cruelty. ‘Me 
There, take this Gold; it is a thoufand Crowns. 

Wilt chou not run a little hazard for 
Much happinefs. The venter 1s not great 5 
And it may probably produce at once 
Thy freedom and fupport. 

Fool. Sir, mine ts but 
A thin Summer-{kin; ’t has been often cut 
And flafht with whipping. I would very fain 
Sleep whole in it now. 

Claud. Have courage, friend, ‘tis Gold. 

Fool.. My Grandam left me nothing at her death 
But a good old Proverb, that's Touch and Take, es i 
And I may fay ’thas been a lucky Proverb 
To me. What would you have me do? 

*cland, have within a Pages habit, pact up 
Clofe. Prethee convey it by your friend, 
The Jaylor, to Juletta, whofe efcape, 
In that difguife, I newly have contriv'd, 
By correfpondence with an Officer 
* Who has the foremoft {tation of 
The Guards without, and has been fervant to 
My Father. If thou haft any tendernefs 
Do this, that fhe may fcape from publick penance. 

Fool. But how fhall I (cape, Sir? I fhall do Penance 

Without a Sheet or Shirt: for my kind Tutor, 
The Hangman, will ftrip me ftark naked 
WhenI'm (winging, though the wind blow northerly. 

Claud. The Law for thy offence can doom thee ' 
But to Fetters during life, and half that Gold 
May purchafe thy releafe. 

Fool, A foreewhipping may come into the bargain. 
But ’tis a poor back that cannot fometimes 
Pay for the maint’nance of the belly. I'll do't. * 

Claud. Pray \ofe no times IT have but little left. 

_ ko]. Have you no more Gold? fare you might fcape too. 

Claud. Friend, 1 have given you all[ have, nor could 
My greater plenty work my liberty 5 
For my Confederate dares not undertake 
To make the paffage clear for more than one, 

Or if he could, I want difguife fortwo. 

Fool. If you get out, Sir, you then {cape from Death. 

Claud. And fhe by freedom {capes from dreadful fhame y. 
Of doing Penance. Pray difpute it not. [Knocking within. 
What hand is that? if you prove faithful now 
You'll gain forgivenefs for your patft offences. 


# 


Fool 
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t Fool. My golden guelts retire you ftraight into 

The clofet of my Breeches. 
‘Much in all ages, good innocent Gold, 

Has been Jay’d to your charge Puts up the Bag an ; 

It is the Lady Julicts Maid, Villet : rilseee aia 
~ Her in; and bear the Habit to her Miftrefs. [Exit Fool. 

Exter Maid 
— Maid. My Lady with this Letter, Sir, fends you 
Her deareft prayers and love. ; 
Claud. Heaven value both, fo much as they 
Are priz’'d by me 


[Reads the Letter. 


The Provoft's wife, in pity of your diftrefss or perhaps out of love 
to your perfon, or rather, (ast hope) ont of refpe to your vertuc, 
has devis'd means for your efcape. She has by large gifts prevail'd with 
my Keeper to leave your paffage free to my Chamber. I beféech you, with 
the efficacy of my laf? breath, to make ufe of this occafion aud to haflen 

hither. Tour way to liberty mufi be out of my Window, from whence 
by a fizall Engine fhe will wrench the Bars. 


Maid. Can you find leifure to confider, Sir, 
~ Of that which by my Lady is fo well 
- Refolv’d? 
claud. The Provolt’s wife? will (he facilitate 
~ Your Ladies liberty with mine? 
Maid. She fays, fhe cannot undertake fo far. 
Claud. Then I'll refafe her courtefie. 
Maid. My Lady fends you this requeft in tears. 
Will you deny it her? 
Claud. If my efcape I from her Chamber make, 
The Law will lay the guilt of it on her} 
And fhe remains behind to bear 
_ The punifhment. 
Maid. She hath agreed to that 
Condition with the Provoft’s wife. 
‘Cland. Your Lady makes me an unkind requeft. 
_. Maid. Have you the heart to judge it fo? 
Claud. Can fhe be ign’rant that the rigid Law 
Does judge it in a Prifoner forfeiture 
Of life, to help another Prifoner to 
-Efcape, who is condemn’d to dye? 
Maid. That forfeiture fhe cheerfully will pay: 
But has fo govern’d me with defp'rate vows, 
That I lackt courage to refufe to bring 
This meflage to you. 
Claud. How. pow’rful, fatal Julzet, is thy love ? 
Yet muft it not more valiant be than mine- [Weeps. 
Tell her, I’ve newly fent her a requeft 
More juft than that which fhe has fent by you 
Ke will be brought her with a Prefent too: 
: Which if, unkindly, the denys to take, . 
_ She does by example my denial make. - LEx. feveral ways. 
. See Enter Angelo, Servant. . 
dng. Attend her in, ‘and then wait you at diftance. LEx. Serv. 
— Rr2 O 
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RDS I ee 
O Love! how much thy borrow’d fhapes difguife, - | 
Even to themfelves, the valiant and the wife? 
Enter Ifabella. ; 
Ang. Had you not fear’d th’ approach of Clandio’s fate 
(Which fhews you are to him compaffionate, 
Though not tome) I had not feen you here. 
He may your pity thank, and I your fear. 
1fab. My Lord, hardly could my felf forgive 
For fuing ftill to have my Brother live, 
But that a higher hope direCts my aim 5 
Which, faving his frail life, would yours reelaim. 
Ang. How defp’rate all your hopeful vifits prove ! 
You bring me counfel ftill inftead of love. 
And would in ftorms of paffion make me wife. 
Bid Pilots preach to winds when tempefts rife. 
fab. But yet as tempefts are by fhowers allay’d, 
So may your anger by my tears be fway’d. 
Ang. You mutt by yielding teach me to relent. 
Make hafte ! the Mourners tears are almoft fpent, 
Courtiers to Tyrant-Death who bafely wait, 
To do that Tyrant honour whom they hate. 
Inviting formal Fools to fee his Feaft 
To which your Brother is th’ unwilling Gueft. 
And the abfolving Prieft muft fay the Grace: 
Nights progrefs done, Claudio begins his Race. 
rab. And with the mornings wings your cruel doom 
He fhall convey where you muft trembling come, , | 35 ae 
Before that Judge, whofe pow’r you ufe fo ill, a 
As if, like Law, *twere fubject to your will. ii ae 
The cruel there hall with they had been juft, 
And that their feeming love had not been luft. Late 
Ang. Thefe ufelefs fayings were from Cloyfters brought : 
You cannot teach fo foon as you’ were taught. 
You muft example to my mercy give5 
Firft fave my life, and then let Claudio jive. 
1fxb. Have youno words but what are only good,. 
Becaufe their ill 1s quickly underftood? 
Difpofe of Claudio’s life! whilft cruel you 
Seem dead, by being deaf to all that fue. jeant fic 
Till by long cuftom of forgiving none ark lay 
-Y’ are fo averfe to all forgivenefs grown. 
That in your own behalf you thall deny, 
To hear of abfolution when you dye. 0 
Ang. How Ifabel! from calms of bafhfulnefs. f-. 


A 


(Even fuch as {uppliant Saints to Heaven exprefs, it ae 
When patience makes her felf a Sacrifice) Msn ; 
Can you to ftorms of execration rife? [Label is going out. 


Leave me not full of evil wonder, ftay ! in 
ifab. Can it be good to hear what you would fay?,. . 540 
_ [He fleps in and reaches a Cabinets 
Ang. In this behold Nature’s Referves of light, hy 
When the loft day yields to advancing night, 2 
When that black Goddefs fine in Frofts appears, 
Then ftarry Jewels bright as thefe fhe wears. 


ee 
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The wealth of many Parents who did fpare 
In plenteous peace, and get by profperous War.. 
ifzb. Of that which evil life may get, you make 
A wonder ina monftrous boat 5 
Which death from you as certainly will take, 
As ‘tis already by your Parents loft. 
_. Ang. Be in this world, like other mortals, wife ; 
And take thistreafure as your Beauty’s prize. 
Wealth draws a Curtain o’re the face of fhame; 
Reftores loft beauty, and recovers fame. 
:  gfab. Catch Fools in Nets without a Covert laid; 
Can I, who fee the treafon, be betray’d ? (Going out. 
Ang. Stay Ifabel! {tay but a moments fpace! 
You know me not by knowing but my face. 
My heart does differ from my looks and tongue. 
To know you much, I have deceiv’d you long. 
_ If2b. Have you more fhapes, or would you new devife > 
Aug. Uli now at once caft off my whole difguife. 
Keep (til your virtue, which is dignify’d 
And has new value got by being try’d, 
-Claxdio (hall live longer than I can do, 
Who was his Judge, but am condemn’d by you. 
~The martial of the Guards keeps fecretly 
His pardon feal’d; nor meant I'he fhould dye. 

Hfab. By thifting your difguife, you feem much more 
“Inborrow’d darknefs than you were before. 
Ang. Forgive me who, till now, thought I fhould find 

~ Too many of your beauteous Sex too kind. 
Titrove, as jealous Lovers curious grow, 
Vainly to learn, what I was loth to know. 
And of your virtue I was doubtful grown, 
_ As men judge womens frailties by their own. 
Bat fince you fully have endur’d the teft, 
And are not only good, but prove the beft 
Of all your Sex, fubmiflively I woo 
To be your Lover, and your Husband too. 
 Ifab. CanI when free, be by your words fubdu’d, 
Whofe actions have my Brother’s life purfu’d? 
Ang. | never meant to take your Brother's lifes 
But if in tryal how to chufe a wife, 
Thave too diffident, too curious been, 
Pll pardon ask for folly, asfor fins - 
Hlov’d-you ere your pretious beauties were 
In your probation fhaded at Saint Clare : 
_ And when with facred Sifterhood confin’d, 
 Adouble enterprife perplext my mind 5 
_ By Clundio’s danger to provoke you forth ~ 
From that bleft fhade, and then to try your worth. 
fab. She that can credit give to things fo ftrange, 
And can comply with fuch afudden change, 
Has mighty faith, and kindnefs too fo ftrong, 
That the extream cannot continue long. 
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Tam fo pleas’d with clandio’s liberty, 
That the example fhall preferve me free. 


Ang. 
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Ang. Was I when bad fo quickly underftood 5 
And cannot be believ’d when I am good. 

Tfab. In favour of my Sex and not of you, 
I with your love fo violent and true, 
That thofe who (hall hereafter curtous be; 4 te 
To feek that frailty, which they would not fee, 
May by your punifhment become afraid, 
To ule thofe Nets which you ignobly laid. 

Ang. Ah Zabel! you blam’d my cruelty ! 
Will you, whenl fhew mercy, cruel be? 

rab. You might have met a weaker breaft than mine, 
Which at approach to parley would incline: 
How Jittle honour then you had obtain’d, 
If, where but little was, you that had ftain‘d ? 
Had you been great of mind, you would have {trove 
T’ have hid, or helpt the weaknefles of loves 
And not have us’d temptations to the frail, 
Or pow’r, where ‘twas difhonour to prevail. 
You will (if now your love diffembled be) 
Deceive your felf, in not deceiving me. 
If it be true, you fhall not be believ d, 


Left-you fhould think me apt to be deceiv‘d. (Exit. 


Ang. Break heart! farewel the cruel and the juft! 
Fools feek belief, where they have bred diftruft: 
Becaufe fhe doubts my virtue I muft dyes 


Who did with vitious arts her virtue try. [ Exit. 
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ACT V. SCENE I. 


Enter Duke and Vabel. 


Duke. OU told me, Daughter, that the Marfhal has 
Your Brother's pardon feal’d, and I fhall watch 
All means to keep him fafe, left Angelo 
Should turn his clemency:into revenge. 
Do not th’ affurance of his freedom buy 
With hazard of a Virgins liberty. 2 
rfab. 1 thall with patience follow your inftruction. 
Duke. Night’s fhady Curtains are already drawn3 
And you fhall hear {trange news before the dawn. [Exit Duke. 
Enter Francifca. . 
Franc. Is the good Father gone? 


1fab. Yes, Sifter, and has left my breaft in peace. [A Bell rings. | 


Franc. This Bell does nightly warn us ere we fleep, 
T’ appeafe offended Heaven. Let us go pray, ; 


That the worlds crimes may vanifh with the day. | LExennt. 


Enter Benedick, Etchalus, Beatrice, Viola, Lucio, 
Singing a Chorus within. 
E/eh. Your Brother, Sir, has an unquiet mind: 
*Tis late, and he would take his reft. 


Viol. We'll fing him afleep. 
Ben. 
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Ben. Shall he who thould 
_ Live-lean with care of the whole Common-wealth 

* Grow fat with fleep like a Groenland-Bear > 

_ &fch. Rulers are but mortal; and thould have reft. 

___ Bex. A States-man fhould take a nap in his Chair 

And only dream of fleep. : 
Beat. Thefe great tame Lions of the Law 

~ (Who make Offenders of the weak) 

_ Should {till feem watchful, and like wild Lions 
- Sleep with their eyes open. 

_ Bfch. Is night a feafon for finging? 

Viol. We'll fing like Nightingales, and they fing at night. 

Ejch. Take heed; for the Grand-Watch does walk the Round 
Beat. Sigaior, when did you hear of Nightingales 
Taken by the Watch? 

_ Luc. Madam, we'll fing. The Governour 

May come (if he pleafe) and figh to thé Chorus. 

___Efch. Vil bear no part, Sir, in your Song, 
Nor in your punifhment. (exit Ehalus. 


a 
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The SONG. 


Luc. Our Ruler has got the vertigo of State 
. The world turns round in bis politick pate. 
He ftears in a Sea, where his Courfé cannot laft ; 
And bears too much Sail for the firength of his Mdaft. 
Cho. © Let him plot all he can, 
‘ Like a politick man, 
Yet Love though aChild may fit him. 
The fizall Archer though blind, 
: Such an Arrow will find, 
As with an old trith fhall hit hin. 
Hs 2 
Beat. sure Angelo kvows Loves party is firongs 
Love melts, like foft wax, the hearts of the young. 
And none are fo old but they think on the tafte, 
And weep with remembrance of kindneffes paft. 
Cho. Let hin plot all he can, &c. 


/ a 
Ben. = Love in the wifeft is neld a mad fits 
And madnefs in Fools is reckon'd for Wit. 
The Wifé value Love, juft as Fools Wifdow prize 5 
) Which when they cann't gain, they feem to difpife. 
I Chow: Let him plot all he can, &c+ 


tee \ 4. 
Viol. Cold Cowards all perils of anger fhuns 
EB To dangers of Love they leap when they run. 

The valiant in frolicks did follow the Boy, 
| When he led them a Dance from Greece to old Troy. 
Cho. Let him plot all he can, &c. 
B ae 
he 


we Enter Balthazar. 

Balt. Behind the Garden of the Auguftines 

_ Your friends attend. You muft be fudden if 

' You'll be fuccefsful. Ben. 
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Where the wind fits. Well, I with you fome danger, 


a) 


Fer. L come. Bid Lucio in awhifper to as 
Retire, and to expeat my Orders at ie %, 
Saint LawrenceGate. Lady, though you deny ) 
Sleep to my Brother, yet, youmay do wel 
T’ allow a little of it to your felf. : 

It grows lates and Viola, methinks, begins 
To lofe an eye with watching in your fervice. 

viol. [love watching and dancing too in Moon-fhine nights, 
Like any Fairy. 

Beat. Can whifpers hide your bus’nefs, Benedick, 

When you are fuch a Weather-Cock, that with 
But looking on you I can quickly find 


That you may get the-more honour. [Exeunt feveral ways. 
Enter Angelo, E({chalus. 
Ang. It is not juft I fhould rebuke them for 
Their harmony of mind; that were to fhew 
The rage, and envious malice of the Devil, 
Who quarrels with the good, becaufe they have 
That happinefs, which he can ne’er enjoy. 
Efch. My Lord, find you fick for want of reft 5 
And grieve to hear you fay, the caufe of your” 
Difeafe isin your felf. 
Ang. No ficknefs, E/chalus, 
Can be more dangerous than mine, of which 
The caufe is known to that Phyfician, who 
Enjoins me to difpair of cure. 
Efch.. Your words amaze me. [ Enter 1. Servant. 
1.erv. To Arms, my Lord, to Arms! 
The ancient Citizens are wakt in terrour 
By the infulting youth; who in loud throngs 
March through the Streets to the Parade. 
Ang. Hence Coward! thou art frighted by thy dream. LEx. Serv. 
Enter 2. Servant. 
>. serv. Arm,arm,my Lord! your Brother is revolted, 
Heading a Body of disbanded Officers. ‘ 
He is in skirmifh with your Guards, 
To refcue Claudio from the Law. 
Ang. My Brother grown my publick Enemy ? 
This iteration founds like truth. I was 
Juft now fending to declare Clandio's Pardon, 
And to haften his and Juliet’s liberty. 
E{ch. You purpos'd well, but your performance was 
Too flow. . [ Enter 1. Servant. 
1. Serv. Tis faid the Marfhal of ‘your Guards is flain. 
Ang. That’s a farprife of fortune; for he had 
Clandio’s Pardon, and, had he fhewn #, might 
Perhaps have quencht the mutiny. 
My Armour! and command my Guard of Switzs 
To march, and to make good the Pafs, which leads 
To Saint Jago's Port. Hafte, E/chalus, 
And bid Afontano make a fally from 
The Citadel. [Exeunt feveral ways 
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. Enter Duke, Provo/i. 
Dek, Lock up your Pris'ners, and fecure the Gates. 
Prov. I did fufpect by Lwcio’s menacings, 
“That Benedick would Claudio’s liberty 
Attempt by force; and therefore did provide 
For oppolition to attend th’ affaule. 
Forty felected from the Guards without; 
I have drawn in. 
Duke. Are they enter’d? , 
. prov. They are, and bold Urfizoa does command ’em. 
Duke. Th’ expedient which, tn hatte, I have preferib’d,. 
Will in extremity be fic to ufe 3 ; 
Though when you threaten’t men may think you cruel, 
prov. Father, [’ll {trictly follow your advice. 
Deke. Offer a parly from the Battlements, 
Be careful, valiant Provoft, of your charge, 
_ And Heaven take care of you. 
Prov. I'll through the Poftern lead you out: 
Your function will protect you. [ Exeunt. 
Enter Benedick, Balthazar, Officers. 
Ben. Remove the Martial {traight where Surgeons may 
_ Attend his wound, which is not mortal, though 
His lofs of blood deprive him of his fpeech. 
Balt. A Squadron of the Guards at our approach, 
~ Retir’d into the Prifon, to make good 
The Gates againft affault. 
o Bex. Their fudden fear begot that policy, 
Rather to make conditions for themfelves, 
_ Than for the place. 
' Balt. The Provoft will be obftinate. 
Ben, It may be fafer for him to preferve 
His courage for fome other ufe. 
Enter Lucio, Duke. 
* Lac. Father Fox the Fryer, is ftoln out of his holes 
And is going to make a vilit to 
The Geefe of his Parith. 
> Ben. Lucio, let him paGs. 
Luc. If you give quarter to the Enemies 
Of Lovers, you will be follow’d tm your 
Next War, by none but decrepid old Souldierss 
The youth will all forfake you. 
Ben. Unhand him ftraight: we muft in rev’rence to 
His function make him free. 
Duke. Peace be with your Lordthip. 
Luc. Take care of Lovers in your Orizons, 
And the rather, becaufe praying for them, — 
You pray for the Duke. Remember that Fryer. 
Duke. If e’re I fee the Duke, Siryhe fhall know 
How much he is oblig’d to you. | 
Ben. Lucio, be ftedfattin your tation. [ Exeant Duke, Lucio. 
Provoft from the Battledents, —'  ” : 
Ben. Look up! the Provoft does relent: he feems 
Inclin’d to parly. te 1h) 1 a3 a 
Prov. May Fortune ferve the valiant Benedick 
bind oi 
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In all attempts, but when he does invade 
The Forts of Law, where Juftice would fecure \ 
The Trophies of her Victories. 
Ren. Provolt, I take your greeting well, and with 
Your courage more fuccef$, than you in your 
Refiftance now are liketo find. You are 
Too wife to talk of Law to thofe who mean 
To juftifie their ations by their Swords. 
prov. My Lord, fome honour I have gotten in 
The face of Enemies3 and will not lofe | 
It in the fight of friends. 
Ben. You mutt give Claudio and Fulietts liberty 5 
And then your other Pris’ners, and your felf, 
Shall, undifturb’d, be at your own difpofe. 
Prov. Claudio by fentence is condemn‘d 5 and fure 
My Office does engage my honour to 
Make good the fentence of the Law. 
Balt. Provoft, we come not here to make a War, 
Like Women, with vain words. 
Ben. Accept of peace by yielding that which I 
Would gain by a requeft, or elfe expect 
The worft event of force. 
Prov. Your force I will 
Oppofes and when my temper is too much ~ 
Provokt, perhaps the extremity may make 
Me fhew you fuch an object, as will hurt | 
Your eyes. [ Enter Lucio. — 
Luc. My Lord retire to face your Brother's pow’r, , | 
Which now is doubled by a fally from 
The Citadel.- 
Ben. Make good the paffage at Saint Laurence Gate: 
And, whilft my Squadron does advance, 
You, Balthazar, mult march at diftance. with 


The Reer. " 
Prov. Urfizo! range your Partizans! 
*Tis now our time to make a fally too. [Bxennt. 


Lclafhing of Arms within. 
Enter Beatrice, Viola, Lacquay. ° jee 
Viol. Sifter! Sifter ! can we not hide our felves? 
Beat. Fear nothing, Viola, till you are in love. 
But then our Faces we like Wood-Cocks hide 5 
Whilft foolifh fear (which is in women fhame) 
Makes us but tempt the Fowler to give aim. 
Enter 1. Page. 
1. Page. Madam, all’s our own. 
Beat. Well, fpeak! you are one of thofe Meffengers 
Who loft his Wages by his diligence 
Running fo faft to bring good news, that he 
Wanted breath to utter it. 
_ 1. Page. Count Beredick's a moft fubftantial man. 
Would the Sun were up, that his friends might fee 
How he ftands to’t, whilft his Enemies flye from him. 
Beat. He is aCubftance fit to ftandi’th’ Sun of 
To make a fhadow. And being the fubftance, i 4 
4 Lucio 
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Lucio mult be the fhadow ? if Bexedick 
Flye firft, Luczo will not fail to follow him. 
1. Page. There isno end of Count Bexedicks valour. 
- Beat. Valiant without ends that is, {tout to no purpofe. 
= Enter 2. Page. 
2. Page. Oh Madam! Count Bewedick is loft. 
Beat. How? this foolifh, Boy was ever given to lying. 
‘Lacquay, go out, and bring me truth; fuch truth 
AsI fhall like, or elfe return no more. 
2. Page. Madam, all the Maids——_ 
Beat. Peace! your Intelligence comes from the Laundry. 
viol. Well, I fear the news may be tootrue then 5 
They know what they fay. Carlo, tellitme. [Page and Viola whifper. 
Beat. My eyes are not prophetical; perhaps . 
They melt too foon. Loft, valiant Benedick , 
Loft by thy noble kindnefs for my fake 5 
Who whilft I pity’d Claudio in his danger, 
Had of thy fafety no indulgent care. 
f - Enter Balthazar. 
Balt. Madam, pardon my hafte, which 1s as rude 
As my unfeafonable vifit. 
Beat. Tellme, I pray, the bufinefs of this night 2 
Balt. Count Bewedick began it with fuccefs5 
Who to redeem unhappy Claudio from 
The arms of death, and Juliet from the fhame 
Of publick penance, did affault the Guards 
Attending near the Prifon Gates and at 
The firft encounter did difperfe that force. 
Beat. This is no wonder; for in Honours Game 
(Where many throw at the laft great ftake, life, 
Asif ’twere but light Gold) young Gamefters oft 
Are lucky. 
Balt. The Provolt offer’d parly, but deny’d 
To yield the Pris‘ners, and the caufe which made 
Him obftinate grew quickly evident 5 
By old Afontano’s {ally from the Citadel, 
And Angelo’s advance with all his Zmits. 
Thefe were by valiant Beedick repullft. 
- Beat. Fm not forry now that I have his Picture: 
For the vain Gentleman will quickly grow 
Soalter’d by fuccefs, that without his 
Image I fhould hardly know him. 
Balt. Lord Angelo would have retir’'d into, the Citadel; 
But in the {trife of that retreat | 
Brave Benedick receiv'd a wound. 
Beat. A wound-----Excufe me, Balthazar, if 1 
_ Affume the feeling of your friendfhip to him, 
- And pity him for your fake. 
Balt. The. wound was flight 5 
And rather ferv’d augment his courage, than 
_ To wafte his {trength. * 
Beat. Well, I'll allow him courage. Pray proceed. 
Balt. With many fhouts faluted,, he agai, 


- Summon’d the Provoft 3 who enraged at our... | 
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Refiftance of his fally from the Prifon, 
Licens’'d his anger even to cruelty 5 
For, as a dire expedient to prevent 
Th’ occafion of a new affault, he doom’d ; 
* Young Claudio to endure the bloody Axe3 
And from the Battlements fhew’d us his head. 
Beat. Enough! your {tory grows too difmal to 
Be heard. Dead Claudio, yet more happy is __ 
Than living Julict. Pray be brief, if you 
. Have any other forrows to reveal ! , 
Balt. The cruel Provoft having thus provokt 
Count Bexedicks he ftraight prepares to ftorm 
The Prifon; and th’ aflault was {carce begun, 
When faddenly our Sov’raign Duke breaks forth, 
From the dark Cloud of that difguife, 1n which, 
It feems, he hath remain’d conceal’d in Turin. 
Beat. The Duke in Town? 
Balt. Moft vifibly in perfon, and in pow’r. 
For by his high command victorious Benedick, 
Is now with conquer’d Angelo, and both 
Are Pris’ners to the Provoft, 
Beat. Sudden and ftrange. 
Balt. Lord Angelo is kept from Vifitants, | 
To make him ignorant of what is paft 5 
And by the ftrictnefs of the Guards to Benedick, 
*Tis whifper’d and fufpected, that he will 
Be fentenc’d for Rebellion. 
Beat. I'll to the Duke. He’s full of clemency: 
A Prince who by forgiving does reclaim, 
And tenderly preferve for noble ufe, 
"Many whom rigid Juftice, by exemplar death, 
Would make for ever ufelefs to the world. 
Balt. °Tis fit you haften to him. 
Beat. In his own arms he bred my infancy. 
He ever yielded to me when! fd 
For men who had no other plea to get 
Their pardon but their mifery; and fure 
He'll not deny me when in tears I kneel, ; eg 
For valiant Benedick. LExeunt. 
Enter Duke in his own Habit, Efchalus, Provoft, 
Fryer Thomas, Attendants. 
Dike. In favour of that pow’r, which I did leave 
In Angelo's poffeffion, as my Subftitute, 
I have reliev’d him from his Brother's fury. 
But Angelo in his fhort Government, 
Disfigur'd and disgrac’d that fair 
Refemblance which he wore of me, 
By many blemifhes. 
Efch. Though your accuftom’d clemency fhould give 
Him leave to ufe a eloquence, in’s own 
Defence, yet he would filence it, and hope 
For no relief, but from your gracious mercy, 
Duke. Provoft, he is your Prisner now, 
With Benedick. Take care they donot meet. 
Prove 


- My thanks aad favour. 
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Prov. Sir, they are ievex’d under watehiul Guards. 
Dike. Fis wel'. Go do what further feajoin'd you. 
Prov. ' humbly beg your Highnels pardoa, for my 
Ignorance of what you were whea you 
Were pleas'd to make your vifits in difguife. 


<—F 


Deke. You need no pardon, but have merited 


Fi 1 ; E it P. < 
Fry.Tho. Is it your Bighnefs will that I attend you x! pide 


Deke. Tve left your habit, but will ne’er forfake 
Your company nor counfel. Father now 


“You muft make hafte, and doas I directed. 


Fry. Tho. I fhall be diligent in both of your 


Commands. waite ange! 
Duke. You, E/chalus, complain of being ese Ifill Loo ed 


By having been made ignorant of all 
 Thefe evils paft. [left you not to fleep 


Away your time. 

E/ch. If you vouchfafe me not your pardon, 
I fhall with fhame receive my punifhment 5 
Though it is better to be ignorant, 
Than to be guilty. 

Enter Beatrice, Viola, 2 Pages, Lacqnay. 

Beat. As virtuous Virgins, by their vows to Heaven, 
Have brought you here, fo may their Prayers 
Preferve you long amorgft us. 

Dike. Uthank you, beauteous Maid. But I perceive 


_ Affliction in your Eyes. Whence does it come? 


Beat. I am alowly Sutor to your Highnefs, 
Duke. hope you are not fo unfortunate, 
As to defire a benefit, which I 
Unwillingly thall grant. 
Beat. If no offenders were, then Sov'raign Pow'r 
Would have no ufe of mercy : 
Though Bexedick has much offended, yet 
Forgive that valour which by yours was bred 3 
And let him not be loft who was mifled. 
puke. Your heart.is alter'd fince I faw you laft. 
Can Benedick in his affliction now 
Prevail; and be petition’d for by you 
Who (corn’d him when he did in triumph fue ? 
This riddle Tf w:!l leave to Efchalus. 
Give mea quick account of it. I fhall 
Confider and take care of your requelt. [ Exeunt feveral ways. 
Enter Angelo, Fry:r Thomas. 
Ang. In the perplexity of Fight, when I 


- Was forc’d toa retreat, I did fuppofe 
_ MyBrother (to procure the people to 


His fide) had. publith’d but in artifice 
The Dukes return. 
Fry. Tho. The Duke is certainly ia Town, and has; 
During the time of your Vicegerency, 
Remain’d here in difguife, he did converfe, 
With r/2bellz, and continually 
Receiv'd from her, true knowledge of her grieés, poe 
n 
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And by what art you have afflicted her. 
Ang. Ob, Father, I am loft. 
Fryer Tho. Could you fuppofe 
You were your Brother's Prifoner, here ? 
Ang. Inthe dark mift of our encounter, 
I was led to that miftake. 
Fryer Tho. “Twas a miftake indeed 5 : 
For Benedick’s your fellow prifoner now, 
And under {trict command. , ‘ 
Ang. 1 know him noble, though by paffion urg’d 
To this outragious violence, againft 
My ill difpos’d authority,: and had | 
He now been free, I eafily fhould have hop’d 
His favour with the Duke, might have procur'd 
My peace and pardon too. But, in my ftrickt , 
Reftraint, how, Father, did you get this vifit > 
Fryer Tho. By an efpecial leavetocomfort you. _[_Ewter Provolt. 
The Provoft has perhaps occafion of concernment 
With you. ll take leave.a while. ait [Exit Frye. 
prov. My Lord, with bluthes I appear, 
['th’ prefence of your moft unhappy fortune, 
Afham’d of my authority 5, but ‘tis 
His Highnefs will, that you thould now 
Be fubject to my pow’r,, who have been long. 
Govern’d by yours. 
Ang. You wiil be civil tome, Provolt, if 
You think Iam contented with this change. 
Prov. You are fo well.prepar'd for grief, 
That I may now. afk leave,,to tell you; he, whom ,. 
You did haftily condemn, was with difpatch, 
As fatal as your fentence, executed. 
Ang who can you mean? 
Prov. Thunhappy Claudio. Ath 
dng. Is he executed? The Marthal had his Pardon feal'd.. 
Prov. The Marfhal. (who, is now in hope of cure) 
Was by his wound laft night in the firft charge 
Depriv’d of {peech; fo by the Law of deftiny, 
Your purpos'd remedy againft your Law 
Was known too late: for (to divert 
The fury of th’affault, by taking frony } 
His friends that hope which was the caufe of ftrife}) 
I did appoint him for the Ax3 and from 
Our Battlements fhew’d them his head. 
Ang. All my finifter Stars, have met at once, 
In confultation how to ruine me. 
Prov. A moment e’re his death, a Fryer who was 
Official here, did marry him to Juliet: ) 
And therefore now I come to Know, how far | 
You by your plentiful Eftate, will pleafe 
To give fubfiftance'to his mourning Widow? 
You know that his Poffeffions, and, her Dowry, 
(He dying guilty by the fentence of 
The Law) are both confifcate to the Duke, 
Ang. My bofom is too narrow for this grief; \  ‘visead 
I give her all I have. Enter 


The Law againft Lovers. 


Enter E{chalus. 
Efch. My Lord, I grieve to tell you, that the Duke 
As a reward to Z/abella’s vertue for’ 
Her fuff’rings, has already by his promife, 
Given hes th’intended confi{cation of 


~ Your Lands and Treafure. 


Ang. Tis righteoufly beftow’d. But where alas, 
She having all, is Fuliet’s recompence > 
Prov. Let’s leave him, Signior, to his thoughts. LEx. Provof}. 
Ang. How wifely Fate ordain’d for humane kind 
Calamity, which is the perfeé Glafs 
Wherein we truly fee and know our felves. 
~ How juftly it created life but fhort; 
For being incident to many griefs, 
Had it been deftin’d to continue long, 
Fate, to pleafe Fools, had done the Wife great wrong. 
Enter Mabella. , 
ifab. | come, my Lord, to fee you in eclipfe : 
You did too hurtful to mine eyes appear, 
When with your glory you did fill your Sphear. 
Ang. Is it revenge that hath this vifit bred 5 
- Or are you hither by compaffion led > 
_ ‘Ifab. With no revenge nor pity I comply 5 
But come, perhaps, in curiofity 
As in a great Eclipfe the curious run 
T inform themfelvyes exactly of the Sun: 
_ For when his light is leffen‘d, they fee more 
OF his unevennefs, than they faw before. — 
Ang. The fpots in him only imagin’d be; 
But all reported ftains are true in me. 
Tab. As your coofeflion of the worft of you 
Seems now to utter more than does feem true, 
So of the beft of you, which is your love, 
Perhaps you told much more than you could prove. 
Ang. In an ill feafon you require a teft, 
T’aflure you of that love which I profett 3 
When I can offer nothing that is fit, 
- Tobe a pledge to make you credit it 3 
Since all had is by the Duke (as due 
— Toinjur’d virtue) freely given to you. 
Ifab. Take back your wealth; improperly confign’d 
To me, who prize no wealth, but of the mind. 
Ang. How Ifabell? would you a prefent make 
_ Of fuch a gift, as you difdain to take. 
_ It would more worthy of your bounty prove, 
To keep fuch trifles, and to give me love. 
But I would have what you can never give 5 
Claudio is dead, whofe life fhould make me live. 
Tab. I fhall redeem you now from half your fear; 
I muft be gone, but Claudio thall appear, [ Exit. 
Ang. What may this mean? Virgins fo foft as the 
Can never pleafure take in cruelty. 
Heav'n oft in wonders does propitious grow, 
Fortune no fafter ebbs than it can flow. 
tmicios >} Enter 
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cland. Let thofe who loft their youth retire to Graves, 
Deaths Clofets, where, though there be privacy, 

Yet there is never ufe of thoughts. Let us thank | « 
Heaven that we have life, fince we together 
May enjoy it. 

Ful. From a wild Tempeft, where we both were loft, 
Heaven lands us ftrangely on a Floury coaft. : 

Claud. Since none could thus recover’d be by Heaven, 
Were not the crimes which loft them quite forgiven, 
Let us exprefs a kind forgivenefs too3 

ul. Honour would that without Religion do. 

‘ng. Are you the mortal fubftances of forms 
Which yourefemble, Claudio and Julietta; 

Yet, like immortal Angels, can fo much’ 
Of good forgivenefs {peak? 
Claud. What act hath Angelo feverely done, 
For which his Brother Bemedzck hath not 
By kindaefs ample fatisfaction given? 

Ang. How is this wonder to be underftood ? [| Evter Benedick. 

Ben. The Provoft, Brother, has to happy purpofe 
Deceiv’d us by the death of Bernardine. 

Let us embrace and mutually exchange : 
Forgivene(s. es 

Ang. Sure our offences to each other will 
Admit excufe, fince the authority of mighty love 
Did {way us both. This meeting has much comfort i 
In it though it be in Prifon. ( Enter Beatrice, Viola. 

Beat. Where is the Rebel? 

Ben. NoRebel, Lady, to your pow’r. 

Beat. If you had.err'd that way, y'had never been 
Forgiven3 but you may offend your Prince 20 
As often as you pleafe. There’s your Pardon—— [Gives him a Paper \ 

Ben. I hope you will not undo me. (fal de 

Beat. How fo, Sir? } 

Ben. Lam afraid “tis a Licence for Marriage. 

Beat. No, Sir, Plays that end fo, begin to be Me 
Out of fafhion. 

Ben. Do you not fee your Coufin Juliet ? 

She has been advis’d by a bauld Dramatick Poet 
Of the next Cloifter, to end her Tragy-Comedy . 


y 


With Hymen the old way. [Beatrice falutes Juliet. 
Beat. Alas poor Coufin! Love has led thee a Dance 
Through a Brake of Thorns and Briers. ’ 
Jul. Madam, take heed 5, though he be blind ¥ i 
He may find the way to bead you too, 1 (oe 
viol. ‘Warrant ye I'll run from that foolifh Boy, | a 
Aud then let him try to overtake me. [4 foont within: 
Within. The.Duke! the Duke! 1 DO | 4 
igpter Duke, Uabella, E(chalus, Provoft, Fryar Thomas, Guards, 
Attendants, Balthazar, Lucio, behind the reft. Cane 
: Duke. The motive which laft caus’d; my vifits ‘viol 
To this Prifon, was to give.good counfel'andto® © i 


“oth Reclaim 


~ 


~ The Law againft Lovers. 


Reclaim the ill advis’d. But now I come 
To count’nance the Reclaim’d. I can relate 
Your latter Story, Avgélos andam 
Not ignorant, Bexedick, of yourss but in 
Remembrance of your former merits [ 


Forget your late attempts. 


Ang. Your Highnefs makes 
An hourly conqueft of our hearts, and we 
Moft humbly bow in thankfulnefs for your 
Continual clemency. 

Duke. The eye of Pow’r does not alone obferve 


‘The heights, but lower Regions of the world. 


I have a Convert here, whom I would fee. 
Prov. Call Bernardine. 
Ben. Is he alive? 
Duke. 1am more willingly appeas’d, becaufe 
The fury of the la{t encounter has, 
Not loft me any of my Subjects lives, 
The Martial’s free from danger of his wound 5 


And as the military Sword has not 


Prevail’d fo far as life, fo Juftice, with 
Contrition fatisfy’d, did fheath up hers. . 
[Eater Faylor, Fool, Bernardine. 
Balt. There's no harm yet. 
Luc. 1 hope we. fhall all fcape. 
Duke. The Provoft (whofe fidelity I fhall 
Reward ) did in the ftorm preferve from wrack 
This Penitent: and from the Battlements 
Deceiv'd you with a Head of one, who of 
A natural ficknefs dy’d i’th’ Prifon. 
Luc. Under your Highnefs favour I fufpected 
Afar off, that “twas not Bernardine’s, by 
A fimall Wart upon his left eye-lid. 
Duke. You were not bid to fpeak. 
Luc. No an’t pleafe your Highnefs, 
Nor witht to hold my peace. 
Balt. Lucio, you will be talking. 
Duke. Remember, Bernardine, your Vows to Heaven3 
And fo behave your felf in future life, 
That [ fhall ne’er repent my mercy. 
Bern. | am your Highnefs Debtor for this life, 
And for th’ occafion of that happinefs, 
Which may fucceed it after death. 
Deke. Is there not, Father, in this Company 
One too much troubled with a lib’ral tongue, 
Who hath traduc’d me toa Brother of i boa 


Your Cloifter ? 


Fry.Tho. Yes, Sir, and here behold the man. 
Luc. Whol, Father? I know you not. 

_ Fry.Tho. No, Sit, but I know you. 
Luc. | thall be glad, Sir, of your acquaintance, 


_ For my Confeffor is lately dead. 


Duke. But,’ Lucio, you perhaps, would know me too, 


- Should I again put on the Habit which 


et I wore 
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I wore, when boldly to my face you did - 
-Traduce me in this Prifon. 
Luc: If your Highnefs, forgiving now fo many, 
Will pardon me too, I'll hereafter hang 
A Padlock at my lips, and this good Father 
Shall keep the Key of it. 
puke. Your flanders, Lvezo, cannot do me harm. 
Be forrowful, and be forgiven. , 
Balt. Thy Mother hath:bewitcht thee the right way, 
For no Sword can pierce thee. 
puke. Think memot fingular, becaufe 5k he 
I did my felfa while depofe 5 
For many Monarchs have their Thrones 
Forfaken for a Cloitral life; and I, 
Perhaps, may really that. Habit take, 
Which I have worn but in difguife. 
Ang. That were t'undo the world by leaving it. 
Ben. Whilft fo you feek imagin’d happinefs, 
We all shall find effential, mifery. 
Duke. My refolutions are not foon remov d: 
I’m old and weary of authority. 
But, e’re I leave it quite (fince Ihave no 
Succefforsiof my'own)-let me difpofe 
Of beft advantages to thofe whom I 
Efteem, who may enjoy my pow’r. Lend me, 
Chatt Ifabella, your fair hands which with *. 
Your heart I dedicateito Angelo 3 
He now fufficiently that virtue knows, . ? 
Which he too much, too curioufly has try ds 
rab. Uhaye fo long your counfel follow’d with 
Succes, as I am taught not to fufpect 
Much happinefs will {till attend 
Th’ obedience which does yield 
To your command. 
Ang. 1 fear my joys are grown too great to lalt. 
Duke. Ihave a good occafion, Benedick , 5 
To thank you now for your fuccefsful toils 
And Victory inthe AZ#lain Wat 5 for which, 
In ample recompence, I give you but. ‘ 
- The heart, which I perceive you,had before. 
The witty war which you fo long have had- 
With virtuous Be’trice, now mut gently end, 
In joyful triumphs of a nuptial peace. 
Beat. Take heed! our quarrel will begin again 
And th’end of this long Treaty will but bring 
The war home to your own doors. 
Ben, V'll venture. Tis but providing good ftore of 
Cradles for Barracadoes to line my Chamber. 
Duke. Be happy, Claudio, in yoursfaithful Juliet, 
The perfecutions of your loves are pat. 
Cland. They feel-not joy who-have not forrow felt. ~ al 
We through afflictions make our way to Heaven. 
Lac. Fool, P’'ve amind to marry your Grandmother. 
Fool. She ftays for youinthe Church, and will prove 


—— 


The May's the. Maller. 0939 


‘A {weet Bed-fellow, for the has not been 


Bury'd above a Month. : hath tn ® drrytt) ks * 
Duke. Provott, open your’ Prifon Gases avd maka 
‘Your Pris’ners free. The {tory of this dayy SY opeo Way 
When ’tis to future Ages told, will feem 
A moral drawn froma poetick Dreams vor 6X 9h a 
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Well, our old Poet hopes this Comedie 

Will fomsewbat in the fine new fafhion be 5 

But, if all gay, ‘twould not with Age agree. 
8. 


A little be was fain to moralize 
That he might ferve your winds as well as eyes 
The Proverb fays, Be merry and be wife. 


this, Gentlemen, is all he bad me fy 

Of his important Trifle call'd a Plays tie 

For which, he does conféefi, you dearly pay. 
I 


O. 

But he did fear that he could hardly make 

A Prologue fo in fafbion as might take, 

For he does weuch of too much boldnefs lack, 
If. \ 

He never durft, nor ever thought it fit, 

To ceafure thofe who Fudges are of Wit. eEae 

Now you expect the Rime will end in Pits i ti 


A, 


The Perfons reprefented. 


Dow Ferdinand. «Father to I/abella. 


‘ Don John. Suitor to Ifabella. 
Don Lewis. His Rivals. 
Sancho. , Steward to Don Ferdinand. 
Jodlet. ( Servant to Don Jobx. 
Stephano. Servant to Don Lewis. 
Ifabella. Daughter to\Don Ferdinand. 
Lucilla. Sifter to Dow Fobe. 
Bettris. Tfabella’s Maid. ' 
Laura. Lucilla’s Maid. 


The SC EN E Madrid. 


_ And in one Houfe. 


ACT I. SCENE I. 
Enter Lucilla, and Laura with a dark Lanthorn. 


Lue. OU have (erv’d me but two days, and are you weary 
already ? . 
Lan. Pray add the nights tothe'days; for I have not flept fince 
I came into your fervice. P 
.. Luc. Love has ordain’d us for thefe Journeys3 and will, I hope, 
bring us at laft where we may reft quietly. Lan. 


== =F hachdihs othe Mafer, y 


Lan. Yes, to the laft Inn of all Traveilers, where we {hall meet 
Worms inftead of Fleas; Lovers never reft quietly till they lodge 
at the Sign of the Grave. 

Lue. Prethee be patient, Laura. 

Law. If I had been waiting-woman to sill of the Wisp, I could 
not have wander’d with fo much uncertainty as when follow a Mi- 

 ftrefs led about by love. 

Luc. But, Laxra,I follow you sow. 

Lau. You may with eafe enough, when I'm fo tir’d that T.can go 

‘no further; this is the pretty Foot belonging to a Leg; which 

(though I fay’t) was fit to lead a Dance in Hymens Hall. 

Luc. And does it limp now, and grow weary of the errands of 
two days. | 

Lax. You have little reafon to blame that Leg which has been fo 
nimble in your fervice but the other will follow it no further. Me- 
* thinks it has got a fhackle inftead ofa Garter. [she limps alittle. 

Enter Sancho with a dark Lanthorz. 

Luc. Take heed, Laura; I fee light. 

Lau. Why, what would you fee, darknefs?. are not your eyes 
made for the light ? 

Luc. ’Tisa Man; he feems to feek fome body with a Lanthorn. 

Lau. He feeks me here by appointment. . 

Luc. I'll retire to this Portico. 

Law. Do, Whilft I accoft him. 

Luc. What ishe ? : 

Lan. *Tis Sancho, Don Ferdinando's Steward; he was my fworn 
Brother ovet a Poflit, he is by the length of his Beard and the heat 
of his Conftitution, a very Goat. 

Luc. For Heaven's fake lofe no time. . 

Law. You need not fear his lofs of times I ufetocall him my Bro- 
ther Brevity; He is fothrifty of his fpeech, that his tongue does fel- 
~ dom allow his thoughts above two words to exprefs them, 

San. Laura. 
~ Law. Are not you my Brother Saxcho? 

San, Tam. : 

_ Law. Have you contriv’d a way to conceal my Lady in your Ma- 
{ters Houfe ? 

San. Yes. 

Lax, Can you admit her now ? 

San. No. 

- Lan. May it be to morrow ? 

San. It may. ; 

Lax. I'll attend you in the morning. 

san. Do. i 

Lau. Pray name the hour. 

San. Nine. 

Lau. My Mittrefs is very fenfible of your care, and would know 
if I may have leave to give you this Gold? 

San. You may. 

*Lau. I hope you hate not me, nor the prefent. 

San. Neither. 

‘Lan. Are we both acceptable? 

San. Both._—— [He looks on the Gold. 

‘Lav. 'Tis Gold; and Signior sancho you fhall find me to be as true 

Metal asit. > ods 
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‘Laz. Not fo foon,. good Signior saxcho, bring. me tothe Wed¥/ 
ding night, and try, if like Gold, [can endure tte touchy: 19'* od ge 
san. Humph !————— ped. 391 te 

Laz. Lovers may pretend tohavetrue Metals but Marriage is the 
«Touch-ftone. i ob 3 bosw over 90g 
san. OF Fools. [ Afides®s 
Laz. Hands off, good Signior:S2acho. You want: fleep, Godd 
night, Pray let me go. £2 119) rrol wi 
San. Pals. ‘ (axatSanchoos © 
Laz. Come, Madam, we may halten home, Nineis the appointed: )- 
hour when you fhall have admittance. owl 
“Ly. After [have fought opportunity, [ am afraid to find it.) owt , 
- Lats Madam, I donot yet underftand your intrigues of Love. You 
are afraid to find the opportunity you feck, and I, poorwretch, feekia 
more opportunities than [ fear { {hall find. & JOQ eat aris 
Lz. Lord help thee! thon doft wantia great deakof forrow to 
make thee a little wife. tin): = cole escondt. 
er? } E#ter Don John aud Jodler. W> xy 7 
Fod. Sir, by your favour, you are either mad, ot the Dewi} is mam 
Jitious to bring you to Madrid, ‘at fo unfeafonable an hour, Jafteriti- 
sding Poft, or rather flying, without meat or drink, asempty'aswild 
Hawks, and as uncertain of your Quarry. 9 © sTitl 35k ae 
D. John. 1 confefs thou maift be tir'd allover; all burthyTomgue, 
and that can never be weary. The Street where wearemow, isthat 
which I have fought: »7 nana o& arb’ wd ) 
- : Fod. What will you do here; go fee: Don Ferdinand when tis pat) 
Midaight ? HOD wey 6 .onuineD af Fa 
D: John. Yes, and this veryonight Pl wilt tfabellas 9H 107] ond 
Jods Tis.ill tov have! an empty ftomach, ‘but worfe tohavesan — 
empty head. ast mintso! ci oH eetioord i 
D. John. Fodlet,1 know you are hungry, buthunger makes you fitter? 
for watchingsI'll not ftir out of this ftrect till [feemy Miftrefs. se 
Fod. Remember ’tis paft One,a feafon when Dox Ferdinand’s Gates 
are always fhut : we have ridden this morning from Zurgos.“Fknow tio 
kind of Lovers but Owls would have chofenthe nightforajourney: — 
D. John. To love nothing but fleep, and eating, is to be a Beaftin’s 
the habit of a Serving-man. , eH 
od. How I hate raillery ? ) dl timbsy sory. oe 
D. jobn. And I eating and fleep, in comparifon of this 
Habella. “wortom or odaiyaM nd 
Fod. You areone of thofe who are fill'd with wild-fireatfight ofiia 
cold Picture; and if Mafter Painter, has luckily drawna Snoutofivo- 
ry anda Mouth of Coral, which perhaps does inclofe an ill Tongue and 
worfeT eeth;then he makes you mad ofa Miftrefsswill a'Pidure reveal 
whether her crooked body be arm’d with a Coat of Mailjorwhether 
fhe be fome skeleton whole Beauties lye at night upon Her drefling- _ 
cloth? you'll not be much pity’d if men find: you ill: provided :of aii 
Woman, fince you'll be gull'd with one before you have feen her.”. 
Be John. Thou art as froward at this time o' th’ nightias'a’ wak'd 
Child os. 3 ssi www? 
od. Wou'd any man keep patience about*him when:he mutt rin ~ 
in the dark from Street to Street, and grope out his-way Itke a blind 
Manwithout a Dog? \orftand folong:under a Balcony (lifting himfelf 
vane ~ upon! 


¥ fF 


& % a m4 
Picture of 


‘\ 


The Man's the Mafter, 333 


Ea en nna 
upon one leg to ftare higher about him) till he fhift his feet as oftén 

asa Stork? ioe 
oD. John. Jodlet! 

-Fod. Don John. . 

D. John. My Picture was rarely drawn 3 and {ure it could not chufe 
but pleafe my Mittrefs. 

od. I know the contrary. 

Dp. fohn. What fay ft thou > 
 ‘Jod. I tell you it has rather difpleas’d her. 

D. John. How the Devil canft thou know that! 

Fod. Alas, I know it too well. 

D. John. Hah! tell me how? 
 Jod. Good Sir, have patience! inftead of your Picture, the re- 

ceived mine. 

D.Jobz. Traitor, tis well thou doft not ufe to {peak truth, for 
“elfe I fhould {earch for thy life in the very bottom of thy Bowels. 

od. You may, Sir, and begin at my Throat: But in piercing my 

body, I pray {pare my Doublet for I made it new at Bargos. 

D.John. Pox of your Railery, Tell me what thou haft done? 

Fod. Sir, put your anger up firft. - 
 D. john. I never had fo much caufe to let it out, But fpeak, and 
‘Yet not Fear fright Truth from thee. 

od. Sir, when we left Flaunders 

D.John. Well, proceed. | 

God. You having your Brother kill'd, and a Sifter carried away 
by ftealth (not knowing where, nor how, nor wherefore, nor by 
whom) you rode fo faft that you left all your.judgement a great 
way behind you. 

_D.Fohx.To what purpofe, Villain,doft thou open thefe two wounds? 
proceed apace to thy Picture. . 

Fod. Sir, I go as faft Ican; but your anger interrupts me fo, that 
I’m fain fometimes to go back toxrecover my Tongue, though I have 
“nothing within me but what is much to the purpofe. 

D.Jobn. Why doft thou not render it in few words? 

Jod. Icannot, Sir, for [always {peak things in order, but for your 

Pitture which I had e’en forgot ———— | 

D.jobn. Was ever Man fo tir’d with the tedious length of no- 

thing ? 

: “od We were but newly return’d to Caftile when Dow Ferdinand 
de Rochas propos d his Daughter to you in Marriage: her Picture 
was made a Prefent to you, and the offer of Twenty thoufand 
Crowns in portion, and then you (t'inchant her with yout own 
Pidure as much as you were charm’d by hers) made hafte to fend 

her it: and fo, as the Proverb fays, put an old Cat to an old Rat. 
It was a Lovers ftratagem, and villanoufly fubtle. But Heav'n (not 

_ always a Friend to Lovers) ordain’d a fuccefs contrary to your ex- 
pectation. : 

DD. Fobn. Art thou about the Hiftory of the World; and wilt thou 
‘not finith it till the World ends? 

 -Fod. Yes, Sir, but.I mutt refrefh my memory, for it is almoft 

weary. 

D. john. 1 would thy Tongue were fo too. 

Fod. You remember that your Painter (in thankfulnefs for the 

great reward you gave him) wou'dafter he had drawn your Picture, 
take a little pains about mine: . D.joht. 
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D-Jobn. 1 know that: but proceed. ; 

Yod. Then you likewife know it coft me nothing, Well, that Fler- 
ming’s a brave man. None of your Jax Van Lievens, nor your Elfha- 
mers, nor your Brauwers, nor your Joos Pan Winghens ever drew like — 
him. Then give him but a Rummet, over a Pickell'd Herring, and he 
will drink fo kindly, as if he had the heart of a Whale. 

D. John. Wilt thou never conclude? haft thou fold, burnt, eat, or 
drank my Picture? Havelit yet, or was it fent to /abella? {peak and 
be quick ! a8" 4g 

Jod. If you have not patience to {tay awhile rather than hear ill 
news, but will needs ride Poft to overtake the Devil, I will leave © 
Flanders and go the neareft way to the purpofe. 

D. John. Still wilt thou be tedious? Tee 

Jod. Nay, Sir, fiace you love unwelcome brevity, know when} 
was to fend away the laft Packet, I would (being a little curious) 
compare the workmanfhip of my Picture with yours. I fet them op- 
pofite to one another,turning my eyes often from this to that, and be- 
ing call’d for in hafte by the Poft-Boy, I put my little Picture in the 
Packet inftead of yours! | 

D. John, How? yours inftend of mine? rs 

Jod. Sir, your Picture had the happy lazinefs to {tay heres but _ 
mine was deftin’d to ride Paft with the Devi! to your Miftrefs, ba 

D. john. Canft thou live, orl either, after Ihave heard this? 

Jod. Good Sir; make ufe of patience as I did. Time, which wears — 
out forrows as well as joys, has fince th’unhappy accident givenme _ 
afew quiet nights, and! have ceas’d to gricve for fear of being fick, 

D. john. Dog! what will fhe fay of thy horn-face, and Badgerg ~ 
nofe > . 

Jod. Alas, Sir, fhe willnot think you very handfom, I mean in my 
Picture; but if we were both our own Painters we fhould not want 
Beauty. 


Enter Stephano. 

D.Jobu. Peace, there comes one who perhaps knows Doz Ferdi- 
nand's houfe; Go, afk him. 

Jod. But Sir-———— 

D. John. Well, fpeak low. 

Jod. Perhaps he'll expect a reward if he tell us. In Asedrid you muft 
hold out your money if you do but afk what's a clock ? 

D.jobn. Unlucky Rogue, wou'd he would cudgel thee. 

Jod. He has not leifure to doits he feems in hatte. 

Steph. Who goes there? 

Jod. Not to difpleafe you, Sir, where dwells Dow Ferdinand? 

Steph. This is his houfe. . 

Jod. Are we inthe right already > for this bout my Mafter has rea- 
fon, the Father-in-!aw is found; and the Son-in-law-elect has nothing 
to do but to. knock. 

Steph. I begin to find my felf a Fool for having fhew'd them where 
my Matter is fecretly enter’d,and whence I expect he'll prefently come 
forth; I muft find fome expedient. 

Jod. Does he dwell here? 

steph. Yes, but heis fick, and does not love noife, what are you? 

Jod. We, Sir, are Night-walkers; or rather men of Norway, a 
Northern-Country where he is curs’d, who does not fleep contiaual- 
ly, for my part I never fleep5 and that’s my Matter, Sir, the greatelt 
waker in the World. Steph. 


me 
\ . 


steph. Or rather the greateft Robber. He thall give me fatisfacti- 
on for what he lately took from me; I know him well enough, and 
you were with him. 
 Fod. You are very cholerick, and I think fomewhat mad. If! 
were fotoo, youwould havelittle fafety but in flying. Sir, as fober 
as] am, I can fcarce keep my hand from my hilt. F 
To D.fobn. Sir! Sir! advance a little, I begin to grow foft, and 
were it not dark, I fhould appear fomewhat pale too. : 
D. John to steph. Approach Sir, come on towards me. I'll make 
you civil. / 
« Steph. How! Dox of the dark? are you fo brilk? but I thall take 
the pains to drive you hence: for though you,are Two (would I 
were rid of em) if you dare follow me as faft as I'll lead the way 
_ye fhall come toa better place for fighting. ; 
 D.John. Say you fo, Sir? I'll follow you, ftay! Thear a noife. It 
feems to be above us. 
_ Jod. Pox on this cholerick Cur! if his barking had not frighted 
‘me, I had, perhaps, without any danger, broke his very bones: but 
whence the Devil comes that other Devil? D.Lewis deféends from 
 D.Lewis. Stephano! (from the Balcony. 
fod. They are going. 
_ D-John. Sure that’s hisman whom he calls. 
PD _Lewis. Either [ am much coufen'd, orfam watch’d. But the 
nove of a quarrel will fright Zabel/a. Yo care of her I mutt neglect 
“my honour.  Let’s {teal away, fince it mult be fo. 
[Exeunt D. Lewis, Stephano. 
D. John to Jod. Stay, or thou artdead. Stay but one thruft. 
» Jod. My Matter has Mettle, but I’m no Touchftone to try it on. 
~ D-Jobn. Give me thy name, or Pll take thy life. 
Jod. L am Dox Jodlet of Segovia. 
- D.Johx. Three curfes on thee, and a thoufand on him that leapt 
from the Balcony. What's become of him. 
od. He flew through the dark like Lightning, and I like a furi- 
ous Fool, follow’d him hke Thunder, till the invifible Rogue thread- 
‘ed a Lane as narrow as a Needles Eye. Well, I’m the Hercules 
whom you always expofe againft Two. Youarea little prompt, but 
by your leave, Mafters it 1s the cuftom of Azadrid to {cape thus out 
of a Window? 
* D.John. Did'{t thou perfe@ly difcern him? 
| Jod. Yes. 
DD. Folie. Cam amaz’de 
Fod. AndI, it were poffible, am quite confounded. 
—D.Jobn. 1 mutt not here take up a quarrel at the firft bound. 
Jod. Methinks your mind is a little troubled. 
D.Fobn. It is; and I have much caufe,: but let’s confult upon’t. 
Jod. That’s well faid; I never found my {elf fo much inclin’d to 
“reafoning, and if you pleafe, let's confult foundly. 
“ D.Jobu. 1 was bern at Burgos; left poor, but of a noble race ex- 


_-empted even as far as my felf, from all difgraces. 


jod. Very well. 


k _D John. At my return from the War to Bargo found my felf 


attacqu’d with two different Evils. I had a Brother murder’d, and 
was rob’d of a Sifter; though fhe was bred with all the cares of ho- 
nour. And this makes me exceeding cholerick. 


Uu Jod. 
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Jod. That's ill, very ill, exceeding ill. 
D.John. Dow Ferdinand chofe me for a Hufband to Z/zbella 3 and the 
has receiv'd thy Pidure inftead of mine. 

Jod. That’s not very ill. 

D. john. We treated of this bufinefS in fecret; and [took horfe for 
Madrid, where! now arrive late at night. ‘ 

Jod. That's a little ill. 

D. John. Without fecking out a Lodging my love leads me direct- 
ly hither. ) 

od. That’s a little too foon. 

D. John. I met before Dow Ferdinand's houle a Serving-man who 
thrufts me, by defign, vponan Almain quarrel. yi 

Jod. That’s very true, but fomewhat unwillingly, like a Coward 
as he is. 

D. Fob. Perhaps twas for fear of {candal; for he did not approach 
us like a Coward. 

od. How did the unlucky Thief come then > 

D. jJobx. He came on like the Lover of Zfabella. 

Jod. That's very ill. . r 

D.jobu. “Tis that which will wound my head more than his{word. 

Fod. Let's fall to to reafoning again. 

D. john. Ah! no more reafoning, when reafon grows fuperfluous. _ 
But prithee mark the counfel which Love fuggefts to me. My hope 
liesinthee. ‘To morrow, my dear Jod/ée, thou muft pafs for my Mas 
fter, and I for thy Man. Thy Picture is to work Miracles. What ayl'ft 
thou? doft thou fhake thy ears? a 

Jod. Thefe kind of difguifes fmell too much of the Cudgel. I'd ; 
rather proceed to reafoning again. For what will the world fay> 
Don fFohx is grown the Man, and Jodlet the Matter, and by ill fortune 
too; for perhaps, at laft, your Miftrefs may love me, and {her. | 

p.John. Fear not thats for then the mifchief will be mine: but 
1, being Jodlet, may get acquainted with my Rivals man. I'll bea 
Lover from the Kitching to the Garret; and my Prefents fhall open 
the Locks of every bofom: whilft thou thalt fhine in gold Chains 
like the King of Peru, without having any fhareof my forrows.  * 

Jod. 1 begin to like the Invention. 

D. Joba. Thou fhalt be feafted and cramm’d at Dox Ferdinands, 
whil(t I am choak’d with my jealoufies. xf 

Fod. But may Inot (to reprefent Dox Johz the better) give your 
fhoulders now and then a tafte of the Cudgel ? 

D.Jobn. Yes, when we are alone, without Witnefles. * 

od. Well, Vermechulli fhall my Palat pleafe, 

Serv’d in with Bifques, Ragous, and Intermets. 

Wait clofe upon Don Jodlet thy Matter 5 

And thou mayft be my Carver, or my Tafter, 

If thou doft fetch me Girls, and watch, and trudge well, 
Thou fhalt have food, if not, thou fhalt have Cudgel. 


} 


| [Exeunt. 
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7 Ong Boa Ge Scene {. 


Enter Wabella, Bettris. 


Tab. Ettrés, make up your Pack, without thinking to recone} 
+ If B me by log Side AVRO Gone ans to reconcile 

Bet. Truly Madam, I’m ignorant of the cauf 

Hfab. a know it not? F j Santee Foes 

Bet. If I do, may I never be haunted again b 

Tab. ot no matter, [ difmifs you. 5 as as a 

Bet. Well my confcience is clear. Bat let F] atterer j 

Truth may be fhut out o’doors and walk naked. tied du 
Fab. Yes, Dame Bettris, you are innocent: You have not open- 
ed my Balcony to night, nor have walkt bare-footed to make lefs 

noife ? 

Bet. Alas! is that it? I left your lac’d Linen drying ona Line, and 
_ went into the Garden for fear fome body fhould fteal it. i ae 

- Hab. Yes, and you difcourft with my Linen: my ears deceiy'd 
‘me, I did not hear you talk > iY 

Bet. Perhaps I was at prayers. 

Tab. What, fo loud? 

_ &et. Yes, that Heav’n might hear me. 

__ Ifab. And ‘twasno man, but my linen, that leapt down from my 
. Balcony. 

_ Bet. Pray donot believe it. 

Tab. 1 faw it, Bettris. ; 

Bet. Ah my dear Miftrefs, itistrue. But Dow Lewis 

Tab. O Heaven! how that name frights mé? wasit Don Lewis 2 

_ Bet. Yes, Madam, your fair Coufin. 
 SIfab. My fair Coufin! Thou black wretch! for what defign had 
he admittance ? 

Bet. If 'tis a great fin to be charitable you have caufe to be angry. 

But if you will but hear me {peak-—— Ls 

_ Tfab- You may {peas long enough before I believe you. 

Bet. Twasla{t night when that delicate Dox Lewis came to {ee you, 
and becaufe it rain’d [ let him into the Hall; and much again{t my 

will, for fam tender of {candal :: but the poor man, being impatient, 
Went up and prefently after [heard your Father Dox Ferdinand {pit 

‘aloud: (forhe always coughs when he fpits) and will be heard far e- 

nough. I'll warrant him as found as any man of Adedrid, 

Tab.. Well, proceed to the ill purpofe. 

Bet. At this noife Doz Lewis {av'd himfelf at your Balcony, which 
he found half open, andIlockt him in till you arriv’d with the old 
- Mans with whom you difcour{t too long,and made Don Lewis impa- 
Ment again. lei EY aque 
Tab. Troth we were very uncivilito him.’ ie 
_ Bet. A ftay'd till, you were a beds and then’ (being in my nature 

always inclin’d to charitable deeds) I went to free him from his im- 
| prifonment.. ; ' 


~ Tab. Good heart! sve: snd in 


‘Bet. He faid he muft needs fpeak with you one moment, but I 
NN Uu 2 warrant 
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warrant you, I was fharp enough, and told him plainly that your 
Curtains were drawn. 

jab. That was fevere indeed. 

Ret. I {aw tears fall from his eyes, and at the fame time felt afew 
Piftols drop into my hand, He conjur’d me with fuch fweet words; 
calling me, my Heart, my dear Bettris, and then put on my finger 
4 Diamond-R ing; which did fo vex me, that I was ready to fly in’s 


face. 
1fab. That had been too cruel. 
Bet. Nay, not but that his fuff’rings wrought me again into pity; 
for truly [cannot hate the man. But in your int’reft I know no body. 
Ifab. I thank you, good Miftrefs Bettris. 
zet. But when he faw I was fo much in earneft, that my face was 
all fire——— ‘ 
ifab. He faw the flufhing of your anger though it were darks but 
indeed all kind of fire is moft vifible at night. 
Bet. He leapt from the Balcony into the Street; where I heard 
them cry, kill! kill! and this is the notable caufe of your putting me 
away. 
it _ Well, you'll forgive me if I mutt needsbe tooblame. 
Bet. I built my happinefs upon your Marriage. But if my zeal to 
ferve you were known to Don Jobe (who they fay ts come to Town) 
I fhould hope for as ill fuccefs as I have now. . 
fab. How? Don John, too? the man I fear and’ moft abhor. Af 
ter my rage again{t Dow Lewis do you think to aflwage me with the 
mention of Dox John? Fare you well, Maid of Honour, let me fee 
you no more. i> 
Bet. Let the Devil take Don Lewis who is the caufe of this. s 
(exit Mfabella. 
Enter D. Ferdinand at the other Door. a 


Ferd. What's the matter Betéris, are you weeping? . 

Bet. Your Daughter, Sir, has difmift me from her fervice, and for 
nothing, Sir, but for wifhing her favourable opinion of Dox Joba, 
becaufe he deferves it, and you defire it. vy 

p. Ferd. That’s a {mall caufe for your difmiffion 5 but I'll endea- 
your to reconcile you. Bid your Miftrefs come hither. (Exit Bettris 
They have often little quarrels5 fometimes for a Curl diforder'd, or 
ablack-Patch mif-plac’d5 and more often they differ in expounding 
of Dreams: but this is no time for expulfion of Servants. If Don 
John D’ Aluerad come, (who is expected to night) I'll throw away 
my, Staff, whichis my Third Leg, and with my other two lead “em 
a Dance. D 


Enter Ifabella. 


__ Ifab. Sir, you are perhaps, contriving my marriage with Dow John: 
but I hope you'll ordain me a death lefs cruel. | 
D. Ferd. Minion, youare for fome unexperienc’d Gallant, thatne 
ver travell’d, who {pends the morning in tiring good men with the 
repetition of ill Vertes, and in the afternoon ‘ies f{tretcht out 2 
length, in his open Gilt Coach, like the Image of Lazinefs draw! 
in Triumph through the City-—The Baggage laughs when I woul 
have her weep. iniyy Aes ) 
pee ifal 
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«fab. Sir, you have reafon to be angry 5 but I’ve as much caufe 
to laugh when I behold this Picture of a Suitor fo deform’d that he 
feems ridiculous. 
D. Ferd. You judge of a man by his Pictures let me {ee it.------ 
How the Devil have [ baited my Hook at Court, that I have been 
fix Months a fifhing for this Cods-head > yet many havetold methat 
D. Jobr d’ Alverad wasa perfon highly efteem'd. 
cae If he had been tolerably handfom, your command might be 
obey'd. 
D. Ferd. Well, however you fhall promife me to ufe him civilly, 
and I'll then find a remedy for your grief, [ Enter Lucilla, vail’d, 
_ But here comes a Lady that will not fhew her felf, I wonder who let 
her io, and would not firft ask, whether we would be vifible > Ma- 

dam, without feeing your face, or enquiring your name, you may 
freely command me. 

Luc. Dow Ferdinand, | expect no lefs from your civil reputation. 

_ Icome to you for refuge, and befeech you without any witnefs I 
may tell you my misfortunes. 

Ferd. You may. Daughter retire. [ Exit Ifabella. 

_Luc. 1 would Icould fo exprefs my griefs that you might find fome 
_ excufe for my faults. But if you could number my tears perhaps 
you would confefs that my eyes have been fufficiently punifht by 
_ my Crimes. 

Ferd. This Stranger has noill behaviour. 

Luc. Sir, let me embrace your knees, and not rife from mine till 
I obtain that fuccour which [ hope you will afford me. 

Ferd. This ftile is fomewhat Romantick. My foolifh Daughter 

never read Romances, but, for my part, lefteem Amadis and all fuch 
ancient and difcreet Records of Love and Honour. Madam you feem 
not a perfon to whom a Gentleman fhould refufe any thing. 
Lac. Sir, | muft then give you the trouble of knowing my Race, 
_and of hearing my misfortunes. My Race you will eafily know, 
for my dead Father often told me, that he had made a friendthip 
with you at Rowe, and that you are a perfon both obliging and 
mm brave. . 
__. Ferd. 1 owe him much for that Character, and fhall be ready to 
_ pry the debt to you. 
Lue. Sir, Burgos isthe Town where I receiv’d my firft being, and 
unfortunately the flames of love. My Mother dy’d at my birth, and 
my Father deceas’d foon after, when he perceiv’d the misfortune of _ 
my love. His name was Diego d’ Alverad. He bred me with great » 
care and bounty, and he had much hope of my Infancy; but alas! 
| it wasafalfehope. My two Brothers were no lefs cherifht by him, 
and I as much by them 3 with whom [ happily liv’d. But oh, how 
love did change my deftiny ! 
‘Ferd. ‘A thoufand Curfes take that Devil Love, it embroils 
usail. : 
_ “Ene. A Stranger who came to fee the Triumphs at Burgos did in 
_ thofe Turnaments appear to‘have no equal. We firft faw one ano- 
ther in an Aflembly 3 I was courted by him, and did endure his 
Courtthip, or rather I waschdrm’d by him. Hepretendedto love me, 
ahd { lov'd him, but now, Sir; let my tears {peak for me. 
© Ferd. Sure all Lovers were born in April: they never mention 
Sun-fhine without a fhower after it. This may teach'meto marry my 
Ast Daughter 
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Daughter to fome Gentleman whom fhe does not love. But, Madam, 
pray proceed. ; 

Luc. The reft is fatal, Sir, and full of fhame. Alas my fault de- 
priv’d me of a Brother, and my afflicted Father foon dy’d after. him. 
My paflion had fo overmafter'd my reafon, that I ftill ador’d my 
unfaithful Lover, whofe return to Burgos I did two years’ vainly 
expect, and at Jaft found that I was cruelly forfaken: and then I 
forfook my Kindred, and, curfing fatal Love, am guided hither by 
madnefs to feek that falfe man whom more than jultly [ ought to 
hate. | 

Ferd. Is not this fufficient to teach Parents to marry their Daugh- 
ters without any leaft mention of love. Madam, how the Devil could 
you be coufen’d with love? p 

Luc. Alas, Sir, he told me he would be faithful. But Women 
thou’d never believe that beauty can fufficiently oblige the hearts of 
men, efpecially if men be fo handfom as to prevail on women. 

Ferd. Lam glad Don Jobn’s Picture renders him ugly. 

ruc. Oh Don Ferdinand! | ama fearful example for having too 
much believ’d a cruel man, who triumphs over me, difguifing his 
name as falfely as his faith : a name which no man feems to know, 
yet Iam certain he lurks hereabouts. To you I addrefs my felf as 
my laft remedy, and I demand your aid to find him out. I know the 
quality you bear about this place may apprehend him, and force him. 
to do me reafon. . 

Ferd. I Shall be one of cupids Baylifs, and watch to arreft a man 
for debts of love. . 

Luc. Pll not alledge my Father nor his memory, but by your 


own glory will conjure you, and not oblige you by any phrafe of 


flattery. ; 
‘Ferd. Madam, to be fhort, [am your humble Servant; and fuch: 
I have been ever to your Father, who did methehonourtocallme = 
Brother. Difpofe of all my powers my Daughter fhallendeavour 
to aflwage your griefs. ~ 


Enter Bettris. 


Bet. Your Nephew, Sir, defires your ear for fomething of impor- PB: 


tance. 
Ferd. to Luc. Madam, my return fhall be fudden. Bettris lead her 
to my Apartment, and admit my Nephew prefently. 


[ Bxcennt Lucilla, Bettris. Bs ‘ 
The chance is odd that this Lady proves the Sifter of my elected 


Son-in-Law. I mutt prefent her to him if he will fee her. My Ne- 


~ ‘ 


phew and I will join our powers to feek her Lover, andtodoher = 


Juftice. [EnterD.Lewis. 
O dear Don Lewis, my brave Nephew, what brings you hither, 
how may I ferve you? ‘i 
D. Lewis. Sir, a friend of mine has lately advertis’d me of a quar- 
rel coming towards me, andIam come for your advice, who are a 
perfect Judge of Combats of Honour. j 
Ferd. If you can employ no other whom you love more than me, 
nor that loves you more than I do, I’m at your fervice. What is that 
Paper in your hand? Sete 
D- Lewis. I'll read it to you, 
. Ferd. 
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Ferd. Do, for Dhave loft my {pectacles. 
 D. Lewis reads. 


The younger Brother of him whom you killed upon fome love accompts, 

departs frou this place to day to go where you are. I know not perfetily 

the occalion, but ave certain that to give you notice of it is not ill done by 
your Servant Don Pedro Offorio. 


Ferd. Where did you encounter him who is {lain ? 
D. Lewis. In Burgos. 7 

Ferd. WasheaCavalier?)) 
-D. Lewis. Yes, and my great Friend. 

Ferd. In fingle Combat? _ 

D. Lewis. No, by miftake, inthe darknefs of the night. 

Ferd. Tell me the manner of it. 4° 

D. Lewis. You remember the TFiumphs at Burgos for the firft 


_ Infante. A Friend of mine invited me thither to fhew methe common 


valour of our Nation inthe Juego de Toros. The night after the Tri- 
umph he led me to fee thiols at a Ball, where I was conquer’d 
by a Beauty, and the by me5 but this great happinefs foon tarn’d 
into a great misfortune. 

_ Ferd. Well, Sir, proceed. 

D. Lewis. I was allow’d the honour the next day to give her a vi- 
fit; lov'd her fincerely, and being one night together [ heard an at- 
tempt to break open the door. I faw her tremble and drew my Sword 
for her fafety. She took the Candle and blew it out. The door was 
open’d, and [ was attacqu’d, and in the encounter, not having the ufe 


_ of myeyes, there fell at my feet one mortally woundeds the dark- 


nefs made my efcape eafie. But in the morning I was overwhelm'd 
with grief, being inform’d that the perfon flain was Brother to my 
Mittre(s, and the fame intimate Friend, who invited me to Burgos. 

Ferd. Thefe are the effects of love, and yet my foolifh Daughter 
will needs be in love before fhe marry. 

D. Lewis. My efcape from Burgos was eafie, becaufe I was not 
known in publick. You (ee the intelligence which is given me, and 
of what ufe your counfel may be in the affair. A Gentleman 1s in 
fearch of me, who is led hither by revenge. [t were lols of honour 


to avoid him, andit were cruelty to kill him. Butfomebody knocks - 


at your Gate. . [ Knocking within. 
Ferd. And rudely too. Who dares be thus infoleat? 


‘ Exter Bettris. 


Bet. O, Sir, give me a hundred Crowns for my good news. 
Ferd. Pray ftay till they are told out, and give me the news 
firft. . 
| Bet. Where is my Miftrefs? Her Suitor ts below all over pow- 
der’d, and perfum’d. Hefeems a merry and innocent man, for he 
Jaughs at every thing as if he had no more cares than a Capuchin. 

Lewis. Sir, it feems you have a defign to marry my Coufin, and 
fecretly. 09 

Ferd. Yes. 

-D. Lewis afide. How am T wounded with this news ! 

Ferd. Bid my Daughter come down. Make hatte. 

great oS Bes. 
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Bet. You need not doubt my {peed when I’m to bring Lovers to- 
gether. _ \LExae 

D. Lewis. How {hall I bear this perfecution > 

Ferd. afide. 1 fhall have ufe of all my underftanding to get clear 
from the perplexity of my divided int’reft. My Nephew has kill'd 
the Brother of him who 1s to marry my Daughter. ny 


Enter Iabella. 


Lewis. I thall grow mad. 
Ferd. Come Ifabella, we mult prepare to meet your Suitor. 
fab. Or rather to meet death. [ Exeunt. 


Enter Sancho, Jodelet, iz Don John’s Haljt; Don John 
in Jodelets Habit. 


D. Fobx. I told you my Mafters name. 

Sanch. You did. 

D. foha. And does your Mafter know that he is here ? 

sancb. He doth. , 

D. John. Sure Dow Ferdinand’s detain'd by fome important bu- 
finefs? 

Sanch. He 1s. 

D. john. I hope when that’s difpatcht, Don Fox hall have the 
honour to kifs his hands. 

Sanch. He fhall. 

D. Jobe. This Laconick Fool makes brevity ridiculous. 

Jod. An Afs for brevity fake fhould have cropt Ears and a bob’d 
Tail. 
D. Jobx. My Matter is arriv’d upon defign of Alliance with yours, 
and [ hope we, who are their Servants, may become akin to one 
another by friendfhip. 

Sanco. Tis fit. 

D. ‘Jobn. Your hand—— 

Sanch. Take it__. 

D. Johx. Your name? 

sanch. Sancho. } 

D. John. ’Tis well. 

Sanch. Your name? 

D. John. Fodelet. | 

Sanch. Good. [ They embrace. 

Jod. Friend you are a man of brevity. I would your Mafter were 
fo too. Shall I not fee him ? 

Sanch. You thall. 

Jod. But (by your favour) in what quantity of time > 

Sanch. A trice. i 

Jod. I’m {atisfy’d: but have not yet fatisfy’d you for your dili- 
gence-----I'm forry ‘tis the fafhion for Gallants ¢ Feels ix his Pockets 
to carry no money about ‘em. sand finds no money. 

Sanch. That's ill. . 

od. But my Trunks are coming. 

Sanch. That’s good. 

jod. If my Sumpter proves lame I hall borrow of your Matter ra- 
cher than be in debt to his man. 

D. John. 
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© D. Joba. He means to reprefent me firft by thewing his bounty. 
jod. 1 grow impatient, and mult be diverted. Friend, what is 
there here to fee? 
sanch. The Houfe. 
od. I ufe to fpend my time in things of more importance. ‘ 
J “sobm. Sit pend my g portance. Jodelet 
Jod. Enquire if his Mafter be learned. 
~ ganch. He’s fo fo. . 

_ ‘Fod. Let's vifit his Library. Yet, now I think on’t, [have had my 
head twice crackt with reaching down great Books ftom high 
Shelves. Well, ‘tis {trange how fince my childhood [ever lov’d huge 

; great Books, and could read in’em as eafily as if they were but 

Blittle. 

_ D. John. This is to thew he is a man of learning. - 
od. Next to great Books I love intollerable long Letters in fhort 
hand. IfI bad one here, you fhould €e me begin at Loving kind 

- Friend, and in a moment, end at Yours as his own. 

* Dz. Jobn. This thews him aman of bufinefs and of difpatch too. 
jod. Vhis({ take it) is your Anti-chamber. The Floor is {mooth, 

_ but fomewhat bare : my Rooms at home are all maited. 

_ D. Fobz. How like a duil Rogue he boatts of his rich furniture: 

| sanch. We ule no Mats. 

Fod. Why Friend ? 
Sanch. For fear—— 

© Jod. Of what? 

© Sanch, Of Fleas. 

Lay fe Ne Alas poor poor things! they do no harm, we hever ufe ta 

Kill ’em. 

_ D. John. Now hefhews himfelfa man of mercy. 
 Sanch. Inthis Country —— 

> Jod. Well, fpeak your minds 
© Sanch. Fleas ufe 

_ jod. What? 
Sanch. To bite. 

_  Fod. We have abundance of em, but riot a man of mine does 

ever feel ‘em. 
~ Saach. i hat’s ftrange. i 
_ Fod. My Family feeds well, and then they fleep fo foundly that 

Punefes cannot wake ’em. Lord, how I love to hear my Servants 
~ fhore after dinner. 
_ D.Fodu. Now he thews his Hofpitality. 
— Sanch.toD. Foh2. We fhall all grow fat when your Matter keeps 
~ houfe here: yet you, methinks,are fomewhat lean. 

-_ D. Fokx. I thought this Fellows Tongue had been wound up like 

aClock to regular ftops, but now it {truck above twelve words. Sir 
I may truft you, who are hereafter to be my faithful Friend. The 

‘chief reaion why Tam not fatis, moft efpecially, becaufe I amin love 

With three of our Neighbours Maids. 
Sach. Three? 
D. Fohz, I confe(s t am unfortunate init. 
Sanch. You are. 
D. John. My Grandmother was a Poetefs, and a great obferver of 

- Mg and was wont to put her thoughts into Verfe, which were very 

ithy. 

aS j Z X *¥ Sanchs 
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sanch, And fhort. , 
D. Fobz. She wrote according to her own Size, for fhe wasavery _ 
fhort Woman. Shall I repeat? 
Sanch. Pronource, 
D. John. A Ruddy Sanguine Man 
Grows quickly pale and wan, 
And is by Love undone, 
Even when he loves but one. 
But I am much miftaken 
If two will not make 
As lean as a Rake - 
A Lover fat as Bacon. : > ia 


Exter D. Ferd. D. Lewis, Ifabel, Bettris. sh 


D. Ferd. Don Fobn, firlt for your Father’s fake, then for your own 
I muft embrace; nay let me bind you clofeto my heart. ae 
Fod. Sir, you may clafp meas hard as you pleafe, for I'll affure 
you I am very found both Spring and Fall. e, 
D. Ferd. afide. Sound? that’s an odd affurance from a Son-in-Law. ae 
Sir, you are welcome. ie 
Fod. 1 knew that before, Sir; which may give you a {mall tafteof 


love few words. 
D. Ferd. This Son-in-Law will prove wife. ‘a 
Ifabella draws Jodelets Picture, and looks on it afide. 

Zj2b. The Painter has done him no wrong. se 
D. Jobe afide. Her Beauty exceeds all that any Pencil can draw. se 

| | D. John looks on Wabella’s prcture afides 
Jod. My Father-in-Law looks as gravely as an Owl at Noon 
pearcht over a Church Porch. ‘ " 
. 


D. Ferd. I fear my Son-in-Law is not very eloquent, he fpeaksia 
private between the teeth. 7 * 
Ifab. afide. Was ever deformity copy’d with more exa& propot- — 
tion to the Original. 52 
od.to Ifzb. I can fee you through my Fingers, and know you at ~ 
firft fight by the Pi@ure you fent me. Ae 
_ Bet. He’s one of thofe fubtle Spies who peeps through the Key- 
hole when the door is open. ; 
Fod.to Iabel. Youthink mea very defperate man. 
Tfab. Why fo, Sir? -. 
Fod. For coming near fo bright a Sun as you are without a Parafol, 
Umbrellia, or a Bongrace. 4 
fab. You intend to be very witty, Sir. 
od. 1 tell you again, my bright Sun, not one among a thoufand 
would venture his complexion fo near you asI do. But what caret 
for being tann’d. : mE. 
Ret. Tis but fleaing the old skin, and when your cheeks are raw 
the crimfon will appear prefently. 
Fod. That Damfel is too pert. Dear Chuck, you fhould keep — 
thefe Paraqueeto’s ina Cage. How many of ’em have you? Slight, 
I think F'm left alone Jodelet! where are all my People? Jodelet? 
D. John. Sir. 
Jod. 


’ 
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 Jod. My heart beatstoo much at fight of my Miftrefs. If f faint 
‘with love be fure to hold me up. 


D. John. 1 thall, Sir. 
Fod. Lady, you fay nothing: but I’m glad you are filent, for if you 
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fhould thew as much wit as you do beauty, I were adead man. Fodelet.’ 


") D. ‘ohn, Sir. 


Jad. To drive away the forrows of love, I prethee break a Jeaft or 


two, or tell my Miltrefs fomevof mine to cure her melancholy. 


ifab. My Father has made a rare choice. This extraordinary Fool 
is only fit for Chriftmas. 

Yod. Don Ferdinand, doyou always ferve for a Skreen to your 
Daughter. 

D. Jobx afide. Unlucky Rogue! what Devil taught thee to ask 
that ? 

D. Lewis. That queftion is not very civil. 

od. Thofe that are angry may fhew their teeth; but let them be 


fare that they be fharp. 


D. Lewis. Sir, no man will doubt yours. 

Fod. Thole who dare doubt mine may meet me—— at dinner 3 and 
after dinner may walk a turn in the Field. It may be wholfom for 
fome, but for others it may prove dangerous. 

Ifzb. He grows angry. 

Jod. May not a maa (ee a fnip of her face? I pray, Lady of my 


Sips, blink on mea little with one eye. Don Ferdinand, let fome body 


~ 


bring her near me; or at leaft fhew me her Hand, or her Arm, or a 


little of her Leg. ' 


D. John. This coorfe Villain has been bred in a Butcher-Row. 

Ferd. My Daughter had reafon. My Son-ia-Law is a Coxcomb. 

Jod. Lord, how nice they are of their Brides in this Country ! any 
where elfe I might e’re this have had a dozen kifles. 

Ferd. How I am vext at his want of breeding! 

od. Father-in-Law you muft pardon me. [ama little boiftrous, 
but Iam very loving. My dainty Duckling may I know what guft 
you take in having the honour to fee me? 

D. Lewis. That's civilly askt. 

Ferd. O impertinent Son-in-Law. 

Fod. They laugh. I fhall be loth to marry in fo foolifha Kindred 
as have no more wit than to laugh at me. Don Ferdinand, pray call 


fora Chair: you are ill ferv’'ds but I will vouchfafe to reach one 


my felf. 
p. Ferd. afide. 1 fay again, my Son-in-Law is a very Coxcomb. 


Bettris reach a Chair. 


Jod. Sweet Syrrop of my Soul, pray tell me, do you wear Cho- 


‘peens> in truth if youdo not, you are of a reafonable good ftature 
Pp : Ny t; yo g > 


and worthy of me. 


- ——. Lewis. An excellent good Complement. | 
- Fod. That young manis givento prating. Tell me, my bright Sun, 
do you fhine on him ? OY 

Tab. He is my Coufin German. 

Ferd. I pronounce the third time, that my Son-in-Law is a Cox- 
comb. 
/D.Jobu.’ This Coufia German revivesmy jealoufie. © 

Jod. Lady, have you never an Ear-picker about you 5 there's 
fomething tickles.me within’, and { broke mine with picking my 
hie » ar) teeth. 
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teeth. What all laughing again? Lady, you laugh fcurvily! you _ 
laugh like a Monkey that has {toln Cherries; he, he, he, he! ie 

D:Lewis to Ifabel. Coufin you do not fatisfie the Gentleman, he _ 
afkt you e’ne now how you did relifh the honour of {eeing him. 

fab. Imutt cenfefsI never faw his Equal both in body and mind. 

od. Madam, every one fays as much of me. But the twenty 

thonfand Crowns, are they ready ? Lets difpatch the Marriage. 

D.Lewis. How, D.Johbn¢ you are mercenary. a 

Jod. Thofe who believe it are very defperate. But wouldI could — 
meet ‘em in Alverad. 

D.Lewis. In alverad! Had you not a Brother, Sir? — 

od. Yes, whom a bafe Murderer kill’d in the dark. 4 

D. john. If Dow John could find the Murderer he would eat his 
heart; but the Coward hides himfelf. 

D.Lewis. This Groom is very impudent. But, Friend, Ihave 
been told 

D.John. What have you been told, Sir? 

D.Lewis. That it was meerly by mifchance. 

D. john. He ly’d that told you fo3 it was treachery. 

D.Lewis to Ifabel. Do you obferve his fawcinefs > a 

ifab. Methinks his anger has fomething graceful in it. af 

D.Lewis. Then you allow his infolence ? : 

ifab. He fhews no meannefs in his courage. 

D.Lewis to D.fobn. I thall find you. 

D. John. Youmay, for I thall never avoid you Wer 

Ifab. O pity hide thine eyes! how canft thou fee fuch Gallantry 
in {uch a low condition? i. 

D.Lewis. Wer't not in this piace, I fhould make. you fileat. | 

od. My man is almoft as valiant as my felf; but a little rath. 

D.Lewis. Uncle, fhall I indure this from that Groom > iy 

D.Ferd. | charge you be difcreet. Here’s a fair beginning of a 
marriage. 

jod. My dear dumpling, ket “em quarrel; and let us talk and be — 
witty, and fell Bargains, 

D.Ferd. Sir, you ha’not feen the Houfe. 
Bettris make hafte, open the Gallery. Nephew, I conjure you to 
make ufe of your difcretion. ComeGentlemen, what do you ftay 
for ? : 

Jod, 1 love the down-right familiarity of A/verad, and hate Com- 
plement. 1. 

| D.Ferd. That's for faving of time. 

Jod. We often (out of heartinefs and hafte) falute Ladies with 
our hats on. 

D.Ferd. Do.you fo, Sir ? 

jod. Yes, and take *em by the hand without the tedious Ceremo- 
ny of pulling off our Gloves. 

D.Ferd. ‘Tis true, time is a pretious thing and ought tobe fav'd. 
Son-in-law it becomes you. L_Exeunt omnes. 


yt 


> As 


Enter Bettris, Stephano. 


_ Bet. Retire to the Garret over that Chamber where I muft hide 
your Matter, and there you muft lye clofe. 

steph. I fhould lye clofer if you were with me. wt 

5 Bet. 


- js his Sweet-heart. 
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Bet. Certainly you men arevery cold C 3 
wifhing for fomething to keep at warm. oN dG aieahucete 

Steph. Ah Bettris, a Garret without a Chimney} itati 
Be ererencarite ney 1sacold habitation, 
abet I know but one Hoop in the World can bind ws clo(e toge- 
tner. 

Steph. What do you mean? 

Bet. A Wedding-R ing. 

Steph. That’s a {trong Hoop indeed, and will hold out | 
have no Land nor Houle; and though there are mite lon fee in 
Town, yet thofe Tenants never get much furniture who begin with 
a Cradle. [am not rich enough to marry. 

Bet. That's ill news, but I will tell you better, 

Steph. { prethee do. 

Bet. At night when the Mafters are abed, the \ 
Sack-Poflet. 4 GEENA ota 

spk And Re Mey be very merry with the Maids? 

Bet. Yes, untels the Men bein love, forthen, alas. they’ - 
thing but figh. Ae es 2 ee 

steph. What Lady isthat whom your Miftrefs does conceal? 

Bet. I know her not. sazcho does manage that defign 5 her Maid 


Steph. Shall fhe be with us? 
Bet. He has invited her. 
You wifh my company and enquire after her. None but a cold Bed- 
fellow would have two warming-Pans. . 
* 


Enter Sancho, D.John, Laura. 


_ D.John. Signior, Sancho, there is nothing more medicinal again{t 
the confumption of Love than a Sack-Poflet. But hall [beat it > 
Sancho. You fhall. . . 
D.Jobn. 1am much oblig’d to you for the Invitation. 
Sancho. You are. 
D.John. I hope I may have leave to feal an acquaintance on this 
fair Gentlewomans hand ? 
Sancho. You may. LD. John falutes Laura. 
Laura. You are pleas'd to make ufe of your a ns 
Sancho. I am. 
Laura. I pray give me leave to falute Miftrefs Bettris. 
Sancho. Do. . 
_ Steph. The favour ought to go round. I hope! hall not bea ftran- 
ger to your Miftrefs. 
Saucho. No. bh [Stephano /alutes Laura. 
D.John. Your authority extends fo far as to make me likewife 
known to Mittre(s Bettris. | 
Sancho. It doth. ' LD.John falutes Bettris. 
Bet. Well, we fhall be all happy when our Lords and Ladies are 
afleep. There is nothing fo {weet as Midnight and Sack-Poffet. Is 
there Signior Sancho? \ 
Sancho. Yes. 
_ Bet.*What can be {weeter in this World ? 
Sancho. Bufs and Poffet. 
- Uabel withia. Bettris. 
5 Be. 


Je 
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Bet. My Lady calls me. Let every one haften to their appointed — 
ftations. 5 
steph. The next time when our Mafters go to bed early we muft 
be contented to fit up late. . 
Bet. Alas! weServants are miferable. We mult be fain to watch 
when they fleep. 435 
D. john. Pray let us meet cheerfully, and with fhort ceremonies, 
sancho. And long {poons. [Exevvt all feveral ways but Don John, 
D.Jobn. I have more light to lead my jealoufie. 
And now mutt feek the man to whom Revenge 
Is yet indebted for my Brother's blood 5 
Than where my vain imprudent Sifter lives, | 
And where her perjur’d Friend. Well, it grows {trong 
In my belief that Z/abella’s Coufin 
Is he whom difcern’d in the Balcony 3 
Oh Jfabel! be wife as thou art fair 5 
Turn not my love to dangerous defpair. [ Exit. 


We 


ACT Ill. SCENE I. 
Enter Don Lewis, Stephano. 


D.Lewis. Rge meno more} the lot is calt. . 

Steph. In troth Dow John is much beholding to you. 
You have forfaken his Sifter, kill’d his Brother, and now pretend to 
his Wife. 

D.Lewis. My hope relies on my perfeverance, and on Bettr7s, and’ 
on thee; on my Uncle, on Z/abel/a, and on my felf: Trely much too 
on the rudenefs of Dox John’s behaviour, but moft of all on the ci- 
vility of my Goddefs Fortune. 


Exter Bettris. 


Bet. O, Sir, is it you? ; 

steph. None but a Maid, who loves to meet men in the dark 
would afk that queftion with her eyes open. ; 

Bet. Youare {till drawing the Fools weapon: I pray put up your 
Tongue. come not to you, but to your Mafter. 

D.Lewis. Dear Bettris, tell mea little of the Son-in-Law. 

Bet. Would you have but a little when tauch may be {poken? He 
din’d, and did eat till his doublet grew fo narrow that ‘twas dange- 
rous to fit near him; for his buttons flew about like a volley of fhot, 


and after dinner he retir’d toa dirty Entry, where he flepton aBench 


and fnor'dinconfort, like three fat Carriers in one Bed. ButI'll tell 
you what pafs’d befides. 
D:Lewis. My poor Bettris ! 
Bet. My poor D.Lewis! 
D.Lewis. My fortune I expect from thee. : 
get. And I mine from you: but you have yet proceeded no fur- 
ther than promife: yet that’s fufficient to one who abhors intereft. 
D.Lewis. I prithee afk my Man if I have not left my Gold under 
Ny 


ay 
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my Bolfter; and whether I am not to morrow to receive four hun- 
dred Duckets? 

Bet. Well, well! hear me in few words. Dox Ferdinand your 
Uncle has chaf’dhimfelf into a Fever: he would fain be difengag’d. 
Your dear I/zbella is more vext than he. Now is the time or never: 
you muft endeavour to fee her: and give her as many promifes as 
 thofe make who intend to keep none. Write her Poetical Letters, 
and be {ure not to leave out her Lillies nor her Rofes: you mutt 
weep, figh, and pull off your Perruque, that you may tear your own 
hair: tell!her you'llcut your ownthroat, or at leaf{t that you know 
an eafie way to hang your felf. 

D.Lewis. Concerning that, Bettris, you may fafely pafs your word 
for me. 

_ Bet» If the infolence of paffion will not prevail, you muft refume 

your modefty, whine civilly, and only with your felf dead; and be 

not amaz'd when fhe growsimpatient. What, you {mile at this good 

counfel ? 
_D.Lewis. No, but it feemsa little new. 

Bet. The practice of it is as antient as the Love-tricks in Troy. 
But f have ftayd too long. Befhrew my heart for my kindnefs to you. 
Go, Sir, fteal through the Garden door. Farewel, Sir, and I pray 
give your man leave to fhift your Trenchers before they are empty. 
He looks leaner than Lent. 

Steph. F arewel falfe money. . 

Bet. Remember that I clipt your beard by Moon-fhine, with the 
Gard’ners great Sheers when you lay afleepin the Arbour. O, y’are 
a proper Watchman to attend Lovers. 

steph. My Beard Miftrefs atarmalad. . 

Bet. Yes, when my Ladies little dog fmelt you out, by the bro- 

ken meat in your pocket. | : 

steph. Well, I'll marry thee for a month, that I may get autho- 
rity to fwadle thee for having no Portion. [ Exennt. 


Enter Ferdinand, [fabella. 


Ferd, V\l rather dye than break my word. 

fab. Dear Father! 

Ferd. YouareaFool, and all that you can hope, isthat I may de- 
fer your marriage a fewdays. But wasever any bufinels fo incum- 
ber’d? My Son-in-law is offended, and my Nephew being the caufe 
of it, I ought to befotoo. Shall I abandon one and joyn with the 
other? I owe my felf to one by blood, and to the other by honor. 

Ifab. It feems, Sir, twas Dor Lewis that kill’d his Brother. 

Ferd. Yes, andtoencreafe the perplexity, the Sifter of Dow Joh 
implores me againft him: how can I, tn honor, refufeto affift her ? 
and to day my Nephew tells me, he has need of my advice again(t a 
man whom he has doubly offended, and that man muft be my Son-ii- 
law. Headhold out one day, and fplit not during this {torm of buti- 
nefs. Farewel, I'll gotalte my Son-in-law [ Exit. 

Ifab. And I'll go weep. O Heaven! to what a Brute am I con- 
demn’d? Was not my averfion a fufficient torment without giving 
me a new afflition by another paffion? Was’t not enough to be un- 
happy by the addrefs of the Mafter, but Imuft love his Man? 4h, 

my ftars hate me too much, when they make me love one whom 
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I dare not name to my own ear. Mutt [adore him who never canbe 
mine, and at the fame time abhor the Perfon for wham I am decreed? 

A third evil is join’d to th‘othertwo. Doz Lewis, whom [hate, loves - 
me. At once I hate, and fear, andaminlove. Owhocan deliver me 
from this entangled deftiny ? 


aa Exter Don Lewis. 

D. Lewis. ’Tis 1, O charming Jfzbella! that will deliver you, and_ 
difingage you from Dox John: for fince Dox Lewis, whom you have 
defpis’d, is now admitted to your favour, your breath contains my 
Rivals deftiny. Profcribe him with one word, and, with this Sword 
I am his Executioner. 

ij2b. Oh Heay'ns! dare you propofe a mifchicf of this bloody 
fhape? Be gone, unhappy Wretch: thou art unworthy of that pity, 
which, tothe injury of Juftice, thy name and blood being mine, makes 
me afford thee. How canft thou love me if thou thinkft me capable 
even but to hear thy black defign? Fly, fly to Burgos with thy per- 
fidiou{nefs, and there go actthy Tragedies. Go and deceivethe Sifter 
of the Brother thou haft flain. 

D. Lewis. Hah! if ever------ . 

fab. Peace, peace, thou blackeft of ill fpirits,, or I will fill the 
Houfe with exclamations. 


7 


Enter Bettris. 

Bet. Pray {peak low 5 Doz Ferdizand and the Son-in-law are upon. 
the ftairs, they may hear you. How fhall we thift Dow Lewis away, 
for Doz Jobx’s man isin the next Chamber. I would he would fhew 
his extraordinary difcretion and good meen fome where elfe. 

Ifab. What fhall we do? 

D. Lewis. If I durft appear ———— 

fab. Keep your expedients, for your ownule 5 ‘tis Ithat amcon- 
cern'd now. 

D. Lewis. If his angry man 

fab. Hold, Sir, he feems not one whofe anger may be tam’d with 
threatning. Bettris / 

Bet. Madam, [trembleall over. What think you if I awhile con- 
ceal Doz Lewis in your Chamber ? 

Ith. Difpofe of him any where, provided he be far from my 
fight. 
Se Madam, be froward thena while; and raife your voice, and 
call me bold and impudent. 

fab. I underftand you. [ Exeunt Don Lewis, Bettris. 
You fay Don Fohx is not handfom. (lfabella peaks loud. 
What, he difpleafes you? you'll mend his making, I like him asheis. 
I would my Father heard you. Y’are infolent, be gone! 


Enter D. Ferdinand, Jod. and D. Jokn. 
Ferd. We hear you Daughter. You are angry. 
_ ‘SFfzb, *Tis only fora trifle which my Maid has loft. 
jed. Humph. This will not pafs3 for, though I’m ftuft in the 
head, yet I can blow my Nofe as well as another to {mell things out. 
No, no, I fee I may make love long enough before you fmicker at me. 
You may e’en keep your Portion, I fhall find my Land in the old 


Place. : 
Tab. 


) 
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Ifzh. How, Sir, will you be gone ? 
jod. When two or three have fufficiently forfworn themfel yes 
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to you, then yoifll tuck up your Petticoats and follow me to 4l-. 


verad. : ; 

D. John. This dull Rogue, for fear he fhould not be unlucky enough 
todomemifchief, makes it up with inundations of folly. 

Ferd. Son-in-law, methinks your behaviour is a little out of fa- 
fhion, and, in plain terms, you want wifdom. rae 

od. Father-in-law, this is but atrick of mineto try her love. I'tl 

found her heart though it lics as deep as her belly. 

Ferd. Nay they are politick in your Province. But if my Daugh- 
ter be throughly anger’d—— pe 

Jod. Thefe area kind of witty frumps of mine like felling of Bar- 


: gains 5 I'll come off well enough. Let’s walk into the Gallery. 


D. Ferd. For fear this extraordinary Brute fhould find out his Si- 


“fter, P'll leave him in the hands of his Miftrefs. Stay here a while, 


Sir, with my Daughter. I muft part from you one moment upon a 


prefling occafion. [Exjt D. Ferd. 
jod. My dainty Dears your Father being gone, and here being 


~ none but friends left, you may {wear tome in private how much you 


love me. I'll fay nothing to any body. Ican keep fecrets 5 for when 
I'm askt what a Clock ‘tis, [ never tell for fear men fhould take me 


for a blab. 


Tab. Sir, Vl deal freely with-you. 7 wasnever inlovetill to day: 
I had formerly an averfion to it, difdain was all my paffion. Believe 
me, Sir, the flame of love is only known to me fince your arrival. But 
fince my love can meet none equal to it, fhould it rejoice when it 
encounters yours? No, Sir, to the contrary 5 I’m in extreme pain to 


~ fee you love me, and that I mutft likewife love. 


Jod. Humph! if [ had not a great deal of wit I fhould hardly un- 


 derftand you. 


Ifzb. Your paffion equals not the price of mine, 


4 Though what is with you, and to you belongs, 
- fse’en all that which [ do moft adore, 
_ Yetin you is, all that which I abhor. 


Jod. Hah! what belongs to me, and is with me, you adore, and 


_ what isin me, you abhor. Lady to fuch dark fayings as thefe, the 


ancient Philofophers of 4/verzd make an{wer in a fubtle quettion 5 
which is, Ridlemy Ridle, what’s this ? 
Tab. Sir, I mutt juftifie my meaning to you, 
You doubt my flame, but, Sir, [ fay again 
I love that whichis yours, and love it much. > 
In feeing it I altogether fee 


_ The object of my Jove, and then I burn and tremble, 
_ Burn with defire, and tremble with my fear. 


You caufe at once my joy and my difpair; 


What evil can there be more ftrange and rare > 


~ Which when [ hide I then almoft declare. 


TfT, to eafe my pain, my mind reveal 


I danger bring to that which I would heal. 
D. John. She has wit prevailing as her beauty, but’tis myftical. 
jod. \f men {wear they are bewitcht when they areinlove, then I, 


__ being in love, may fay you are a Witch, efpecially becaufe you 


_ {peak things as hard to be underftood as Charms. 


Yy D. John, 


| The eM ans the Mafter. 


33° ENG ET Seder os nee 
D Fohu. O Love, why art thou born with the difeafe of jealou- es 


fie. All curfes meet upon Dow Lewis. . 
Sod. You, my Serving man, come nearer and make love for me, _ 
and afterwards we'll do it by turns. 
D. John. But Sir—— . 
od. How Coxcomb! perhaps you would give me counfel. Am 
not [your Matter ? does any man know fo much as you the love [ os, 
bear her, and who thencan better tellher of it? That's fine y’ faiths 
‘belike | want underftanding to dire&t what's fit to be done. a 
D. jobn, Madam, | mutt obey fince I am commanded. i 
od. The Fellow is afraid! Madam, he wants a little breeding, a - 
yet [ have been a Pattern to him above feven years. iy 
fab. Sure he has been an itl obferver then. — . 
Fod. Sirrah, I fay advance! andcourt her handfomly, whilftI go 
to the Gate, and confult with the Porter how to fcatter a little Gold : 
amongtt the Servants, to fhew my bounty and make Friends, oie 
fab. How fhall I then get Dow Lewis out: curfe onthisFool. Sir 
you muft,needs ftay : for if th’ Original be gone you'll have an ill 
account of the Copy: ’tis a hard thing to draw Love well. : 
Jod. If the fhould be now really in love with me, ex John Courts 
then I werein a finecafe. My Mafter wants no her in whifpers. 
Cudjels; and I {hould be the moft beaten Bridegroom that ever med- 
led with more than his match. Let me confider. Hah, Mafter valet = 
de Chambre. Have | put you thence to do nothing. You talk in her | 
ear, Sirrah, either {peak out, or keep farther off. Le 
D. jobn. Sir, I'm afham’d to fpeak loud, your Worthip will but 
laugh at me. c 
od. No doubt of that. But I’vea mind to laugh, for to fay truth me 
[ am atraid of fighing. She’s damnable handfom ! [Aide 
D. John to Habel afide. | — 
When Love's afraid, do not that fear difpife 5 
Flame trembles moft when it doth higheft rife 5 
And yet my love may juftly be difdain’d, 
Since you believe it from a Lover feign’d. a 
Iam not here that which'I ought to be, 
I ferve, yet from all bonds but yours am free. ‘ 
Though Player-like I feign my Mafters part, 
Yet real jealoufie afflicts my heart. a 
For whilft his feigned Rival 4 appear, S 
I then another real Rival fear. : a 
1/fab. This language has more myftery than mine. Ya 
ode A real Rival. That’s 1. or Dow Lewis. A pox o thefe intoxi- 
catirg Riddless canany man ftand ftill when charms make hishead 
turn round? Ill hear no more of em. Avant Jodeler! thou arta - 
foolifh Conjurer! Prefto, be gone! a. 
D. Fobn. Is your Worthip in earneft? =; 
Fod. ve athought in my head worth the weight of it in Gold. 
Hah! now Thave loft it. Sweet Nofegay of my Nofe, when I re- — 
member you I always forget my felf: or elfe “tis that Baggage Bet- : 
tris, which tranfports me 5 for, to fay truth, fhe runs in my mind too. 
My Serving-man be gone. 
D. Johz. | mult obey you, Sir. 
Jod. You'd fain ftay to fing Loth to depart. Why then I fay------ 
[D. John goes and flands clofé at the et 
Iwi 
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I will be left alone with my Miftrefs. 
Ifab. How, Sir, alone? what will the Servants fay > 
jod. What can they fay when I think fitto be private? 
Tab. Ym fure Bettris will take notice of it. 
jod. That’s true, for Bettris likes me fo well, that if the fee us 
making love it may coft her half her life. But that’s all one, [love 
you only. é 
Ifab. Yes and Bettris alfo. 
Jod. Faith Lady [am free of making my belt parts known. What, 
I have made you jealous of me > That’s another of my Politick Love- 
tricks. I’m grown fo fubtle that the Devil will be afraid of me. But 
let him fhun me then: for take one time with another, he does me 
more hurt than good. 
Tfab. But, Sir, what mean you? why mutt we be alone> 
_ Jed. Tothew my confidence: for let’em {ay what they will,I dare 
truft my felf with you. I have not feen the Balcony yet. Let’s go 
take the Air. 
Tab. There is no wind ftirring. 
D. John. What new firk: of folly has enter’d into the Rafeals 
head ? I muft obferve him. ; 
jod. Come along {weet heart. 
Ifab. You fhall excufe me, Sir. [’ll not ftir from hence. 
LAN How, not ftir? my Dear, you muft know ’m very cho- 
erick ------ 
Tab. What drawn by force? y’are infolent. 
LHe offers to reach her hand. 
_ Fod. My Duck you are fqueamifh. Lord, what diff’rence there is 
in People? you fee I am not {o------ 
Ifab. Rude wretch forbear! wer’t not for that patience which is 
ordain’d me by my Father, I'd tear your eyes out with thefe hands. 
jod. With thofe hands? you'd pleafe me moré; if you would let 
me kifs ’em. 
fab. Sir, you are mad, and would make me fo too. Is this the 
bruitifh Courthip of your Province? (Exit. 
D. jobu. O Villain! you would prefume to kifS her hand. 
. LD. John furprifes hine. 
jod. “Tis a {trange thing to fee,how men may be miftaken. 
'’Twas fhe, Sir, would prefume to kifS mine. 
D. fobn. Slave! you are in jeaft then, and you think I’m {0 too. 
Tl] make you repent your impudence------ [D.John firikes him. 
Jod. Sir, why Mafter, Pray Sir? 
D. Jobs. Pattern of Rogues/ thou Gallows climber ! 
; (D. John hicks hin. - 
jod. Nay pray, Sir, do not punifh behind; all that I {aid to her 
was face to face. 


“ 


Enter Ifabella. 


Ifab. ’Tis anger,and grows loud. Pray heav‘n they have not found 
the mifchievous Dox Lewis. 


D. Fobn. Dog! you may be glad that my refpe& to her prefence 
ftops my fury. | | diy 

* \Jod. Now the’s here, if fhould {trike him hé dares not difcover 
himfelf. , [Jodelet efaults D. John. 
nstatl PES? Gy Vii 
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I'll teach you to {peak ill of Z/abella. Is fhe but reafonable handfom ? 
Hah !——_—— 
fab. Ah do not {trike himSir. Be not cruel to your Servant. 
[Jod. fpeaks low and fafi to Don John. 
Fod. Sir, I mult counterfeit your perfon to the life, you ufe to 
kick too. I have a great mind to give youa tafte of my foot, that 
I may refemble you thoroughly. 
D.johz. Be lefs in earneft when you counterfeit, or Pll cut your 
throat. 
Jab. Rude man! what has he done to you? 
jod. Thefe are cholerick heats which pafs away, Lady. If I 
fhould kick him I could not hurt him; he’s all oak behind, meer 
Wantcote-board. We who have tender toes are ill provided for 
tough Bums. D.John fpeaks foftly to bim again. 
D.Fobn. Sirrah! were not {he here———— 
Jod. He fits too much on bare Benches and Joynt-ftools. I mutt 
buy Cufhions for him to make him fofter. | 
Tab. But how has he deferv’d this ufage? 
Fod. He faid your beauty could not kill a man a mile off. 
Tab. Was that all, Sir? If he hates me, alas! he knows not yet 
he is ingrateful. 
D. John, can no longer defer it. I muft difcover my felf- 
Jod. Sirrah, begone. Expect nothing.from me but. a Cudgel to 
meafure your bones. Lady, may I not ftrip him naked, and keep 
his clothes now I turn him away ? 7 
_ Fab. Ono, Sir, if [have any credit with you, turn him not away. 
D. john afide. Did ever Rogue ufe his Mafter thus, or Matter {o 
foolifhly truft the difcretion of his Man? j 
Jod. My Lilly whiteLamb! you are too merciful. I cannot ftay 
near you upon {uch cowardly terms. [ll into the Garden awhile. 
We men of mettle ufe to walk aturn to cool ourcourage. (Exit. — 
Tab. afide. 1 blufh, and know not what to fay. 
Is Love acrime when it ufurps a Monarchs power 
In giving dignity to that which it efteems? 
You were e’re while another perfon and [To Don John. 
Did reprefent Don John, and then I {poke 
Some words which you might mifinterpret to 
BeLove. But, you are now poor Jodlet, 
And ought to alter your opinion of my 
Paffion fince your perfon’s chang'd. 
D.John. Madam,If I had reafon to believe 
That you efteem’d Don Jobn, I fhould grow weary 
Of my being as I am, and reprefent again 
The perfon that I was. 
1fab. Sure you efteem him much, fince you 
Can take fuch pleafure in afluming of his love. 
D.Jobn, Next my defire of Heav'nl with Don John 
Made happy by your love with Hymen’s rites. 
Ifab. Vl leave you till you learn to afk of Heaven 
A better deftiny for me, that fo I may 
Be taught to make an equal wifh for you. | 
D. John. Her love does {till grow darker, yetI fee, 
By too much light my caufe of Jealoufie. [ Exit. 


Enter 
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Enter Bettris. 


Bet. Don John. your Countrey-Lover is gone into the Town to 
Jearn civility, He needs not ftay long, for he may be taught it in 
_ the {treet by every Mule he meets. 

Tab. Did you fee him go out? 
Ret. Madam, he is not found about the Houle; andI may now 
 releafe Dow Lewis from his confinement. 

Ifab. Be {ure you do it prefently; and then make hafte to find 
me in the Garden. [ Exit. 

Bet. | faw jult now the weeping Lady: he’s unluckily broke 
loofe too. I would we were well rid of thefe foolifh Lovers. Sure 
common under{tanding has left the World. Young people cannot 
meet privately but they mutt needs fall in love. { Exit. 


‘ a Enter Lucilla ve7l’d, 


Luc. ’Tis {trange Don Ferdivand fhould ufe me thus. _ Is this pro- 
tection when he ftrait abandons me? He told me, he would return 
ina moments and then (as if grown weary of civility, and of lend- 
ding me his Chamber for fhelter) he went perhaps to divert him {elf 
in the Town. [heard juft now a noife like the confufion of a quarrel. 
This is an ill fign of my fecure retreat. I mutt proceed in order to my 
- fafety; and yet I ought t’advertife them before go. Sure this is 

Tfzbella's Chamber; the door is opens I'll in, and take my leave of 
her. : [Enter D.Lewis. 
Hah! I difcern a man, and I cann’t avoid him 
D.Lewis. (hope my friend Bettris (whom 1 have bound to me 
with the ftrings of my Purfe) does mean to make this Chamber my 
Lodging. O dear Labella! whither would you run fo faft? 
[He fpies Lucilla veil’d. 
How, will you not vouchfafe to hear me? Alas! allow mebut one 
word. You havereproacht my love as criminal; thinking fome o- 
ther beauty has poffeft my heart. Have I not {worn, that fhe who 
does pretend to it had but the promifes of my pity? and fince I faw 
her at Burgos, I never did retain her in my thought ? 
Lucilt. O Heavens! I have not patience to hear more.f she opens 
Falfeman! behold her now: ForIam fhe who too much) her Feil. 
_ has lov’d thee, and whom thou never lov’dft. She, whofe fatal and 
unexperienc’d heart too foon believ’d thy many Oaths. She, who 
does hate thee now, and will proclaim thy perjuries. She,whom thou 
call’d{t thy Soul and Queen, is now without a Brother, without her 
honour, and is lefS provided for than Birds blown off to Seaby Tem- 
efts. 
4 D.Lewis. Hear me but {peak ! 
Luc. No Traitor, no. Thy former perjuries have ftopt my earsfo 
much thatIcanhear nomore. Helpho! help! 
D.Lewis. Ah, Madam, give methen leave to fwear, and you fhall 
foon be fatisfyed. ‘ ’ 
: fey Soul without faith! canft thou again exped belief > Help ho! 
elp! 


Ester . 


++ aa 
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Enter Don John, 


D. John. This grief is loud, and ’tis a womans voice. 

iucil. O Heav'ns! whom do I fee? 

D. John. Hah! is not that my Sifter ? 

Lucilla afide. 1 call for help, and Heav'n has fent deftruction in a 
Brother. — 

D. john afide. My eyes cannot miftake, She is my Sifter 5 
And th other is the object of my jealoufie. 

I have enough of anger for “em both. 
D.Lewis. He carries mifchief in his eyes, - 
But feemsin doubt, on which of us he fhould direct it firft. 
D. John afide. 1 am too certain of my Sifters crime, 
But have not fuch fufficient proofs as may 
Allow my jealoufie juft leave to be 
Reveng’d on him 3 I'll then begin with her. 
O thou unhappy, wicked woman ! 

Lucil. If 1 am wicked think me then 
More fit to have fome time for prayer. 

D.Lewis. Hold! hold! I'll undertake her quarrel, 
Though with that voice which brought the hither fhe 
Was calling for revenge on me. But tell 
Me by what title thou pretend ft to have 
Authority to punifh her ? | 

D.Fobn. 1 ought to do it. . 

D.Lewis. That's infolence. Art thou not a Servant? 

D. john. D.Jobn’s my Matter, and his honour’s mine. 

"Lucilla afide. My ruine was prepar'd by fome defign 5 
Elfe wherefore (hould my Brother hide himfelf i 
In this difguife? | ad 

p.Lewis. Shall T endure to be affronted twice by him : 
Who ferves my equal? [Lucilla exdeavours to go out. un 

D.jobn. Hah! Are you going? ftay! who brought you to 
This Houfe> and wherefore did you call for help? x 

Lucilla. You fhall know all, [enter’d in this Chamber to fee I/a- 4 
bella, where I found'this man3 but cannot tell for what intent he 
there did hide himfelf. Ithencry’d out at the fuprife, and tremble 


til 
D. john. Enough! my jealoufie is apt to credit his offence. 
Pl) fhut the door ———— [Goes backward and fhuts the door. 


Lucil. My fear will kill me to prevent your cruelty. 
D. john. Don Lewis {hall give you caufe to (hew your valour---- 
D.Lewis. I think it honour’d when ‘tis us’d in her defence, but it 
deferves a nobler tryal than your hand can make ) 
Lucil. Oh fatal hour! how many deaths fhall I endure ? 
My perjur’d Lover 1s yet kind when he 
Does ftrive to refcue me. [A noife of keocking within. 
D.Lewis. The people of the houfe will force the door. 
‘D. John. No matter, Sir. Let us difpatch 
D.Ferd. within. Let's force our paflage and break thorough. 
Tucil. Vm counfell’d both by fear and love to open it. 
D.John (peaks low to Lucilla, Stir not to let them in; for if by thee 
“Lam difcover’ 


Enter 
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Enter Don Ferdinand and Tfabella. . 


Lucil. Ah? Don Ferdinand! call all your Servants to your aid. 
__D.Ferd. Proceed not in your fury, for by death 
I {wear, that he who does not fheath his {word, 

_ Engages me again{ft him. Oh what ftrange 
Unlucky wonders meet to day t’'amaze 
_ And ruine me? Nephew, who put you here ? 
Ah! Lucilla, who difcover'd you? And you, [Speaks to D. John. 
~ What Devil urges you? who fince you came into 
My houfe have {peat no minute but in quarrels. 
D.Lewis Hear me, and you fhall ftraight know all, 
D. John. No, let me fpeak! for I can better 
Tell it, Sir,than he. But I muft firft demand 
I Lucilla did not in your houfe conceal her felf> 
And likewife if Dox Lewis be not your near Kinfman? 
D.Ferd. The one and th’other too is true. 
D.John. And is’t not reafon that a Servant, Sir, 
_ Shou!d own an iut’reft in his Mafters honour ? 
D.Ferd. That cannot be deny’d. 
D.Johz. Then, Sir, obferve if Iam wrong’d. 
I enter'd here, urg’d by Lucélla’s cryes. _ 
She found (asI believe, by accident) 
| Dow Lewis in this Chamber where your Daughter lodges. 
— Tin Lucilla (aw thé figns of a furprife. 
- *Tis evident to reafon that he was hidden here all day 5 
_ For I have fo obferv'd all paffage to the ftreet 
_ That it was hard for him to {cape my eyes, ‘ 
D.Lewis afide. This reafoning does appear too much refin’d, 
For one of his coorfe quality. 
~  D.jJobn. My Malter (whois to marry J/2bellz, 
_ And is Brother to Lycilla) mutft be offended 
-For his Miftrefs or his Sifter: and it 
Is likely he is wrong’d in both. My duty 
Therefore is to finifh my Revenge upon Dow Lewis. 
D.Lewis. You area man of rare difpatch, who are 
.So fure to finifh that which is not yet begun —— : 
 D.Ferd. Don Lewis, ftay! Art thou mad? ftay Fodlet! I prithee 
hold! This is the moft perplext encounter that I ever faw. 
_ SFfab. He certainly is jealous for his Matter. 
Ah Fodlet/ let me intreat you to retire. 
D.john. Madam, for your fake I will prefcribe the means how to 
defer this quarrel ; which is, that each engage his promife to me. 
You, Don Ferdinand, to render Lucilla in her Brothers power when 
herequiresit. And you, Doz Lewis, to make atrial of your valour 
with Dox John when he invites you to the Field. 
_ D.Lewis. I, cannot without-fome torment, make promifes of ho- 
nour to one of thy low condition. 
_ D.Jokn. Don Jobx, Sir, isno more aman thanI am. 
But if he fails to call you fuddenly 
T’accompt, then you fhall know whether I’m now, 
Or may be made hereafter, fit to entertain your fword. 
D.Ferd. Enough, we promife that which you defire.- 


Nay; 
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Nay, Nephew, you are wont to yeild to my Authority. 
D.Lewis. Well, Sirs your pleafure 1s my Law 5 

And herel give my promife. 
D. Jobe. And{ mine, that Doz John hall juftifie this quarrel. 
p.Lemis. Nothing does then remain but that I feek he 

Your Mafter out to morrow. . ae 
p. fohz. Your journey, Sir, will not be far to find him. | 
p.Ferd. Vl be the foremoft in the fearch. ~ 


D.John. You'll give me leave to follow you. 
D.Ferd. That will be needful, and without delay. Ae 
Hub. This man is brave and loyal where he fervess % 


All is perplext. O Love lend me thy Clue 
To lead me {afe through this dark Labyrinth. le 
Lucil’ Don Lewis now, does, after crueity; a 
Shew fome remorfe in my defence; and * 
Am apt to think him penitent. But death 
Will foon a period give to Love and Fear. _ 
p.Ferd. To morrow early is the appointed time to feek D.Johz. : 
Night now has drawn her Curtains clofe. Let me : 
Condué you to your feyeral beds, where fleep 
May quench that fire which makes your anger rafh. 
D.johx. My pretious rogue {tole out to {hun a quarrel. 
His fear does ever make him fick, and I fhall ' 
Find him drunk, for that’s his conftant cure. [Exeunt. 


Enter Stephano, Sancho. . 
A Table fpread with Linen, Trenchers aud Spoons are fet out, and 
five Chairs. a 
steph. This.Room {tanding in the Garden, at diftance from the = 
Houfe, feems built for our purpofe. Our happy hour is near. Dear © 
Signior saxcho, {hall we be merry ? 
Sancho. As Maids? : 
steph. Is there any Creature, except Man, that has the wit to be 
merry at Midnight? 
sancho. The Owle. ; 
steph. Y’areinthe right. But what fhall we have to make us re= 7 
joyce befides a Sack-poffet ? 
Sancho. Fiddles. - - 
steph. Your words are feldom many, but always pithy. Heark! 
there’s fomething ftirring behind the Hanging. ‘4 
Sancho. A Rat. 
steph. If it be.a Rat, then it has fhooes on, for it treads hard. 1+ 
rather fear ‘tis the old Rat-catcher your Matter, ‘that has caught us 
here in a Trap. Who’s there ? Ry. 
Jod. within fpeaks low. A Friend. 
Steph. ’Tisa Mans voice, but he fpeaks fo low, that he feems more | 
afraid than.we ate. Who is it? i 
Jod. within. ’Tis I. 
steph. That were fome anfwer te the queftion, af we knew him 
that made it. 
Jod. withiz. Who are you? ’ 
steph. Toteftifie that our being here is not for any harm, you may 
know that we 
Sancho. Are we. 


fs 
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Steph. Well faid, signior sanchos that’s a valuable return of in- 
-telligence from us for what he gave of himfelf. 
Jod. Nay, if youname Sigwior Sancho, [Enter Jodelet. 
Don ‘John may appear. 
‘Steph. aide to Sanch. Our {port is prevented. We may e’en hang 
up our Fiddles and our felves by em. Who fent him hither ? 
sanch. Yhe Devil. . 
Stepo. Pray, Sir, what occafion brought. you behind the Hanging ? 
Jod. I was Jed thither by Confcience. 
steph. Canf{cience isa good Guide, Sir. 
Jod. Dow Ferdinand’s Houteis fo full of quarrels as makes it very 
wearifom to one that has been already too much tir’d in the Field 
~ with wicked entertainments of honour. 
Steph. Sir you thew both your valour-and your reafon. 
Jod. My Man Jodelet is honeft: but the Cutlers of Toledo are not 
able to make Swords enough to furnith his Duels. 
Steph. Say you fo, Sir? 
Jod. Ifthe old Roarer, Satan, were young again, my Man were 
fit co ferve him. 
Steph. alide to sanch. The man of blood which he mentions is your 
Gueft to night, Signior Sacho, but not fit to be treated with atame 
~ Sack-Pofiet. What fhall we provide for him? 
' sanch. Raw Puddings. 
> Fod. Friends, to deal entirely with you, I {tole hither tohidemy 
_ felf; partly out of Confcience, but more out of difcretion: for tis 
not fit a Gentleman of my Pofleflions; and near marriage, fhould up- 
__ onevery peevith humor of hisServant venture his E{tate and Body--- 
sanch, Politick. 
_ Steph. But, Sir, your man is coming hither. Weexpecthim ina 
moment. © 
2 Fod. TM not fee him till bis foolifh quarrels are ended. 
steph. Then, Sir, you muft pleafe to retire again behind the 
_ Hanging. Eo . 
- Jod. Agreed. My Friends, no words where [ am. 
Steph. Fy, no, Sir. But we fhall ftay here long. I hope you can 
have patience. 
Joo. Lord Friends, you do not yet underitand my difpofition, for 
"tis my patience which makes me fteal from quarrels. 
Steph. You mutt be as little heard as feen. I hope you are not 
‘troubled witha Cold, nor apt to fall afleep ? 
od. What mean you? 
Steph. Why, Sir, Z would not have you cough. 
- _ Sanch. Nor {nore. 
Jod. Friends, [fay again you know me not throughly. Tell not 
_me of fnoring: I dare {nore with any man in spaiz, and (hap what 
hap may) I'll venture again behind the Hanging to hide my felf. 
Steph. Nay, Sir, we know you are valiant. 
- Sanch. And wife. ( (Exit Jodelet. 


Enter Bettris, Laura. 


Bet. Sancho, our Entertainment.is provided, are your Stomachs 
, feady Pious Sas y 
Sanch. They are. 


* 
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Law. Then help tobring it to the Table. [exter Don John. _ 

Sanch. n ftate. [ Exit and brings in a great Bafon with a Pofet. 

Bet. Signior Fodelet you make good your promife, for you come’ 
in the very nick. ! 

Sanch. In Poffet time. 


Enter two young Women who alfift in the Dance. é- 


D. fohn. Who are thefe 2 

Bet. Two young marry’d Neighbours that long’d for Sack-Poffet. 

D. John. Are your Ladies afleep ! 

Bet. They went to Bed as early as Brides, and J hope will lye as 
long as Bridegrooms. 

D. Jobe. Then the Maids may be as merry as the Men. 

steph. And encounter a whole Pail of Poffet. 


Enter Jodelct. 


Jod. T'll meet as many quarrels as there be Drunkards in Dutch: 
-Jand rather than mifs a Sack-Poffet. 
D. John. Ha! how comes he here? 
Bet. Belhrew your heart Signior Don Joba for {tarting forth fo fud- 
denly. *Tis well we were all awake. = 
Lau. If we had not been us'd to meet men in the dark it might 
have frighted us. 
Jod. Ladies, without fans'ceremony, I'll fit down firlt. 
Sanch. And f. 
D. John whifpers Jodelet. Villain be gone to my Chamber 5 you'l 
{till difcover your coorfe breeding. : 
Jod. Prithee forbear thy good manners to thy Matter, fit down, 
fit down; Z fay fic down. There are feafons when Mafters may be 
familiar with their men. | 
D. Fobn whifpers Fodelet. Sirrah, I'll cut your throat. 
Fod. whifpers D. John. 1 had rather you fhould cut my throat than 
coufin my belly. 
D. John. Villain, haft thou the impudence to fay ? a 
Jod. Lord what ado here is with civilities out of feafon: once 
more F charge thee to fit down, and I give thee leave to be familiar. 
D. John. Rogue! to morrow will come. - a 
od. Still over-mannerly ! Ladies pray take your Spoons. This i 
Coxcomb my Man 1s fo troublefom with his untimely refpects. 
D. John. You will not ftir then? ; 
Jod. Prithee put thy Hat on. Ladies, when Zam at home anda 
little in drink, Z often fit with my Servants. 
D.jobn. Ladies and Gentlemen, having my Mafters leave Z will — 
prefume on yours. be 
Sanch. You may. . 
Fod. I fuppofe the Poffet is very hot, but Coragio is the word. 
‘Tis but the {poiling of a few good teeth. I'll venture at it. i 3 
Sanch. And I. 
Jed. Hold, z will firft tafte----’Tis as hot as if they had ftrew’d it 
with parcht Pepper inftead of Cinnamon. 
(He /putters as if his mouth were burat. 


{ 


Sanch, Stay! ftay! 
Bet. 
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Bet. re Signior Sancho?) o\ | ; Oty, 
Sanch, Stir it—— They all (i and thee eas tooether. 
Jod. Ladies you eat too falt. AY 8 : 
» (Di John rifés and whifpers Jadéter again. 
D. John. Dog! Shew more civility, and do hot oe the perfon 
whom you counterfeit. 
Jod. I tell thee twill not make me fick.. cutee been us’d to abun- 
dance of Poffet. This good natur’d Fool takeafirch are of my health. 
Bet. Signior Jodelet pray. fit dawn again; and take ‘care of a 
own health; Poflets are very wholfom. 
Laur, Pray do, Sir, The Cinnamonis good againft nae 
steph. Miltrefs Bettris, here's to ype aoe health3 and to yours 
MiltrefS Laura. gn) 
sanch. To both. FSancho flabbers his Beard. 


Jod. Signior saneho, that ipunge your oe, foaks up too much 
of the Poffet. 


sanch. It doth. 


Jod. I only civilly fuppofe it doth. 
Sanch. All {tay 


(He takes a huge Knife out “of his Pocket, ‘Yerpes the 
Poffet off frowe his Beard, and then eats it. 
ihe Who will pledge the Founders health? 
D. John. Let it come. I am-your Man. 

jod. You are fo; but a very fawcy one: you ufe to talk dnd give 
counfel over your Liquor. 

D. John. Your. Noble Worfhip may fay iS pleafure. T know 
you love men that ply their Poffet. : 

Jod. 1am for men of few words. Let {uch a oneanfwer to aes 
quedit. Here’s the Founders noah 
Sanch. Tope. 

D. Fobn. Signior Savcha, you made a erties of Fiddles. I pray 
forbear your Spoon while that you may-call for’em. 

Sanch, 1 thall. 

Laur. Servant I pray doi. 

Jod. Signior Sancho, let us have fair play. Did you it invite your 
Beard to half the Poffet>? 

Sanch, Few words are beft. 

Steph. In what fenfe Signior Sancho? 

Saach. In Poffet.~ 

D. John. Come, Sits, difpatch 5 for brevity is as convenient ja 
Poffet as it isin Speech. Tl give you a Song if you will eal! for 
Mufick. 

eazee. Firk your Fiddles. 
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D. John. HE Bread is all bak’d, 
. (Dbe Ewkers ave rak'd 5. 
°Tis ppc now by Chanticlears firft crowing, 
whe Let's kindly caronfe 
Whilft top of the Haufé 

The. Gats fall outinthe beat of their mooing. 

bol aah Teme, wbilft thy kour-glafs does run ont, 
This flowing Glafsfaall go about. — >. | 
ZZ2 Stas, 
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Stay, ftay, the Nurfé is wak'd, the Child does cry, 


No Song fo ancient is as Lulla-by. 
the Cradle’s rockt, the Child is hufht again, 
Then hey for the Maids, and ho for the Men. 
Now ev'ry one advance his Glafs5 
Then all at once together clafh, 
Experienc'd Lovers know 
This clafhing does but fhow, 
That as in Mufick fo.ia Love muft be 
Some difcord to make up a harmony. 


sing, fing! When Crickets fing why fhould not we ? 


The Crickets were merry before us 5 
They fung us thanks e’re we made them a fire. 
They taught us to fing in @ Chorus: 


The Chimney is their Church, the Ov'z their Quier. 


Once more the Cock cryes Cock-a-doodle-doo. 
The Owl cryes o're the Barn, to-whit-to-whoo ! 
Benighted Travellers now lofé their way 

Whom Will-of-the- wifp bewitches : 
About and about be leads them aftray 


Through Bogs, through Hedges and Ditches. 


Heark! heark! the Cloyfter Bell is rung! 
Alas! the Midnight Dirge is fung. 

Let “em ring, 

Let ‘ew fing, 


Whilft we {pend the Night in love and in laughter. 


When Night is gone 

O then too foon 
The diftords, and cares of the Day come after. 
Come Boys! a health, a health, 2 double health 


To thofé who {cape from care by fhuuning wealth. 


Difpatch it away 
Before it be day. 
"Twill quickly grow early when it is late: 
A health to thee, 
To him, to me, 
To all who Beauty love, and Bus'nefs hate. 


jod. Well, my Man were an incomparable Varlet if he would 


forbear to give me counfel in whifpers. Jodelet. 
D. Fobn. Sir. 


Jed. Lead’ema Dance. I'll have a Dance. 
D. Fohx. My feet are at your fervice, Sir. 


wailocua ns you fhall feel to morrow by a {core of kicks which 


Jodeler. St referve for you. 


jod. -Heark, he’s giving me counfel again. [fay lead’em a Dance. 


The DANCE. Which being ended a Bell rings within. 


Bet. My Ladies little Dog has wak’d her. Alas! now the {weet of 


_the Night is coming we muft all part. 


D. Jobx whifpers Jod. Sirrah, follow me to my Chamber. 
[Exennt all feveral ways but Jodelet. 


jed. Not to night good Signior Don John, 


il 
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I'll fooner follow a Drum that beats for Volunteers to the North of 
Norway. The back door of the Garden is only bolted within. Til 
 fteal forth, and to morrow when {leep has made him tamer I'll 
return. | hia 

I'll rather feed with Fiends on Brim{tone Broth, 
Than eat Sack Poflet with a man of wrath. ak fess. 


al 


ACT IV. SCENE. I. 


Enter Laura, Stephano: 


Laura. OU are very inquifitive. 
steph. And you are very fecret. 

Laur. Doyou intend me that as commendation ? 

steph. Yes, and yet I donot thank you for it. 
¢) Laur. You may take your praife back again, for I will not be com- 
mended for keeping that fecret which I do not know. — | . 

steph. Can you be ignorant of the Lady whom you ferve > 

Laur. Itold you I had not ferv'd her above three days. But ftill 
you are inquifitive, and why I pray ? } 
_ steph. The endeavour of knowing things fhews diligence of the 
Mind, and you fhould praife me for it. ; 
- ‘Laur. Thofe may praife Spies who employ ’em. 

steph. You take me then for a Spy? 

Laur. So impertinent a Spy that I wonderyou do not walk with a 
Lanthorn when the Sun fhines. | | 

steph.- What to feck chafte women as Diogenes fought honeft men. 
Come, I confefs you have wit. 

Laur. I thank you, Sir. 
4 Steph. T would you would thank me for being in love with your 

eauty- f 

iam Love! Is that Fools-Bauble in fafhion {till > 

steph. *Tis the only fafhion which never changes. 

Laur. MiftrefS Rettris will hardly believe you. 

Steph. No, fhe believes in nothing but Marriage. 

Laur. O,cry you mercy, for indeed Marriage is grown as dange- 
rous as love is foolifh. 


Enter Sancho. 


: steph. Vl] retire to make that Coxcomb jealouss [Exit Steph. 
sanch. How! hah! 
Laur. O Signior Sancho, ‘tis well you are come. 
Sanch. Too well. ann8 
Laur. Your Friend Stephano would fain be your Rival, but you 
are the man for whom I mean to figh. | 5 
Sanch. Yes, much! 
Laur. V'll lay my life you are jealous. 
Sanch.- Who, I? 
Laur. Pray come from behind your Beard and fhew your bare face 
af you'are angry. 
bbe | Sanch, 


/ 


re “7 
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Sanch. Tam. : oar 
Laur. Vf you are, I can endure it. 
Sanch. You can? 
Laar. Yes. - 
Sanch. Who cares? 
Laur, You do. ¥ pth 
Sanch. Not this-———- [Makes a fign of difdain with his 


Laur. Tis well. (thumb at his teeth. 
Sanch. ’Tis ill. - 


Laur. ’Tis not. 

Sanch. You lye. 

Laur, Hey day! 

sanch. Hey too! 

Laur. Farewell.———— 
Sanch. Go.—— [ exit Sancho, 


Enter Stephano, Bettris. 

Steph. How now Miftrefs Laura ?. 

_ Laur. ThisSteward, though he be exceeding dull, is very fharp — 
at reparties. «~~ ; a 
Bet.. Why, what has he faid 2 | 

Laur. He gave me the lye. 

Steph. ’Tis impoflible. 

Laur. If he did not ?'m an Eunuch. 

steph. None but a Eunuch would have done’t. 

Laur. Don Ferdinand has been gallant in his youth: he fhall re- 
pair my honour. 

é I'l tell him how often this Tarquin-Steward would have kift me 
force. 
Jerk Kifs you! fye, that’s a paw-word. 

Bet. No, no, he’s acleanly man, and would only have brufht your 
lips with his Beard. 

Laur. May be fo, for they grow fomewhat dufty for want of 
ufe. 

Bet. Don Ferdinand (hall not wake his fleeping Sword in this. quar- 
rel; truft me for your revenge. 

Laur. Why, what will you do > 

Bet. I'll render sancho up to your correction, and he fhall be then 
as blind as Cupid. 

Steph. But how? 

Bet. He fhall feel our perfecution and not fee it. 

Laur. You have fome defign, but ‘tis very dark. ! 

Bet. You know the Ladies and our Mafters are lately much retir’d 
with thoughtful intanglements of love and anger: which will give 
me opportunity to invite folemn Sazcho this Evening to our Room 
of Revels in the Garden. 

Laur. Well, what then? 

» Bet. You likewile know, he paflionately loves a Sack-Pofflet. 

Steph, Moft longingly. 

Bet. Then you apprehend my Bait 5 but inftead of that for his 
entertainment he fhall entertain us with {port fufficiently ridiculous, 
though it be more out of fafhion than himfelf ora Morrice. 

» Bax, ‘Llong.to fee it but— 

Bet. Nomore queftions. Let’s prefently goinand.confulte [Axewnte 

HIV Enter. 
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Enter Wfabella, Ledcila: 


fab. You muft not think of your efcape from hence. 
Luc. Whil{t you are civil you are cruel too. 
Fair Jfabella, let me take my leave. 
 Ifab. My Father is not ealily deceiv'd 5 
Whilft you attempt it you deceive your felf. 
- Your reconcilement with your Brother may 
Seem difficult at firft, butif you doubt 
My Fathers skill to govern him, you muft 
Depend on Heav’n, and then you mutt have faith. 
_. Luc. Nothing but death can quench my Brothers wrath, 
Pray free your felf from the unfortunate 5 
_ Thefe tears agree not with your Nuptial joys: 
And Jet me tell you (what you foon will find) 
"Don Jobn is nothing lefs than what he feems. 
1fzb. 1 faw him inthe Garden but juft now, and my Maid 
Walking towards him. Go hide your felf. 
Pafs through the Gall’ry up the Tarras-f{tairs into my Clofet, where 
I will meet you ftraight. I will awhile conceal my felf in fome clofe 
Arbar to obferve him and Bettris together. [ Exeunt. 


Enter Don Lewis, Stephano. 


D. Lewis. Some heav’nly power contrives thefe accidents; they 
have a fecret method in them, and more than Fortune makes me 
{till unhappy. 

stepb. | am amaz’d that you by chance fhould court her whom 
you forfook, and meet the Mitrefs here from whom you fled fo ma- 

ny Miles. © 
rs. Lewis. Haft thou difcourft with her Maid ? 
steph. Yes, but the is newly come into her fervice, and is either 
-aftranger to her Ladies defigns, or elfe fo fecret that no man but 
a Husband can fee her bofom bare. 
_-_. Lewis. Heav’n takes Lucilla’s part againft me, for I have done 

her wrong. ! ¥« é 
steph. O, have you fo? you Lovers are very diligent Spies and 
bold, but very incredulous; you always are fcouting abroad, yet 
never fee or believe mifchief till you feel tt. 

D. Lewis. I think fhe loves me and with true paffion. 

- Steph. But you love another, and that’s a rare remedy for her 
difeafe. 

- -D.Lewis. | am perplext beyond the help of reafon. I know there 
are Laws againtt irregular Love,but Nature never made ‘em. I would 
thou wert valiant. 

Steph. So would not I.. I’m content to have no holes in my skin 
rather than pay a Surgeon to fow ‘em up. 

‘D. Lewis. Well, however I would thou hadft courage. 

steph. ThenI fhould be an Afs in fpight of my underftanding, and 
fight for Fame, the Fools Miftrefs. peas 

_ D. Lewis. Dow John’s man is faucily infolent, and his condition is 

below the revenge of my Sword; butif thouhad{t courageto under- 

take him-— 


Steph. 
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steph. Sir, never queftion’d my own courage, and I wifhno man 


‘may, for I, and others too may be miftaken. 

D. Lewis. Tam going now where I fhall meet D. Ferdinand, whe 
will bring mean account of Dow Fobe. 

steph. Sir, I told you my infirmity when you firlt receiv’d me un- 


der your Roof. Pll ferve you faithfully, but I muft obey nS King, 


who does enjoin peace amongft his Subjects, 


D.Lewis. Well, though thou haft no courage, yet am Gshetoe di 


with thy diligence. I {tole hither chiefly to make thee encreafe thy 
acquaintance with Laura, Lucilla’s Maid? and whatfoever {hall fue- 
ceed upon this engagement of my honour, be fure to endeavour that 
fhe may give good 1mpreflions of me to her Miftrefs. 


Steph. This, Sif, is a work of peace, and I dare go through with ‘ 


it; but as for matters of {trife if you wouldtake my advice 


afraid. 


D. Lewis. No more words. I'll take no counfel from men thatare _ 


Steph. Well, Sir, Fortune be your ‘efreeh But [humbly conceive Y 


that men of diferetion dom depend upon her courtefie. 
[Fxeunt feveral w payee 


Enter Jodelet avd Bettris. 


Bet. 1 will affure you, Sir, you have been fought, and for my part, 


I was fo concern’d in your abfence that I offer’d to employ the © 


Town-Cryer. 


Jod. It had been tono purpofe, for that publick voice cannot be 


heard. Alas, he’s grown hoarfe with crying for loft Maidenheads. 

Bet. Sir, you are fometimes merry, but always wife. 

Jod. Alas! not I! yet it feems I am of fome importance, fince 
Ihave been fo much fought. But who were the fearchers? 


cae. 


aie ae 


Bet. Your Father-in-Law, and Dow Lewis. Your Man too was P- 


fad, as if he had not only loft his Mafter, but his wages, 


Sod. {i owe him nothing but a Cudgel for being fo faucy as to mifs ; 
me without my order. May nota Matter {teal out to feek a Miftrefs 


unlefs he ask leave of his Man? 
Bet. But where were you, Sir? 


Jod. I was invited by a Friend to a difh of ftew’ a Tripes with 


Garlick. What Key 1s that ? 


Bet. It belongs to your Chamber. Dom Ferdixand has appointee | 


you another Lodging near the Garden. 


Fod. I bad rather it had been near the Kitchin. I efteem his Cook 


above his Gardener. The {team of Beef to me, who am not over- 


curious, is better than the odour of Violets. But why amI remov'd? — 


Bet. The old Gentleman is afraid of {candal.. And, to fay truth, — 


it might do fome harm to you (Imear to. your modett reputation) 


if, before the Marriage Night, you fhould be lodg’d too.near his _ 


Daughter. 
Jod. Nay, let her Jook to that 5 I care not what People fay,when 


[am innocent. But, dear Beittiss thou doft not know how much I 


love thee. 
Bet. How fhould I know it? you take me to be olds I’m none 
of thofe.who pretend to knowledge. 


jod. Lever lov'd one of thy i ae fence ever: and fince I faw 
thee firlt I have been as hot as any Pepper. © s 
Bets 


The Man's the Mafter. ect 36: ; 


Bet. Why truly, Sir (though I bluth when I fay it)'I ever lov’d 
all the Don Fobus in the world; and when you fir{t came hithef my 
foolifh heart-----but I'l! fay no more. | 
od. Nay we mutt be fecret: for if the leaft notice be taken of it, 

I fhall ftraight have flufhings in my faces and blubh like a rofe. 
Bet. I’m fure you make me hide mine. I pray {tand farther off: 
Jod. Poor little Fool. Well, innocence 1s a ftrange thing it 
_ makes us f{trange to one another, but a little of that which ancient 
People call wickednefs will make us familiar. { prethee thew me the 
way down to my Chamber. 

Bet. fighing. Hey downa down! in troth y’are an odd man. You 
make me figh een when I fing. Heretakethe Key: I'll be gone. 

Jod. Pretty Thief! I could find in my heart to weep when I think 
thou wilt be hang’d for ftealing mens hearts. Dear flut------ [am 
~ Maudlin-kind, would I had one of thy Hoods to cover my face; I 
fhall be fo afham’d if I'm feen thus whining for thee. But ’tis no 

matter 3 go, lead the way tomy Chamber. Ill {neak after thee. 
Bet. You mutt follow me apace then; for I’m a very light Huf- 
. wife. aon [she runs away, 
Fod. The Bunting is flown. Now I could e’en weep indeed, I 
~ mutt for very fhame overtake her. 
[Ifabel fearts from the door, and furprifes bin. 
Tfab. Stay, Don John! what are you courfing my Maid? 
_. Jod. We are only at Childrens play. Are you fo old that you 
have forgot it? ’Tishide-and-feek, and when Maids run away,then 
the Boys make hafte to catch ’em. 

Jfab. Ist nothing elfe? But however, I dtd not think you had 
been fo wanton. ° 
Jod. The tricks of youth are left when we grow old. 
 -Ffab. But you'll beget an ill opinion of your Chaftity ; and give 
~me caufe to doubt your affection. 

-Jod. Our future Spoufe, you may go {pin! Madam-Nature is a 
greater Lady than you, and I was always her humble Servant 3 and 
_ thofe who fpeak againft it may ftop their mouths witha Fig. 
_SIfab. It feems you are difpleas’d. I'll leave you, Sir, 
od. Moft wife Lady,and alfo moft beautiful, you cannot do better. 
ifzb, Vi take your opinion. Fare you well, Sir. [ Excit. 
jod. Humph! Are you fo proud becaufe of your portion: this is 
only her want of breeding. Methinks I counterfeit a Don John rarely 5 
for Husbands of quality muft be fometime difcontented with their 
Wives, and often pleas’d with their Maids. 


Eater Don Ferdinand. 


_ D.Ferd. Don John, 1 am glad (after fome affection and care in 
fceking you_) that you are not loft. 

— Jod. Mott careful, Sir, [alfo am glad, and for the feekers fake, 

becaufe the lofs would be his. I think that was {poken again like a 

Don Fohn. But what are your commands ? 
__ Ferd. Have you heard nothing of your Man Jodelet? nothing 
from any of his acquaintance? 
Jod. L ufe not to converfe with my Mans Companions. 

Ferd. But fomething, Sir, will be propos’d to you, which in a 

-feafon before marriage, may be, perhaps, a little unpleafant. 

. Aaa Jod. 
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Jod. How? what is it? 

Ferd. You mutt abfolutely 5 but, Sir, excufe me, for I fpeak with 
fome regret. 
 Jod. What, muftI, Sir? pray {peak the worft, and let it out for 
your own eafe, if you are troubled with keeping it in. 

Ferd. Youare invited to theField 5 and it imports you much. 

Jod. Isthatall? A turn or two in the field 1s wholefom after a full 
{tomach. 

Ferd. But, Sir, it 1s to fight. 

Jod. That may import me much indeed. I donot likethe phrafe 
of being invited to the Field to be kill'd. Men are very fimple when — 
they go into a Grave to take the air. : 

Ferd. It isthe fafhion, Sir, and men of honor have allow’d it, 

Jod. The fafhion? but, Sir, if without refiftance, I am contented 
to go peaceably into the field, why fhould any man who meets me 
there be angry? efpecially when, perhaps, his being pleas’d would 
at that time better agree with my difpofition ? a 

Ferd. | know not what you mean. . 

Jod. Lam forry for’t: 1 held you to be an old Gentleman of a 
long underftanding: but to {peak plainly, why fhould a man take 
the pains to walk a mile to meet another whois of a different humour? - 

Ferd. You have been bred to afk that queftion? 

Jod. Don Ferdinand, you feem fometimes not very wife. Idoubt 
that in your youth y’ave been inclin’d to this foolifh way ofinvita- _ 
tions to the Field, and have been hurt in the head. I fay your reafon 
at prefent 1s not exceeding found. “oi 

Ferd. Come, Courage Dox Johns and firft let me know, why you 
infer Lam not wife? 

Jod. Becaufe you come to tell me of a quarrel which I knew not, 
nor perhaps did not defire to know. | 

Ferd. Sir, in thisI have done my duty, and you'll do well t’acquit 
your felf of yours, without being ferv’d by the valour of another. 
To day you ought t’encounter him who kill’d your Brother. AndI 
am forry, Sir, to tell you, that he kill’d him inthe night. 

od. Hay! was it at night. 

Ferd. I, Sir, at night ? ia 

jod. Then for my part, let the Devil fight with his own match3 ~ 
for if he be able to kill a man without feeing him, he will be fure to 
kill me when he fees me. Rie 

Ferd, This founds ftrangely. E 

Jod. Befides, Sir, this dangerous Enemy fights by advantage, for 
having found the way how to kill one of my kindred, he knows by 
that, the fafhion how to kill me. 

Ferd. Sir, you ought to confider 

Jod. Sir, I have well confider'd it, and muft tell you, as a great 
fecret, that all the family of the Alverads do ever fight one and the 
fame way. s " 

Ferd. Don John! do you think that you have courage? 

jod. A plague onit; I[havebuttoo much. Alas, ‘tis not for that, 
Sir, do not.aflk me whether I have courage, but rather tell me where 
he lives? 1s't farfrom hence? muftI {tay for him? or do you know 
his Lodging? Or may I enquire it out? and, inthe mean time, tell me 
but his name. 

Ferd. [tis Dou Lewis de Rochas. 
Joa. 


“The Man's the Mafter. = 36g 


Jod. A pox on him. I knew he would {cape my hand. Dow Lei} 
de Rochas? why that’s your Nephew. Sir, you mutt know I reve. 
rence all men of your name. 

Ferd. 1 partly thank you, Sir. 

Jod. Any man of the Family of the Rochas is fo confiderable tome 
~ that I will lay my head at his feet. And particularly, as for Dox Lewis 
_ if you pleafe, I am very well pleas’d tolove him. ‘ 

_ Ferd. But, Sir, [ have not told you all; for he has donea fecond 
injury, which fhould more provoke youto revenge. Your Sifter has 
too much reafon to complain of him. 

Jod. Sir, as for my Sifter, truly he may be afham’d to wrong her 5 

“but [have madea vow, and the Ladies muft pardon me for it---- 

Ferd- What was your vow ? 

Jod. Never to draw my {word in a Womans quarrel. 

/Ferd. Sir, 1 am much deceiv’d if you are not a Coward. 

Jod. Ah Father-in-law! if that could poffibly be, yet your dif- 
cretion fhould not meddle in nice things, which (by the care Fought 
totake) fhould never concern you. 

Ferd, But you fhall know that it concerns me much. 

Jod. Blefs me! what a ftrange Father-in-law would you be? has | 
the Devil fent you hither te tempt me? not only to homicide, but 
alfo to kill my new allyance, your Nephew nay and before con- 

fummation, which, for ought I know, may likewife kill your 
Daughter. 

Ferd. I would thou wert valiant but one minute, that, without 
Yofs of my honour, I might kill thee before thou, grow ft a Coward 

"again. 

'  -Jod. O fie, Dox Ferdinand, 1 have found your difpofitions you 
would fain be’too cruel; but I'm refolv’d to be merciful; ard will 
not tell you how valiant [am. 

Ferd. But lamnow refolv’d totell you, that your man has given 
his word 'to fight for you. 

~ -Jod. His word? The jealous Coxcomb needs not keep it5 for I 

_ did never doubt his courage. 

Ferd. Is that all? 

Fod. Why then, Sir, if ke will needs fight for me, let him know I 
fhall not be jealous that my own valour is lefs than his. 
ate And yet you will not fight, either for your Brother or your 

ifter, 

Jod. A’ man mutt be in humour when he fights, and let me dye like 
a Dog (which I would not fay falfely to get the whole world) if, to 
my remembrance, I ever had a lefs difpofition to fighting than now. 
Miftake me not, I fpeak but according to my remembrance. 

Ferd. Well, {thought you valiant, but lam coufen‘d. 
| Jod. Sir, [confefs | have taken too much pleafure in deceiving the 
world, for [have couzen’d many who thought me valiant, and many 
who thought me a Coward. 

- Ferd. You have given your felf a rare recreation. . 
Jod. But, Sir, let’s leave the pleafant part of our difcourfe, and 
be alittle:ferious. 
 Ferd.: Do fo, but with as much brevity'as youcan. 
\Jod. Upray tell me, Sir, fuppofe that with a Sa-ha-ghun, or witha 
Rapier of Toledo, { were pierc’d like a Callender5 or fuppofe that 
with a Syrian Scemiter I were minc’d into a Pye; how would my — 
FG Aaa2 Brother 


— 
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Brother, or my Sifter be the better for it? 


Ferd. Well, for your Fathers {ake my antient friend, [eave you | 
whole, without being either pierc’d or minc’d. . 
Fod. For his fake, Sir, I will with patience endure your courtefie. 
Ferd. You fhall do well in doing {03 but for my own fake, you 
mutt, inftead of my Daughter, feek another wife in Adadrid. 
Jod. What, you would have a Cd to your Son-in-law, that fhould 
kill you firft, then marry Chimena ¢ by 

Ferd. Expect nothing from me but {corn and hatred. O incom- 
parable Coward ! 

od. 1 am (O Don Ferdinand! ) defpite of your cruelty, and of 

your black Teeth, your moft humble and moft faithful Servants and’ 
1 am as much, or more, to the Lady Ifabella. . ; 

Ferd. {amnot yourss and when youare out of my houfe (which 
mutt be fuddenly, and without noife) I fhall do my felf the difho- 
nor to force you to another kind of account. 


ce ae Bey 
ie 


6st 
A 


ce 


Enter Don John. 


D. John. Don Ferdinand! 1 pray, Sir, what puts you into cho- — 


Ferd. My ill choice of a curfed Son-in-law. ee 
Jod. Don Ferdinand, V\l be gone, that you may fpeak better ofa | 
Friend behind his back. [Exit 
Ferd. Lethim go, Jodlet. He difavows you inall, and has toldme — 
plainly, he was not of opinion that he ought totake notice of injuries; 
and that he wasnever inclin’d torevenge. Nay he has almoft profeft 
that he has Joft his courage. at 
D. john afide. Tis {trange that he took no more care to keepit 
having fo little. ; 
Ferd. Pray call him back to fave his honour. Tell him whathe _ 
ought to do, being doubly affronted by Don Lewis. Dear Jodlet, ¥ 
fhew the friendfhip of a Servant by perfwading a Mafter to courage. — 
D.fobn. Sir, Lam ure he hasa kind of Country-courage. ee 
Ferd. What do you mean? 
D. John. 1 mean he’s very obftinate, and will feldom yieldto per- 
{wafion. . 
Ferd. I'm forry for his Fathers fake; efpecially fince I have pro- 
ceeded fo far towards an allyance. If I were doubly injur’das he is, 
I fhould not behave my felf like him. His enemy ftaysfor me at the 
end of the f{treet: I'll go to him. h 


NU 


Exter Jodlet. 


. D.John. Do, Sir, for my Mafter is come back, though Z fear J hall 
find him.toa hanghty.to be counfell’d into courage. (ex. Ferd,’ 
“Jod. Is he gone, Sir? ) | 
D.jobu. Yes, but,tell me Jodlet, what new affront have we to re- 
bey eee ee oo \ 
Jod. Iam the fon of a Sow if he has not remov’d my patience fo 
far from me that Zcan hardly reach itagain: yet mas unwilling tobe 
angry.as another. . Sir, you muft difguife your felfnolonger. Thefe 
falfe, habits may. grow to beFools Coats, and Don Lewis will turn all 
intalaughter,, But yow did challenge him for me? 12 Bene 
“SHIDO TS f D. john. 
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_ D. Joba. Yes, and without telling him that Twas Don Fohn. And 
in troth I did fafpect that the young Gallant had courted Tfabellic, 


In fhort I found him hidden in her Chambers and (but for an acci- 


dent which I'muft conceal from thee) we fhould have met m the 


Field. 


jod. That is to fay, you had invited him to take tle Air ina 
Grave. 


_D. John. have deferr’d the bus'nef till I fee one thiae more €- 
vident, which is yet but the fubject of my fulpicion: for, perhaps, I 


_ may find it but a falfe-Game which Bettris plays to get money. 


Jod. That Baggage carries her Purfe in her Bofom 3 aid accord- 


ing to the Northern Proverb) ts as liquorith at a Penny as at a 
. 


Pofler. 

D, John. I have fome reafons to belicve that Fabel. is very ig- 
norant of the Artifice. 

jod. Sir, there may be more in’t than you fufped. Vm loth to. 
fay it, but Cif I could {peak without making any words) 1 would 
tell you that [ think Dox Lewis offends you in private. 

D. Join. Ab, fay no more: [ guefs too much. Ali my paft misfot- 
tunes and the prefent concur againft me: but [have fome comfort 
yet, for no body takes notice of it. 

jod. None know it (for ought I know) unlefs it be the People. 

D. Jobn. Thou mak’{tme mad. I will confider nothing but re- 


venge. 
Is Dew Ferdinavd our Friend or Enemy ? 


jod. Don Lewis is of his bloods but for the honour of yours, he 


does that which no man éver did for another. He would have Don 


Lewis give you fatisfaction, and Don Lewis ftays for me near this’ 


_ houfe; whe {till believes me to be Dor John. 


D. Johu. { mult kill him: but men of a@ion are’ often parted in 


_theftreet. The War which Honour makes in {treets does quickly end 


_ inpeace, and I grow doubtful where to fight. 


Jod. ’Vis great pity there is not {ome Amphitheatre built at the 


 publick charge of Butchets, for the honorable exercife of cutting 
. mens throats. 


D. Joba. Revenge is often interrupted in the Field, becaufe now 


~ evenall peculiar Fields are turn’d tocommor Roads about this popu- 


lous Town. If I could find fome Houte, though “tis dgaifft the fa- 
- fhion usd in Due}s—-— ‘ 
_ » Joa. Stay, Sir. VI) fit you with a place. I have the Key df'a low 


Apartment where we are to lodge. There you may conveéiitently be 


_ reveng’d, almoft in the fight of your Miltrefs, and yet neither fhe 


- nor her Father can fee it. 


D. Joby. Thou haft made an excellent choice my déar Joitelet. 


— Jod: My dear Don John. | 


* D. Joba. Go avd appoint him a meeting im the Evening. 
jod. But rather, Sir, do you go. “Tis now high time!that men 
fhould know who youare. How can you think tocontinte your fury 


and pafs for Jodelet? Go, go, Sir, difcover your: felfy and fight 


fottndly.' Revenge is a/hearty food fot thofe who have a ftomach 
tot Geb cis.) Lacasht 7 Vipin, ae 


Bak ot John: How Aodiiber >! becanfe for: a meer provocation of jea- 


* 


loufic, 'for'a finiple tafpicion,y [ have difguis'd my Name, wilt thot 
therefore have me difcover my felf before the injaty be evident? 
. “lh " O, 
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No, thou fhalt remain Dow Jobn awhile, and invite him to the low 
Chamber, to meafure Weapons there, and to confult about contri- 
ving the privacy of the Duel. 

od. Then you command me to be {till Dow John? 

D. John. 1 do rather conjure thee. 

od. Well I obey you, Sir. Butif by chance (as men are oftenim 
patient) he fhould draw his Sword before he enters this Houfe, what 
fhall Jodeletdo? who hasno inclination to war, and is, perhaps, con- 
tented to fojourn in this foolifh world. 


D. John. Make figns to him far off. He’s prompt, and will not — 


fail to follow thee till he comes where I will ftay to kill him. 
Jod. There's another {cruple, which lies in the very bottom of 


my Bowels. 
D. John. What's that ? 


Fod. He may be fhort fighted, and thinking my Sword drawn,may 


run at me. 


<4 or 


D. John. Fy, fy! thy imagination istoo fubtle. He has anEyelike — 
an Eagle and will diftinguith at a miles diftance. Thou fhaltbecken 


him far off, then lead him tome. 
Jod. Thefe appointments are fomewhat hard. But, Sir, pray be 


fare that you likewife take heed of miftakes. Mens eyes are often — 


dazled with choler. If | (without thinking of you) fhould enter be- 


fore Don Lewis; and you (without thinking of me) fhould run a ult ~ 


at my Belly 


D. John. Thou hafta Jefuitical way of making impoflible {cruples. 


Jod. Nay, Sir, I know if fam wounded, you 
* Will cry, in troth, poor Jodelet, 'm forry 5 
Excufe a foolifh chance! Then I, good foul, 


Shall quickly be contented and foon whole. (Exeunt feveral ways. ES 


ACT V. SCENEL 


Enter Habella, Lucilla, Bettris. 4 Candle on the Table. 


Ifab. M ‘ce Bettris, what do you here? 
get. 1 am preparing a warm Chamber for your be- 


num’d Lover; and, I befeech you, from whence come you, and Ma- 
dam Lucilla. 
1fab. We have been fighing in a fhade. 
iuc. Madam, I mutt tell you again, if fortune 
whole Sex of Men before you, and give youleave to make your own 
election, you could not chufe a more worthy Husband than Doz John 5 
and when you know him better, you will confefs my belief is guid- 
ed by reafon. ‘ae 
Tab. And I muft needs declare (fince your opinion is fo confident 
again{t mine ) that one of us is very ignorant. ) 
Luc. You make me wonder, Madam; but if all wonder did not 
proceed from ignorance, I fhould not quickly yield in this debate. . 
Tfab. Alas you are his Sifter ; and that may well excufe your parti- 
ality,you may allow me liberty to tell you this, 


fhould bring the | 


becaufe we have con- 
tracted a friendthip. ae er 

wey, 4 

Bet. 


The Man's the Mafter, 


Bet, Were my Miftrefs, if there wereno more men in the world, 
‘IT would marry Dow Jobz,becaufe I would have children, and bécaufe 
‘all Children are not like the Father. 
_ Luc, Bettris,1 cannot be angry when you pleafe to be merry. 
Bet. Madam,what ever your griefs be,I wonder you aré not mer- 
ry too, for Doz Fohx makes all the world laugh. 
_ fab. Bettris, you are too rude. 5 
_ Bet. Madam, you are too grave. If I were to be Bride, like you, 
‘Twould not carry my felf like a Nun. 
Tab. afide. 1am unhappy above the help of Fortune; ordain’d to 
be poffeft of what I hate, and by unnatural Cuftom I am made a- 
fham’d of what I love. 
Bet. Madam, let us haften up ftairs, fome Noi fe within like a 
body opens the Door and will furprife us. tee turning a Lock. 
afide | “Tis Laura, who (as [ appointed) makes a noifé about the’ 
‘Lock to fright thefe Love-fick Ladies, and make them retire. 
Madam, I hear’t again. 
Ifzb. You are {car'd. 
_ Bet. Tf you had been as often privately in love as I have been, 
you'd foon be afraid at the opening of a Door. 
| [ Exeunt Wabella, Lucilla. 
So, let them feed on forrows of Loves which is commonly at Court 
the ill fecond Courfe at the promifing Fea{ts of Lovers, whilft we, 
poor Weuches, are contented with Country {ports. [ Exit. 


Enter Sancho, Stephano, avd Laura, with a Scarf in her hand, 
; another Spaniard and two young Women. 


_ Laur. The lye, Sigzior Sancho, is hard of digeftion; but, having 
firft fwallow’d the gilded Pill of Love, it prepares the ftomach for 
any thing. . 
Steph. And have faid {o much, to cure your jealoufie, as would 
make an old /talian truft his Wife witha young Painter, and leaveher 
with him to draw her naked. 
Sanch. Not naked. 
Steph. You thall, befides the materials of our laft Collation,have 
an inundation of Olio, where you may bathe your knuckles till you 
- cure em of the Gout. “ 
_ Laur. But we muft inable our appetites with exercife. We have 
appointed a Dance for Blind-man-Buff, in which you fhtall be hood- 
winkt, and appear all over, cupid the fecond. 
* sanch. Bating Beard, 
Laur. Come, Gentle Love, let me blind you; and then—— 
 sanch. Collation. : 
~~ Steph. ’Tis prepar’d within. 
~ Sanch. Mighty Olio’s? ny eee Thad nate. 
_ Steph. A Sea of Olio, and in it Hains of Baijon lying at Hull with 
Sails furl’d up of Cabbidge-leaves. ta ee 
Sanch. Then Bisks. 
Laur. Embroider’d with Piftachoes. oe ae 
 Sanch. And Muffels? ze eth 
ss ae and then (to make you corpulent) roafted Cheft- 
“puts ftew'd in Gravy. 
__ Sanch. And Chitterlings. : 
s Steph. 


\ 
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steph. I, I, to fill up Chinks. oy 

sanch. And Ragous ? 

Steph. Strew'd over with Salt-peter and Jamaica-Pepper,to make 
you thirft for whole Flagons of Scargos and Ravidavios and you 
{hall be a very ———_ ; 

sanch. Drunken Cupid. 

Laur. Pray Love be humble and f{toop a littlek—— 

sanch. 1 yield. [Laura hoodwinks Sancho with 4 scarf. 


Enter Bettris. 


nett. We have now both place and opportunity for mirth. The 
Ladies are retir’d, Dox Ferdinand's abroad, the three Strangers are 
feverally difperft, and gone, I think, in the queft of wandring Love. 
Laur. We have a {tayd old cupid here who wears his Quiver in 
his Pocket, full of Tooth-picks inftead of Arrows, in expectation 
of a Feaft. 
Bet. What blinded already ? Come then, let’s begin. 
[ They put them/élves into feveral Stations and Sancho ia 
steph. Now we have blinded fo your fight (the middle. 
That ev’n at Noon the Rays of light . 
Are loft as if your eyes were out, 
We'll turn you once and twice about. 
About, about; about again 5 
Twice for the Maids, once for the men. 
Bet. Here ftandsa Maid, and there a Man. 
Omnes.We all are near3 catch whom you can. 
steph. We clos'd your eyes left you fhould fee 5 _ 
And fo your Ears fhall ufelefs be. 
For now, as in the calm of fleep, 
All fhall commanded filence keep 5 
Left any Man or any Maid, 
Be by diftinguifht voice betrayd. 
Bet. Here ftandsa Maid and there a Man. 
Omnes, We'll all {tart fair. Catch whom you can. 
[They Dance, in which the men kick Sancho by turns, and — 
(he at feveral times fays the following words. 
That’s a Man : 
That’s no Maid—— 
sanch. \ That's a Horfe 
Courage brave Bum—— 
[The Dance being ended a Bell rings. 
Bet. My Lady rings. She wants me. Let's away. 
Sanch. Where’s Collation ? He pulls down his Scarf- 
Laur. Signior sancho, I took thelyefrom you, and now you mutt 
accept of one from me. I promift you a Collation, but there is none. 
You muft e’en faft and pray for better manners. fine 
Bet. We did this to fave you a labour: for when no €rums can 
fall upon your Beard you need not brufh it. 
sanch. 1 could eat—— 


Laur. What? 
_»_ Sanch. Thee. [Exeunt Sancho one way, and the reff at 
ne _., the other Door. 


’ Enter 
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Enter Don John. 
D.Joha. I hear ‘em coming. I'll leave the door open, take away 
the Key, and conceal my {elf in the Alcove. . : 


Enter Jodlet, Don Lewis. 


_Jod. Now where’s the evil Spirit my Mafter > Hah! vanidht! he’s 
gone, quite gone! This Dow Lewis is as famous as‘Cain for matters 
of killing, and, which is worfe tome than no help, he thuts the door. 
Well, fince I’m pent in I would I were bet as valiant as an imprifon’d 
_ Cat, that {might flye at hisface “Tis very inconvenient to be a man. 
_ without manhood, O that Traitor, my Matter | 
. D.Lewis. Now, Sir, we are inclos’d, and may fight without inter- 
ruption. if 
_-Fod. afide. I would he were hang’d that is not here to part us. 
. D.Lewis. You mutter, Sir, you may exprefs your anger with your 
_ Sword. . . : 
_- Jod. Whol, Sir? I {corn to mutter any thing againft any man who 
will give me any reafonable fatisfaction. 
-D.Lewis. 1 was bravely invited and am ready to do youreafon. 
——- Jod: Sir, 1 thall always report you are not only a very reafonable 
~ man, but are alfo willing to confider—— 
__-D.Lewis. What mean you by confider ? 
_ __ fod. That's well afkt, Sir, and [am apt to anfwer your queftions, 
if you will {pend a little time in difcourfe. - 
__-D.Lewis. Is this a time to be {pent in words? 
_ Jod. Nay, Sir, rfee you arehafty, but, perhaps, Imay have pati- 
ence to hear you out. 
-_ D.Lewis. To hear me out? Do you take me fora Talker whenI 
~ come to be in action? | | 
 — Jod.afide. This ‘tis to meet with brute Bealts that are not capable 
» ofdifcourfe. I'm quite forfaken. My Matter has, certainly, no kind- 
~ of confcience | 
_ D.Lewis. What the Devil do you {eek ? 
; -[Jodlet looks up and down. 
- Jod. afide. Twothings, which Zfear r(hall not find, my valour and 
ty Matter. 
_ D.Lewis, Thisisamyftery! ftill you are muttering, but what look 
you for > ‘ 
_ Jod. Thope you are alone. 
_  .Lewis. How, Sir, do you bring me hither to afk that? 
fod. Lord you are fo cholerick that one cannot {peak to you: may 
"Rot a man afk a queftion for your good? 
_ D.Lewis.. 1 have attended to fee your {word out; and Honour 
taught me that patience: but now I'll truft you with no moretime---- 
[He draws. 
od. Blefs me! what a long {pit he draws? 7 have been-a'raw fel- 
low at fighting, and now am like to be roafted. 
_ D.lgwis. Come, Sit. Are you ready ? for Z {corn to take adyan- 
SS 
_ jod. In troth Z fee you are a man of honour, and 7 could find in 
' my heart to confider a while how Zmay requite your courtefie. 
re Bbb D.Lewis. - 


Pat 
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D.Lewis. Courtetie? T difdain to receive it trom you. Prepare 

our felf 

Jod. Stay, ftay a little, Sir! 

Let me advife you as a Friend to lay afide your paflion when you 
fight, for in good faith you are: too hafty. 

D.Lewis. Is this behaviour equa! to your former heat? Methinks 
you grow cold. Your courage is an Ague, for it comes in fits But 
{hall cure it. 

Fo. afide. Heav’n rthank thee heartily! for Z fpye my Matter. 
Ah, Sir! come out! do you want courage ? 

[ speaks foftly to Dan John behind bias 

D.Jobn. Retire as thou art fighting that thou mayft amufe him. 

D.Lewis. Quick, Sir, draw; for Z have told you that 7 fcorn to - 
take advantage. i 

od. Nay an’ you grow fo angry, Sir, then I fay again, {tay ! for 
{corn all advantages as much as you do. [ He takes up the Candle, 

pD.Lewis. If you have any odds J cannot fee't. 

Jod. Lord! how your paffion blinds you? do you think I’m fo 
bale as to fight with Rapier and Candle againft (ingle Rapier. 

D.Lewis. Lay down the light then. 

Jod. Honour isa fool inthe field when it wants {tratagem. ‘a 

D.Lewis. I think he’s mad; for {till he mutters and looks back. — 
Don John, Ilufpect the temper of your brain, smuch as 7 doubt the 
courage of your heart; you feem to havea great quantity of the — 
Coward, but more of the Fool. . ; 

od. Not fo much of the Fool as you fuppofe, Sir-——— 

a [He puts out the Candle. 

Dee What art thou all Coward, and cover'ft thy felf in dark- 
nels ? 

Jod. Did not you kill my Brother in the dark ? 

D.Lewis. If that will more incenfe thee, know, I did. . 

Jod. aide. Then try your Cats eyes once again. (He retires: 

D. Lewis. Say you fo, Sir? saat? 

Fod. afide. The Devil's in the Dice if you throw twice in and in, 
without any light. ‘ 

D. Lewis. Where are you, Sir? 

Jod. afide. What a fool were 1 if Zfhould tell him ? 

>. Lewis. You are bafhful,and would not have your courage feen. | 

4od. afide. Vm alittle valiant when Z {py no naked Weapon. ; 
Now good {peed to one puth at hazard--- (He jeeps afide, thrufts at 
7think that toucht fomething. Zhope I )great diftance at firfi,and 
have not run my Sword through one ofthe zt laft bits D.Lewis,then 
Cefars eyes in the Hanging retires to the Alcove. 

“Dd. Lewis. The wretch has drawn my bloud. feel it, for it wets 
my hand. But now by this, more than before, he does deferve to 
be my Enemy. ' 

D.Ferd. withix. I'm certain that’s my Nephews voice. If Ican 
feel no Key in the Lock, then mine will give me entrance. 

_ D.Jobn. Go forth from the Alcove or I'll ftrangle thee. 
[D.Ferd. opens the door,,and enters with a light. 
p.Ferd. Hah! what's the bafine(s here my Friends? 
[Jod. (eps ont of the. Alcove. 
i] [D.Ferd. lays hold on D.Lewis. 
Jod. I'm taking fatistaction for my injaries. 24S 
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D. Lewis. I have loft bloud, and will be ftraight reveng’d. 

D.Ferd. Is’t by Stoccado, or Stramafon > 

Jod. A thoufand Satans take all good luck. I fhall pay foundly 
for having the honour to give the firft wound. 

D.Ferd. Let me fee, Nephew? your hand is hurt. 

D. saga ve Pale a flight prick. 

od. Would I had two in my right hand that I might - 
cate to let my {word fall. rise? Saget 
p.Ferd. Now my dear friends, fight freely! I come not here to 
make peace. The one (who fuffers by a deep and double injury) is 
by promife to be my Son-in-law. The other is my Nephew, who muft 
be fatisfy’d for lofs of bloud. [ll look on each with the fame eyes 
which in my youth did love to fee the exercife of honour. _ Fight, 
aa bravely 5 but firft let me place the light conveniently for 
oth. 

D.Lewis. Your counfel will be quickly follow’d,Sir,by men who 
know your courage. 

Jod. Rare counfel indeed, which exhorts us to a Duel. This 
old man is heartily wicked, and may be held the very Father of the 
Hectors. 

D.Lewis. My anger makes me infolent and cruel. And thatI now 
may dare youto do more than you durft do till darknefs hid your fear, 
know, I’ve deceiv’d your Sifter, and have kill’d your Brother. 
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D.John evters from the Alcove. 


. D.Fobn. Sincefam thus confirm’d, Honour has leave of confcience 
~ to be bloudy in revenge—— Stay, Sir! 

Jod. afide. O are you come? in true Tragedies let every man act 
his own part. 

D. John. You do not know Doz John, behold him here. You did 
_ deceive my Sifter, and have kill’d my Brother; and are now, againft 
your felf, th’audacious witnefs of fuch double wickednefs as Juftice 
cannot hear but with a double fence of anger and of fhame. I with 
you had more than a fingle life to anfwer both. 

D.Ferd- But is the Man become the Matter ? 

D.Lewis. Make hafte to let me know, which of the two is more 
worthy than the other to be my Enemy: which ts Dow John ? 

D. john. That name is mine, 

D. Lewis. Then what is he? 

-Jod. Y'm no Dow Fohu, I dare affure you, Sirs but yet am fo well 
bred, that I can give way to my Betters in all quarrels. 

D. John. Under a Servants name I have-indur’d my injuries whilft 
Ihad got no more thana {ufpicion of th’offenders perfon to authorife 
my revenge; but fince you proudly have declar’d you did thofe in- 
juries, you cannot think that I fhould longer bear them. My Brothers 
- blood incites me to revenge. 

D.Lewis. The cry of blood may ceafe when the revenge of it is 
near. 

D. john. Know my revenge is heighten’d by that black difhonour 
which has {tain’d my Sifters beauty, to whom you have ignobly 
{iewn a want of fuch compaflion as does ufe t'accompany true cou- 
rage. | 
Po epis Are you the true Dow John, renown'd for valour, and 

Bbb 2 yet 


378 The M an's the Mafter. 


yet ftrive, with foftning pity, to allay that courage againft which 
your honour does conteft ? 


D. John. You ought to think my vengeance for my Brothers death ) 


allows not words to refpite deeds: but, by degrees, [am proceeding 
tothe reafon of this fhort delay. 

D.Lewis. This is fuch a temper as I never knew. 

D. john. That | may make my Sifter feel my juftice more than 
cruelty, let me be now oblig’d even by an Enemy, with fo much 
truth as men of noble Race can never want. 

D.Lewis. What would you afk? 

D.jobz. Whether your many vows (broken as faft as {worn). did 
not feduce my Sifter from her Father's houfe to feek you in difguife? 
and whether in thofe vows you did not make a facred contrac of 
immediate marriage? 3 

D.Ferd. This Son-in-law 1s as prudent as he is valiant; though] 
did pronounce the other Son-in-law a Coxcomb. 

Jod. That's I. But patience, for I’ve already fhed bloud enough. 

D.Lewis. Though when our {words are drawn ‘tis then no feafon 
for confeffion, yet, ina juft compafiion, for her fake, I will declare 
a blufhing truth. Your Sifter owes her afilictionto my repeated vows 
of Marriage. ; 


D.Ferd. I fwear--- by the honour of all Muftachios, and of allthe ~ 


Beards in Spain, my Nephew isa Traitor. 

Fod. Blefsme! whata horrid Oath wasthat? no choler fhall tran- 
{port me to {wear by more Beards than my own. 

D.Ferd. Had{t thou a heart fo cruel as to orecome a virgin by thy 


vows, and then forfake her for her faith? Son-in-law, I’m wholly — 


now of your fide, and will renounce my bloud in him; who does 
deferve to have it fhed not by a fingle hand of honour, but by con- 
federacy of common force. 
od. Now for the French mode of fighting! §D.Ferdinand goes 

I fear I fhall, by atrick of honour, be madea to D.John’s fide. 
Second tothe wrong fide. . 

D.Lewis. Stay, Uncle! fhall the vertue ofconfeflion make you my 
Enemy ! 
_ D.Ferd. Yes, where Divines are not the Duellifts 

D.Jobn. Hold, Dox Ferdinand. My honour will not fuffer me to 
fhare in fuch advantages. . 

D.Lewis. That’s fpoken like a true Doz John. 

D.Ferd. Then! alone will fight with him. 

D. Jobn. My honour will lefs yield, that you, Sir, fhould deprive 
me of my Enemy, Sir, I befeech you, hold! 


D.Ferd. Then take him to your felf; though fuch who Traitors 


are to Virgins deferve their punifhment from every hand. 

D. John to D.Lewis. I have another queftion naw, to which a ci- 
vil Foe will give reply; and ‘tis to cure my greate{t pain, my jea- 
loufie; fo great a torment as I could not with to my moft fatal Ene- 
my, no, not to you. , 

D.Lewis. Sit, now you teach me to be civil. Proceed to tell me 
your difeafe if you will haften to the remedy. 

D. John. Know, I am jealous. 

D.Lewis. Of whom. 

D.fobn. OF you. 

D.Lewis. Of me. | 

D. John. 
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D. John. 1 {aw youleap from the Balcony of this Houfe. 

D. Lewis. Did you fee it> 

D. fou. Yes, I {aw it, and fince that, found you c ald 3 
yfibelirs Chamber. p REES SMe SPCR 3B 

' D. Ferd. afide. Hah! CanI have patience to hear more > 

D. Lewis. If fin this fhall add confeffion to what I {poke before: 
you cannot think ‘tis from th’ effect of fear, for honour does oblige 
me to’t. If I have been your Rival then my love did wrong your Si- 
fter rather than injure you, becaufe I did not kaow Dow Jobe: and 

‘Honour now doés join with Truthto make me call on Heav'n ta af- 
fift me when I J/abella vindicate; who with difdain refufed all love 
but what her Father fhould prefer. 

D. Ferd. afide. That is fome motive for my patience. 

_D. Lewis, I further muft declare that Bettris, to promote th’ ad- 
drefs 1 made for Marriage, did, unknown to her Lady, hide me then 
inthe Balcony, and after that conceal’d mein her Lady’s Chamber; 
for which fhe was in hazard of her fervice. 

D. Ferd. afide. [remember my Daughter would have difmitt her 
fervice; which gives my patience another comfort. 

D. John. All my difeafe of jealoufie ends here, and I'll continue 
ftill tobe a civil Enemy, for I will thank you for my cure. 

But now ; 

D. Ferd. Stay, {tay Dox Johx! The next Demand belongs to me. 
Why did you make yeur vifit here ina difguife> 

D. John. Sir, it is fit you fhould be fatisfy’d. I chang’d my habit 
when I faw hinr {cape fromthe Balcony, fuppofing in another fhape 
my jealoufie might fooner be inform’d. 

_ D.Ferd. Uhearenough. My honour now makes me forfake your 
caufe, and leads me to the other fide. You are my Enemy 
LHe goes to the fide of D. Lewis. 

D.Jobn. *Tis my misfortune then, and not my choice. 

_D.Ferd. You came into my Houfe not asa Lover but a Spy 3 and 
with a {tratagem (coorfe,and below my dignity) advanc’d your man 

towoo my Daughter. Prepare your {elf for my revenge—— 
_ D.Lewis. Pray hold, Sir! hold! you punifh me too much in taking 
from my Sword that Enemy who firft made me his choice. 

D. john. Don Ferdinand, you never can fo much provoke me as 
to raife my anger ’gain{t the Father of the Miltrefs whom] love. 

_ D.Ferd. You lov’d with too much infolence, and doubtfully, 
when you defign’d your Manto court her in your fhape. 

D. jobz. Imay, without difhonour, crave for that your pardon: 
and when you (hall refent my change of fhape, you then forget 
Love's ancieng Hiftories; for my difguifeis not the firft that love has 
worn. But I conjure you by my Fathers friend(hip, to forgive the 
foolifh Arts of Jealoufie. | 

D. Ferd. Well, for his fake, I am appeas’d, and bury your of- 
fence; but ’tison this condition that Z may now reftrain your Com- 
bat till Itreat with each for both. 

D.John. To this I yield. 

-D.Lewis. To thew that you have taught me temper I cgnfent by 
your example. sas 

Jod. My Mafter taught Dor Lewis difcretion and [ taught it him. 
“Twas ever faid of Doz Fodelet, that he did much incline to 
peace. 


379. 
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ge Sie 
D.Ferd. You, by your Sword, Don John, have leifure to receive 
Such fatisfaction as your honour does require 
For all my Nephews broken faith, which now — - 
__ Afflits your Sifter, but he can never bring her back to her fair Fame 
~ Unlef he marry hers andl prefume [ need not now perfwade 
What Juftice and Religion does enjoin. 
D.Lewis to D. John. 1 doubly am prepar'd. Firft, I will meet your . 
Sifter in the Temple to perform my former vows} and then I willre- 
turn and meet you here, or in the Field, to pay the debt I owe you 
for your Brothers blood. q 
D. Ferd. D. John, none yet did ever celebrate the facred Rites — 
of Hyer witha Tragedy 5 and I'm oblig’d to tell you that my Ne- ~ 
phew often has lamented yous unhappy Brothers death, who in the 
dark was wounded by miftake, and I have heard my Nephew vow 
that he did ever wear your Brother in his bofom as his deareltfriend, 
D. Lewis. This truth which you affirm does more, perhaps, be- 
come yeur tongue than mine whilft I continue in this pofture’gainft 
an Enemy. 
D.Jobn. The feafon now ts fit to tell, why I have here 
Made fome delay of my revenge. My Brother is alive. 
D.Lewis. Alive? Heaven is propitious in this wonder. 
D.Ferd. 1am alike furpris’d with wonder and with joy. a 
D. John. Much blood my Brother loft by that unlucky wound 
you gave him, which fome hours depriv’d him of the chiefeft figns — 
of life; but, being to a Surgeons houfe remov'd, he was by his great 
Art, ina few days, made hopeful of his Cure. I did conceal the 
good fuccefs even from my Servants, and in Afadrid divulg’dthathe 
was dead. . 
D. Ferd. What could you mean by making that report ? Fy 
D. fohn. 1 thought, Dox Lewis, that the rumour of his death — 
would make it harder for you to efcape the rig’rous Law in order 
to my Siftersinjuries, who then forfook my Father’s Houfe in your — 
purfuit. . 
D. Ferd. My dear Don John, fince you perceive your Brother on- | 
ly wounded by miftake, and that woundcur’d: Dow Lemisand your 
Sifter ready to be join’d by Hyzen’s hand, and I prepar’d to make 
my Ifabella yours; let me behold a knot of Friendfhip ty’d between 
two Enemies. Come both, and chearfully embrace. 
DB. John. Don Lewis, all offences paft {hall vanith like the dreams 
of infancy. 
D.remis. Andall that we hereafter to each ¢D. John and 
other do, (hall laft like the examplar deeds of ?. D. Lewis embrace. 
men renown. ad 
Jod. Peace is proclaim’d. I'll relt contented with honour gotten in 
the dark, and fheath my Sword as Gamefters put up falfe Dice, to 
hide ‘em after they have won moncy. 


t 


Enter Ufabella, Bettris. 


D. Ferd. Come Jfabella, you fhall now, and with your own con- 
fent, be given to Doz John. 

ifab. With my confent? Are there fuch Miracles when Lucilla 
fays all faith isloft; or elfe at leaft, that men have none. 

D, Ferd. Behold the true Dow Fobz. 


Ifub. 


w 


} 


The Man's the Meafler. ia, 


fab to Ferd. Though I'm not worthy of your favour, Sir, 
Yet ufe me not with {corn. ) 
‘ ‘D. Ferd. You may perceive my joy, and Cannot think it counter- 
eit. 
You fhall know more before I lead you to the Prieft. 
Ifab.. This isa miracle which I am willing to Believe. 
D. Ferd. Give me your hand, which muft be mine no more, for 
it is now your Nuptial Pledge.” . , 
-D. Fob. Give me your pardon, Madam; e’re [take your hand, 
‘Pardon the caufe for which [ did aflume 
‘My Servant’s fhape; but I am now the true Dow Jobn. 
_ Ifab: afides Prophetick Love! thou taughr'ft me to believe it e’re 
he faid it. 
D. Ferd. Bettris, | will not chide younow. This day permits no 
anger. 
ae Indeed I ever thought this was the true Dow John. 
Though, in the dark, I twice miftook another for him: 
Which made me hide Dow Lewis 5 firft inthe Balcony, 
Then in my Ladies Chamber. 
D.Ferd Go, go, make hafte; and call the Lady Lucilla. 
. (Ext Bettris. 
Jod. Truly fhe was miftaken, Sir. Her eyes are much decay’d with 
watching late to prevent:th’ unlucky meeting of Lovers: 
 D. John. Come; Sifter, you fhall weep no more. ¢ Enter Lucilla 
Dox Lewis is your beft Phyfictan and can cure your yer Bettris. 
grief. Heismy Prefenttoyou; take him, and forgive him. 
- D, Lewis. Can you forgive me; Madam? The Prieft will do it 
when he joins our hands: . 
Lue. He is ordain’d to be th’ example ftil! of what 
Weare to do; and I fhall quickly follow it. 


_ This is a fudden changes Iwill not now examine how it comes, nor 


chide you when you tell itme. 
Fod. Bettris, you havea great mind to take my hand too. 
‘Bet. Troth you muft wafhiefirft: for when your Gloves were off 
J ftill fufpected that you were no moré than an uncertain Don, called 
Jodelet. . 
D. Lewis. Don Jodelet, Ihave afmall mark of your favour, which 
JT wear onmy right hand: but I intend\not to requite it till’ you are 
Don Fobn again. 
. ‘Fod. Siry you may defer your requital as long as you pleafe, you 
_ know I’m one of thofe who feornto' be too hafty in calling for fatis- 
faction when menateany thing willing to give‘: 
D. Ferd. The Clouds which hover’d o’re my Roof to day 
Are all difpell’d. Make-meyour guide. I'll lead 
-You firft to Church, and then prepare’ for Featts. 


Enter Laura, Sancho, Stephano. 


Laur. Why (hould we ftay lift'‘ning here any longer? We have 
heard ‘em talk of {trange changes, and of wonders more fortunate 
than we could with. i Sx 

Steph. Don Ferdinand {poke of Feafts: we cannot Have a better 
Cue for our entrance,’ Wemay fafely ftep in, Signior sazcho. 

Sanch. We may. 4 tov SSE ; 

BORE | D. Ferd 
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D. Ferd. Come happy Lovers, follow me. 

Fod. Pray ftay a while. For matters may not pafs 
So {moothly as you, think. Madam, you have 
‘OF mine a little Picture which you pleafe 
To pin upon the Curtain of your Bed : ‘ 
You keep the Picture, yet are well content | ‘ 
To lofe th’ Criginal. That's fine i'faith, c 
Sweet Lady! but ‘twill not do. Reftore 
It to me or be fure you never walk 


Abroad alone after the Sun 1s fet. ae 
Don Jodelet is fach a furious Spark, oe 
As will have fatisfattion in the dark. [Exeunt Ones, 


The EPILOGUE. a 
In a Ballad, fung by two. 


? I. 
Adies who fine as Fi'pence are, 

L Tou Men with bright Rofé-noble Hair, 
Both all and fome, for we now except none ? 
O thruft out your Ears and lift to our moan. 

Attend and eke hearken out of pure pity 
To tydings dolefil yea in a fad ditty. 
The Players grow poor and down they muft fall, 
Though fome fay they get the Devil and all. 
Alack,, and alas! our hearts are een broken: Re 
But becanfe in all Plays ae 
Tou till look for new ways, 
We mean now to fing what ought to be {poken. 
2 


Saget ree Pm eS 


Since now thofe Poets get the Vogue ag 
Who frill, with a bold Epilogue, — a 
Dare rattle spectators and cry em down, 
As you do their Plays, we'll tell you your own. 
Firft, loving kind friends, who come from the €ity, 
You never think any Play can be witty, 
But that in which Courtiers are fhrewdly jeer’ a. 
Out on it, and fie! was e're the like heard? 
Why would you have us to bob and to gibe en, 
When the Wifer complain 
That in private, for gain, 
You are the men who endeavour to bribe ’em. 


2% 
Some Gallants, though namelefs, come here 
_ ExpeGing our Poets fhould jeer 
The City for Cuftards and for the Show 
When Pageants through rain do pafs to and fro. 
 Thofe very old frumps, perbaps, would be pretty 5 
But, Gallants, we have not the dulnefs to fit yes Fe 
Tay 


i They grow too frale, and the Reader who looks 
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Upon the fad Notes of many fhop-books 

Will think that the Cits have feldoue uxdone ye. 
Rather you, evry year, ) 
Spoil their Shows and their Chear, 

For they mant your Wit, and you have their Money: 


Now up wi’ Boots, and have at all! 
Ev'n you whoue we Town-Gallants calls 


Who with your round Feathers make a great fhow3 


We mean you did mear fuch three pears agoe 5 
Come then, and fland fair, that now we may hit y¢, 
Becaufe ev'n like Turks without any pity, 

You viltt our Plays, and merit the stocks 


For paying Half-Crowns of Brafs to our Box. 


Nay, oftcn you fwear, when places are fhewn ge, 
That your hearing is thick, 
Aud fo, by a Love-trick, 


You pafs through our Scenes up to the Balcony. 


5. 
And fome (a duce take’em!) pretend 
They come but to [peak with a friends 


Then wickedly rob us of a whole Play . 


; By frealing five times an AG in a day. 


O little England! fpeak, zs it not pity, 
That Gallants ev'n here, and in thy chief City, 


_ Should under great Peruques have heads fo fmall, 


As they rauft fteal wit, or have none at alle 


_ Others are bolder, and never cry, fhall 12 


: For they make our Guards quail, 
4nd ‘twixt Curtain and Rail, 


_ Oft combing their hair, they walkin Fop- Ally. 
: ; a 


Gallants relent and che repent, 
For your fo foul, nay, bad intent 


of paying us Brafs inftead of true Coyn3 
And, for amends we only enjoyn, 


That ev'ry Man, to declare confcience in ye, 
Shall whifper a Friend, and borrow aGuinny3 


_ Which in our Box you may carelefly throw, 
And pay him who lends it to morrow to mow. 
And now to conclude, tis fit to acquaint ye 


That though this Epilogue 
Does not flatter and cog 


‘Tet 2 new Ballad may pals for a dainty. 


Ecc THE 
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Platonick Lovers. 


TRAGILC OMEDY. 


PROLOGUE. 


>—w4TS worth my fmiles, to think, what in-| From that which mought or little fignifiess } 
r fore’d ways, Well, I (your Servant) who have labour’ d here” 
And (hifts each Poet bath to help his Plays. | In Buskins, and in Socks, this thirty year, ¥ 
Ours now believes, the Title needs muft caufe \I’th’ truth of my experience, could not chufe 
From the indulgent Court, 4 kind applawfe, _ | But fay, thefe oifts would not fecatre bis Mufe = 
Since there be learnt it firft, and had command \Then ftraight prefented to his willing fear, 
T’interpret what he fearce doth underftand. | How you are grownof late, harfb, and feveres 
Andthen (forfooth ) be fays,becaufe tis new (Exéufé me that T’m bold to {peak my mind 
Twill take, and be admir'd 100, byafews |TPth? dark, of what fo publickly Lfind.) 1 : 
But all thefe eafie bopes, I *d like to bave marrd, | But this bath made him mourns Ive left him 
With witneffing bis Title was fo hard, now ee 
Bove balf our City audience would be loft, With’s limber Hat, orefhadowing his Brow, 
That knew not how to fpell it on the Pofte His Cloak caft thus— to hinder from his ear, 
* Nay, he was told, fome Criticks lately Spent |The feorns and cenfures he may fhortly bear: 
Their Learning to find out it nothing meant : Such as (hall teach, de{pair,leadhimthe way, 
They will expect but little Che replies) Unto a Grove of Cypreft, not of Bay. 


f : “ ee tv: 


The Perfons of the Play. 


Theander, A young Duke, lately a General. ae 
Phylomont, A young Duke that borders by him, a 
Sciolto, An old Lord, friend to Theander. Py 
Fredeline, Creature to Theander. 2 a 
Caftraganio, Creature to Fredeline. . 
Gridonel, A young Souldier, Son to sciolto. 

Buonatefte, A generous Artift. 

paeee Attendants on Theander. 

Eurithea, Mrs. to Theander, Sifter to Phylomont. 

Ariola, Mrs. to Phylomont, Sifter to Theander. 


Anadine, Woman to Exrithea, Sifter to Caftraganio. — 
=" attendants, &c. . “7 
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ACT I. SCENEL 


Enter Sciolto, Arnoldo, Jafpero, Attendants. 


Sciolto. 


Hat hoe? Arnoldo, Fafpero e 
c, Difpatch, difpatch? 

Me hatnewlysdintds 

Criples would ftir more nimby 

To a whipping? Are all things prepar’d ? 


this many years been Feverifh towards wo- 


* jJmene 


Scio. Amerry Knave 3 
Go good boys both: call all the Waiters, and 


You move like great fat Burgers the Grooms, t’attend upon their feveral 


charge, the Dukes will inftantly arrive, our 
brave Theader {ent me for difpatch before, 


‘to take command of the whole houfe, look 


Arn. My Lord, there’s time enough, the too’t; I fhall be bounteous, but fevere. 


Dake will not be here till night. 


Arn. My Lord, we love your government 


Scio. From whence pray that intelligence, and will make hatte [ Ex.Jafpero, Arnoldo: 


From the Gazet, brought hither by a Mule 
from Paris, Sir. 
~ Arn. Your Lordthip receives yours 
“(ithink) in alittle Letter ty’d to a Tartarian 
arrow. 


Fafp. Or bout the neck of a Barbary Pid-| Troop. 


'geon, we know he'll not be here till night. | 
- Scioe You know? your knowledge (Sir) 


Enter Frediline, Caftraganio. 


Fred. Walk our horfes near the Park gate 
until a gen’ral care bz given for all the 


Within. Y fhall, Sir. 
Fred. My Lord Sciolto, your good Horfe. 


will fcarce prefer a Clerk, to dine upon the manfhip hath put us to fome trouble to O’re- 


ear of a Tyth Pig: death! my good ferving- 
~ gentleman, did not I leave him a League off, 
and with himtoo, Duke Phylomont, their 
train enough to famifh our whole Sicily, 
+ were not Nature bounteous to usin our good 
’ Corn? 

Arn. Hath fprightly Phylomont encoun- 
-ter’d with our Duke Theander by the way 
too? 

Scio. "Light! your bufinefS is to ask que- 
ftions Sir? a Court examiner ? are all provi- 

~ fions made of Furniture and Meat ? 

A - Fafp. All, all, my Lord. 


Scio. The inner room’s new hung, and 


_ th’garden Gallery adorn’d with Titian’s pi- 
tures, and thofe ftories of Tintaret, alt 
brought from Rome ? 
Arn. Yes, Sir, the Cupboards crack with 
ftudded Plate & Chryftal vials thick enough 
~ Vendure a hammer, Sir. 
- Fafp. Our Kitchings {moke fo, that the 
_ fieam blown o’re a Town befieg?d, would 
cure the Famine in’t? 


|take you: Let me prefer this Gentleman un- 


‘to your knowledge , 
both. 

|. Scio. Ithank you for him Signior, Frede- 
line, no friendfhip of your choice can deferve 
ilefs : How is he call’d ? 

| Fred. Caftraganio, °tis he, whom with 
your kind confent 1 would prefer to our 
| Dukes chamber: and the Brother to the wit- 
ty Amadine, whom late I plac’d chief woman 
to Eurithea our grand Matters Miftrefs. 

Seio. Signior give me your hand, .I love 
‘not Courtfhip, but I will promife to befriend 
you, and perform it too. 

Caftr. Your Lordfhip 
my belief: 

Fred. He’s lately pofied from Vienna, Sir, 
And can prefent you witha Letter 

[ Caftr gives Sciolto a Letter. 

Scio. Lhope trom the noble Colonel my 
Sons Governour. 

Caffr. His name, Sir, is fubfcrib’d to it, and 
ftraight you will behold your Son, the fcitu- 


he will deferve them 


hath juft power o’re 


Arn. The Cellar’s too fo fill’d that they, ation of this houfe hath but a while employed 


would make a Danifh Army drunk, 
Scio. Arnold)? Rogue? with good pure 


his eyes without. 
Scio. Fredoline, the boy comes as I were 


Muskaden of Creet,?mold,and mutt be nou-|Mafter o’re my with, ’tis now full thirteen 
-rithed with my morning Sop, like Matrons|years fince (firft of tender growth) I fent 


that want teeth. 


him to the Camp, this Letter, Sir, my better 


drm Your Lordthip fhall not fail to have |leifure fhall furvey. But pray how is he bred ? 


it {pic’d. 


Jaf. And when ’tis noon, your Mala-\ct 


my peevith humour gave gavea firange dire- 
ion to his Governour, that he fhould never 


mucko Mellon of an Amber {cent, ferv’d in a|learn to write nor read, nor never {ce a wo- 
Grotto, Sir, to cool your Lordfhips withes, | man. 


not your bloods for that we guels, hath not | Caftr. 


My Lord, you are obeyed inboth: 
€cc-2 He 


my § 
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a 
He isa good Souldier, and by his learning} Scio. Heaven forbid elfe. ae 
will fooncr confute theFoe, thana Philofo-| Grid. Jewels and Money too, Io i 
pher. As for Women, they’re things he ne’re} Scio. O Son I fhall know my duty. 
heard nam’d; nor can the Camp prefent him Grid. And when the time con{pires with 
any, but coorfe Sutlers Wives, creatures of {o| my neceffities to call you to’t, You muft make 
much dirt, that fhovel’d well together, theyjhafte and dye. ~ a 
will {erve to make a Trench e’re they are! Fred. My Lord, how like you that? This “he 
dead, more fit to heave the {tomach, than to} breedings right: ner is it altogether new, or = 
ftir the blood. ; ftrange. er 
Scio. Such I dare allow him. Scio. Id rather ever find it on his tongue, 
Fred. Yet with the freedom of your Lord-(than once believe it in his heart: a rough — 
thips leave, thefe are but homely Principles to} boys Imuft keep him ftill from the fight of 
give for education of a Son and Heir! not|the Ladies, it will continue him in’s Inno- 
write nor read, nor fee a woman! cence; hold, Sir, this Key will lead you — 
Scio. 1 will endure the hazard of a new through theTarras that o’relooks the Orchard 
experiment, and try how Nature will incline| walk, and then you pafs into an Armory, a 
him; learning (I tind) doth make men {aw-| {pend there your time a while, and take your ~ 
cy with their Maker,and falfe unto themafelves, choice, Iknow the Duke that owns it, will 


and Women makes us all fools. make good my gift : will you walk, Sir? Sa 
Grid. 1 pray, Sir, lead the way.——. a 
Enter Gridonel. | Scio. Nay, Ibefeech you, Sir. vata 


Grid. I know’tis fit, I give place to my 
Gaffr. Here comes your Son. Practife| Elders. an 
your reverence, Sir, there ftands your Fa-| Scio. But I have bufinefs here,do you think — 


ther: Son, Pd be fo much uncivil elfe, as not to 
Grid. Well, which is he? wait upon you? a 
: [Stands (till, gazing about. Grid. Well, take your courfe, I love to fee — 
Caftr. There, Sir, with the gray beard. good Armour. [ Exits | 


Grid. A comely old fellow, by this hand,| Scio. IfT can keep him from the Ladies, F 
Sir, I am glad to {ce you with all my heart!|Am happier than King Priam that had fifty 


Scio. If you ftand upon thele points, Sir,| Sons, but fure, net one like this — 
fo am Ito fee you! [ Flowrifh afar offs — 
Caftr. Go ask blefling. ti Fred. My Lord, this fummons fhews the 
Grid. Does the old man look for’t ? Dukes are comes Sir, ftand youhere, Pi find 


Scis. Not Iintroth, for though the cuftom)a time for your addrefs. [Leads Caftra. afidee — 
be devout enough, it fhows methinks too ay 


like a complement. Enter Theander, Phylomont, Attendants. — 
Grid. You are in the right, Sir, and I hate - 
complement as muchas you. Within. Make way there, hoe! bear back, 
Fred. My Lord, his Governour hath fol-| bear back! [Theander embraces an fe 
low’d your direGtions to the fhadow of a hair, (whifpersRhylomont. 
He’s rarely bred to make a Favourite in the! Fred. This is Theander, Six, whofe prefent 
French Court. {way Palmero owes allegiance to, richinhis 


Scio. Go pick your ears, good Signior, if}mind and fame,as in his large extent ofLand, 
you like it not, "tis mufick unto mine; but}and to augment his wealth, he comes loaden — 
Son, how e’re thefe manners are not much in with fpoils of frequent victories, though but 
ufe, you can be dutiful? ith’ bloffom of his life, he hath already done _ 

Grid. Sir, 1 am taught, my Father ismy|enough to fill a Hiftory, and is deriv’d from 
officer, I muft perform my duties, and obey] th’old Sicilian Kings : him I have chofen to i 
him; befides, Vlove you more than a good] prefer you to. : 


i. ~<a 
ee 


Sword. Caftr. If Y could double all my faculties, — 
Scio. Why; I thank you, Sirs there is no|you have obliged them wholly to your ule. 
love loft. What is the other Signior, whom he feems to_ 


Fred. For me, excelent courtthip! juft}court with fuch a fervent fhow? 
like the parley *twixt Mounfier Hebbyol, and) Fred. Duke Phylomont, that neighbours — 
Colonel Clowt. to his government, and rules the Weftern 
Grid. 1 pray a word? I'm told I fhould|Borders of this Ifle = all that the rich Mazare 
expect certain duties from you too. yields, he equals Duke Theaxder, in the belt 
Scio. May’t pleafe you, Sor; I fhall be glad| of his vertues, and his fates; and now brings 
to learn. é too, though from a Climate more remote, 
Grid. You muft allow me fiill new choife the triumphs of a war; but yet if midnight 
of Armour, brave Horfe for fervice, and high| howlings heard in Cities fack’d and fir'd, the - 
pric’d Ginnets to curvet ith’ ftreets, and rich] groans of widow’d wives, and flaughter’d 
cloaths. childrens 
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Childrens fhrieks can pierce the ears of Hea- love, till I have breath’d it into thine. 

ven, the Learned think, their glorious Gholts Phylam. The like requeft, Tbeander, to my 
will have a difmal welcome atter death,how-|Sifter make, till thine have firlt receiv'’d the 
ever in this world ’tis good to follow ’em, I righteous Vows, and Offrings of my heart--- 


would not fright your nice and pious mind [ Eurithea runs cheerfully to imbrace The- 
unprofitable fears. ander, Ariola feems to retreat a little 
- Caftr. Kind Signior, doubt me not. at Phylomonts alate. 


Theand. Thou breath'{t into me (mighty} Caftra. Sir, our Theander and his Miftrels 
Phylomont) no other foul but mine: my bet-|meet ( methinks) with more alacrity, and 
_ ter thoughts are moulded in thy breaft, and free confent, than Phylomont and his Ariola; 
could we grow together thus, our courtcous|fhe wears him at a careful diftance from her 
hearts would not be neerer, nor yet more en-|eyes. 
tire; I gratulate thy Victories in Spain, thou| Fred. Right, Sir, the firft are Lovers of a 
_ haft undone a Nation with thy noble decds,| pure Cceleftial kind, fuch as ome ftile Plato- 
and taught them how to fight, by fecing fre-jnical: (A new Court Epithete fcarce under- 
“quent conquefts on themielves, when brave|ftood ) But all they woo, Sir, is the Spirit; 
examples come too late to imitate, and they|Face, and Heart, therefore their converfation 
are left no Land to fight for, or defend. is more fafe to Fame the other ftill affe@ for 
Phyl. Renown’d Theander, what delight}natural ends. 
can wife Hiftorians have to mention me,} Cajtra. As how I pray? 
_whilft Naples keeps the fenfe, or memory to} Fred. Why fach a way as Libertines call 
mourn, thou art the argument of all juft|/Luft, but peaceful Polititians, and cold Di- 
_ praife? alas, my Battcls will be thought,when| vines name Matrimony, Sirs therefore al- 
thine are nam’d, but Village-quarrels that|though their wife intent be good and lawful, 
poor Herdfmen make, to keep their Com-|yet fince it infers much game and pleafure 
mon from their Land-lords fheep. My En-|i’th’ event, in fubtle bathfulnefs, the would 
figns not deferve to hang as Curtains at thy |not feem to entertain with too much for- 
Shrine, when thou fhalt lye ador’d, and ftil’d |wardnefs, what the perhaps doth willingly 
the Wars firft Saint, that taught thy Armies|expet: Sir, this is but my guefs, and I be- 
how to cleanfe, not fack the Cities thou haft |{eech it may remain a fecret unto you. 
_ wone. Caftr. Signior, my lips are feal’ds 
» . Theand. No more’ be thefe embracesever] Theand. Odo not firive CaffiGt thy ten- 
_ hearty and renew7d, till time fhall lay usboth|dernefs with unkind thoughts, ’tis not the 
~ afleep within one Tomb. {fortune of a day, the ViGtors glory, when 
__ Phylom. 1am no more alive. When thefe|he toils to humble others pride, that he may 
_ fhall ceafe,or thou abfenteft thy felf by death--| {well his own: nor yet to lead a Nation cold 
— ‘Theand. Sciolto, where’s my Sifter (fair A-|and naked forth, then bring them home, gay 
_ viola?) methinks her welcomes are fo flow, and fantaftick in their Silks, {weating in Furs 
_ they {carce commend her love. Pontifical, as they had fate like civil Judges 
~ Sciolt. Your Excellence will find fhe’ll|to redrefs thofe men whom for their own re= 
_ bring fuch an excufe with her 5 as {oon fhall|lief they flew, no Exrithea, thefe were not 
be receiv’d; the Princes’ Exrithea whom|the charms that have fo long betray’d me 
the’s gone t’entreat, to honour this Solemni-|from thy fight. 
“ty with her prefence, theyll. inftantly ap-} Ewrith. Then I have caufe to fear your 
pear. wearinefs of love, and that would poifon 
Theand. That’s joy indeed, the Mufick of my weak faculties witha difeafe, that can ad- 
~ her name falutes the ear, with founds more] mit no cafe to footh my willing hope, nor 
cheerful and more full of Triumph, than the|cure, but death. 
fhouts of Victory ! Theand. Old Pilots, when benighted, have 
Phylo. As much doth fair Ariola furprize} more caufe to doubt their Stars direction to 
My fenfe, with.gladnefs, wonder, and with|their Card; Or th’ Adamants true friendfhip 
love. [ Fred. eakes Theander afide.|to their Steel, than thou the loyalty of my 
* Fred. This is the Gentleman to whom |]ftrong faith. 
your Grace Vouchfaf’d to promife entertain-} Earth. Three Summers abfent from your 
- ment at my humble fute. native Land and me, as many tedious Win- 
Theand. He fhall be well receiv’d: Sir,}ters too, to make up time more forrowful 
you had skill to know your bufinefS needs}and long; how can you fafhion an excufe 
muft thrive, when you chofe Fredeline your|{o well, as to expect belief ? 
Advocate. Theand. Truth wants no power: I went 
Caftra. I am the Creature of your Excel-Jin {earch of virtuous fame, to make my felf 
lence [ Enter Eurithea, Ariola, |more fit in noble worth to meet thy love. 
 Theand. Brave Phylomant entreat my Si-| Eurith. Alas! how are you certain of my 
fter to forgive a while the tendring of my|modefty, that you fhould give me fuch cea 
nua 
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nual caufe to bluths I fhould find courage |himfelf, and all his glorious conquelis have 3 
fare to chide you for’t, but that Pil minitter atchiev'd, be lett without an Heir, |. 
no caulé to hatten your remove from’ hence, Sciol. Right, Sir, tor I believe thofe Babies 
where [have hope my prayers and innocence |he and Exrithea do beget by gazing in each” “i 
{hall keep you long. .» , lothers eyes 5 can inherit nothing, I mean by 
Theand. Ele 1 thould lofe fuch a felicity, |th’ cultom here in Sicily, and as for Plato’s 
as he that hopes for better in the other world |Love-laws they may entail Lands on Ghofts, 


muft fait and live feverely to attain’. — - ‘|for ought I know, Junderftand not Greek. 
Phyl. The rugged fafhion of the War hath| -Cajtr. “How, Sir, is theinclin’d? ast 
dul?d my underitanding and my fpecch, or Fred. As coldly as himfelf. iK ‘ae 
clfe your ears CAriola) have lately loli their) Cafir. Is there no way to tempt their fimple 
wonted tendernefs. loves to the right ule? we 


Arvin Six, you do willingly miftake in| Fred. My Lord, I have concciv’d a remedy 
both : but *tis becaufe you know, you have jin my own thoughts, ’tis an experiment which 
as great a priviledge to injure me, as to abufe jif your Lordthips judgment can allow, may 


your felf- meet with glad fuccets. a 
Phyl. Shall ¥ be heard then when I fpeak,| - Scix Pm bound to hear’t. _ 

and cheasfully a little liftned to, that by de-| Fred. There lives within Mifina (three 

grees | might recover my fick hope? leagues hence) one Buonatefte, a Phyfitian, 


Ariol. You cannot lofe your virtue, Sir, and |and- Philofopher, who though his wealth — 
then (’m fure-my courtefic will never fail: to not makes him emivent, yet he is rich in pre= 
promife more, would make me {eem too|tious Vellum , and learn’d Manufcripts yel- 
prodigal, of what you cann’t in noblenefs|low’d with age, in old disjoynted Globes, 
YECCIVes and crookcd Mathematick Inftruments, enow 

Phyl. The favour of your band I may— jtofilla Braziers fhop, which with his Maga- 

[ Offers to kifs ite zine of Coals, aud Stills ot Glafs, for Chymick — 

Ario. That not becomes your dignity— jpurpofcs isall he hath, - 

Phyl. Indeed my, bold ambition rather| | Scio. A very rich Alderman Philofopher. 
would advance me to the {weetnefs of your] Fred. Beliew’t (my Lord) this Kingdom 
lip- will receive more future fame by- being ho- 

Ario. That worfe becometh mine noured with his birth, than by our Afchylas, 

Phyl. Forgive me kind driola: 1 thrive}our Diodore, our Gorgias, and Empedocles, 
by chaftifement, and mean to fin no more. Enclide, and our Archymedes, who all took — 

Theand. Methinks fince yonder building on|here their knowledge, and their lives. Ng 
the Mount, and that large Marble {quare was} Scio. Well, Sir,wherein confits our prefen 
turretted, the houfe looks pleafant,and would !benefit ? ; 3 
tempt us to enjoy the Summer in’t; what fays Fred. This man by Art. fhall make him- 
my Phylomont ? thall we forfake the toyls o” th’|marry whom he now fo ignorantly Courts. 
peace that here with triumphs celebrate the} Scio. That would incline much near a Mi- 
Camp, and we have purchas’d and deferv’d ?| racle. a 

Phyl. Vm here,Theander, govern’d by your) Fred. Reward my care, but with your pas 
Laws, and mutt confent, but they are fich I] tience, and obferve., Pi no protector of thei 7 
like. .{filly faith, who think (forfooth) that Phyl- ha 

Theand. Come Enrithea let me haften to|ters mixt with EFlearbs or Min’rals- can intorce™ 
begin my happinefs: lead to the Mirtle a love, thofe, Sir, are Fables, made to com= — 
walk. [ Exewnt all but Fred.Caft-Sciolto.jfort diftreffed Virgins, that want eftates to 

Fred. My Lord,make me indebted to your} marry cm. hel 
ears a while before you go; this Gentleman} Scio. How then, Signior? ae 
may fafely fhare with us ’th’ privacy. Fred. 1 fay my reafon thinks it poffible,. 

Caftr. You do me honour with your truft. {with long endeavour’d Art (where love is 

Fred. How worthy °tis of griet, a Prince |fx"d and enterchang’d already) by a free con- : 
fo young endow’d with all the helps, that jfent, to heat their bloods into detire, and na~" 
Nature, Art, or Fortune need to make up|tural appetite; And thefe defires they both 
perfect man, fhould wear away the happieft|may exercife (being married Sir) with leave 

{eafon of his ftrength, in tedious meditation |of Cultom and our Laws: Youapprehend. 
thus, fevere difcourfes, anda cold furvey of| Scio. With little labour, Sir, Give me 
beauty that he loves, yet fears to ufe? yourhand, and let me thank youforts for _ 
Sciol. Oh Signiox! it hath forc’d me weep jas you faid, though Art cannot inforce a mu- é.% 
at midnight for’t, it is a thought too dange- |tual love when ir hath found a Lover out, it 
rous for one of’s gray-hair'd tricnds to bear|can provoke and warm himto co notable 
in memory. teats. But by what {ubtle means is this per-~ f 
Fred. His name (if he continue ignorant |form’d ? ring | 
o’th’ ufe of marriage thus) muft perith with} Fred. He hatha rare Elixir. 


» . 
Scios 


| 


~ to make no fitter choice, this Letter will in- 


Scio. Well, Sir, you give much reafon, and 
fome hope: but in my greener years I 
thought no Elixir like Powder’d Beef, and 
good round Turnips to’t, if eaten heartily, 
and warm. 
Caftr. My Lord, ?'m your Difciple. 
Scio. Nay, I have found an humble Bee, 
pickled, cando as much as your Csntarides : 
But who will you imploy unto this Man of 
Art? Ite muft be fecretly defign’d. 
Fred. Cajlraganio, you, Sir, thall Rraight 
take horfe; my former truft emboldens me 


finuate our plot, which with five hundred 
Crowns that Purfe contains, may fpeed him 
hither e’re it be night. 
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Sezo. Pll in, and wait the Dukes com- 
mands. [ Exennt Sciolto, Caltra. 
(ganio, feverally. 
Fred. This fellow hath a wondrous little 
skull, and {ure,but half a foul, caffe and fit to 
knead and manage inall forms, my darks 
contrivements fhall defign; but for my hu- 
m’rous Lord, that his old gouty feet fhould 
ftumble too into my fhares, hath in’t as much 
of fortune, as of mirth. Down, down, the 
fecret troubles of iny breft, I have not long 
to mourn, if all my Arts prove fafe; my 
midnight purpofes are new and firange, but 
heavy headed Mules tread in the plain and 
beaten path; The fat dull Porpoyfe ftill 
With danger on the open water playss 


Caftr. My care fhall make me worthy of 
“your love. ? 
Fred. Farewel, be {wift and profperous. 


Wife, Serpents creep, in crook’d and hidden 
ways. 
[ Exits 


—— 


ACT IL SCENE. I. 


Enter Fredeline, Caftraganio. 


ees he is come, I have divorc’d him 
v3 from his Books, and found his eyes 
_ imployed to reconcile old Hieroglyphicks by 


a 


| Cafire This Fredeline’s a very Saint, {9 
meek, and full of courtefie, that he would 
lend the Devil his Cloak, and ftand i’th’ rain 


their thape, and then t’interpret blind half himfelf Sure I have fuck’d fomre Sybils milk, 


eaten Characters. 


_ Fred. Hath he confider’d our requeft, and 


gives fome hope we may find remedy in 
| Art? 


a Caffr. Withan induftrious and exact fur- 


‘vey; But in his mighty Science flights our 
‘fears, as twere a thing moft cafie to be done. 
~ Fred. My joys, dear Sir, will grow too 

~ great for my difcretion to conceal. 

' Gafir. There’s your Money. 

_ Fred» How! would he not receive’t ? 
 Caftr. He fays he likes your nature well, 
that you could freely part with trifles of fuch 

high efteem, and forthat caufe he came, but 

~ will not fell the labours of his mind: Befides, 


e loves. 


Fred. Anoble fellow! Thefe philofophick}, 


blunt Book-Gallants, have oft their Gentry 
tricks of nice honour, as well as favourites, 
whom Kings make wanton with their fud- 


oe gilded Counters are not things /nough converfe with her, 


could not be thus lucky elfe t’enjoy his love. 
Enter Sciolto. 


Scio. So foon return’d? your hatte fores 
tels good news. 
| Cajtr. All will fucceed, my Lord, I hope, 
asif you had the certain skill to make your 
jwilhes profperouss he is with Fredeline, and 
\they expect your Interview ; but look, 
Here comes)my Sifler, and your Son3_ he ne- 
ver faw a women until now; it will be {port 
Worthy your ftay, t’obferve how he demeans 
himfelf. 

Scioe She’s old and p 


oor, he may fafely e- 


Enter Amadine and Gridonel3 (he 
gazing at ber.) 


Amad. This Gentleman wants money, 


den wealth. Where have you now difpos’d |brains, or fleep, do you know him, Bro- 


him? 
- Caftr. Within your Chamber, Sir, and he 


ther ? 
Caftr. Sweet Amadine, contain thy wit a 


expects your vifitation will be ftraight per-]while: he never {aw a woman, ufe him 


form?d. 
+ Fred. Lamall {peed, dear Sir, my tongue 


gently. a 
Grid. This is a rare fight. One of the 


is much too little to exprefs my thanks: my |Angelsfure, and a great Gallant among ’em, 
fele& Friend, Lord of my life, wear me with |had it but blue wings on the fhoulders, ic 
what title your indulgent memory fhall pleafe |could not be of Iefs degree than an Angel. 


‘fo you will wear me long.——= [ Exit. 


Scio. I perceive Nature inclines men to 
wonder 
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wonder, and makes’em fomewhat relifh too} . Grid. So the would fiill fic by and let m me/ 
o’th’fool. ~ gaze till my eyes ake. ; 

Grid. An Angel of the better fort, fome| Scicl#. Still he’s innocent, one of Plats 
Lieutenant Colonel in Heaven (I take’t), it|Lovers. 


cann’t be lefs. Grid. Pray what was he? i 
Scio. Will he not {peak to her? Scio. An odd Greek fellow that could ' 
Grid. Sure it hath wings, and they are|write and read. ; 

made, I think, of Cambrick and Bonelace. - | Grid. O belike fome Clark of a Compangdl 
Scio. A poxupon him, he looksashehad} Scio. If he continue’s wonder thus, and 

ftoln a Silver {poon. Ignorance to ev’ry woman that he meets, -T_ 


Grid. If the would fly aloft, methinks 1] may intail my Land upon the Poor, he'll not _ 


fhould fo peep under hex. be ableto beget an Heir, I mutt think eos i 
Sciolt. All thefe are documents of nature}{ome courfe. hi 

ftill. 
Grid. Sure thofe I think are Petticoats, P've Enter Theandér. 


heard of fuch a word ; °tis a fine kind of oe 
wearing ¢ my new Colours have juft Tafla-| Thean. My Lord Scioltv, I had thought — 
ta enough to fafhion fuch another; would}/your white and reverend head had held this — 
*twere made, that I might practife how to |feafon fit for fleep 5 Night takes her Mantle 
walk in’t. up as the would wear it ftraight. What 

Sciolt. Pde beat him, bee that the Villain’s|Gentleman is this? : 
roughly bred,and perhaps would firike again.| Scio. Your grace may pleafe to owne him 

Cufte Speak to him Amadine. for my child. His Mother, Sir, would jutti 

Amid. Ym mortal, Sir, no Spirit, but a}tie as much, were fhe alive. , 
Maid. Pray feel me, 1 am warm. Thean. What, Gridonel ? Men {peak hin a 

Grid. Indeed forfooth J never felta Maid. jof a great and daring heart, and skilful how 

Amad. Heaven keep him from Tobacco, to vex the Foe, though he be young. Bs 
for’s Brains are grown fo loofe in’s head,| Scio. Faith if the Foe put butan Apron on, 
theyll run through’s Nofe, next time he or get hisCorflet edg’d with Flanders Fun 
chance to fneezes and dancing too will fhake' he'll do him litle burt. 
em out, it isanexerci{e oo violent for that! Thean. My Lord, they fay you bred him 
Difeate. Sir, do youufe to dance. to no ufe of Books: he cannot write nor 

Grid. What’s that forfooth? read. ja 

Amad. To dance, Sir, is to move your| Sciv. °Twillkeep him, Sir, from entring 
Legs, as thus intoBond. 

Grid. We ufe ith’ Wars to march and! Thean. Let us begin acquaintance, Sir, the 
make a halt, and fometimes we double our. ,day may come, when you thall lead my n-. 
paces. |figns forth, and though you bring them thot 7 

Amad. Freth ftraw, and a ftrong Chain,land ragged home, yet they’) becrown’d with 
the Gentleman is mad, look to him, Bro-| Wreaths. ar 


ther. [Exit.| Grid. Strike up your Drums to night the cn 
Sctolt. If Vd statins Son, Pd hardly truft}if you pleafe; if the Moon be froward, Sir, 
Nature again with his breeding. and will not thine, well fire {mall- Townsto 


Grid. She faid the wasa Maid: and T’ve|light us as we march. 
been told a Maid’s a kind of Woman Scio. Mafs! Ythank nature for that 
Sciolt. She is a Woman, Son. he has good mettle in him. “ee a 
Grid. If Women be fuch things, I won-| Thean. His meaning’s firaight & {mooth, pt 
der th’ enemy do never bring their Wives|though’s words be rough. like him well, 
againft our Camp, to give us Battel, {ure we|you mutt beftow him on me. 


fhould all yield. Scio. Mott gladly, Sir, and let me tell your 
Sciolt. Belike then you have a months| grace, you'll find him one of the moft exqui- f 
mind to her. fite Platonick Lovers this day living; he,will 


Grid. O Sir, the hath the prettieft pinking]{o innocently view and admire a Lady! 
Eyes; the.holes are no bigger thana Pittol| Thean. Still fitter for my ufe. Souldier, 


Bore. goodnight. Exit. ql 
Caffra. An excellent Similie for Paintez.} Scio. I muft to Fredeline; and the Philofo~ 
That would draw a goad face. her. [Exits 


Grid. Her Fingers are fo finall, and longer| Caffr. This Woman was my Sifter, Grido- % 
than a Drum-ftick; ah, how they’d bettir |nel-. 


themfelves upon a Fife. Grid. And did one Father make you both 
_ Sciolte Then you could leave the Wars,and| Caft. I, Six, and with a very little pains. — 
live with her ? Grid. My Father’s old and lazy now, if 


; ‘ <p 


$ 


he'd take pains he’d foon make fiich another 
too forme; but I fhall fee her, Sir, again? 

Caftr. Yes, when you pleafe: the mutt be’ 
~ gently us’d. 

Grid. Alas, Icannot chufe- Would you 
would bring her to my Chamber in the dead 
of night ? 
 Caffr. You muft excufe me, Sir, farewel. 
~ Each hour i’th’ day fhe may be yours. 

~ Grid. \fhall fo dream. [ Exeznt. 


—— 


Ls Enter Ariola, Rofella, with Taperss 
- . ATable with Night-linen fet out. 


. Ariol. Prithee unpin me wench If I 
“were given enough to Prayer, I could not be 
thus incident to fleeps take heed, you hurt 

me 
 Rofel. Your Ladifhip is tenderer on the 

 breaft than you were wont; I would your 

heart were fo. 

 Ariole ‘Whence comes that with, Rofella? 

you are ftill complaining on my heert. 

© Rofil. Madam, thefe two long hours the 

‘noble Duke hath waited at your Chamber- 

eaoor. > ‘ 

 Ariol. Who? my Brother! 

 Rofél. Duke Phylomont, who vows t’ in- 


habit there, unlefs you let him in. 

Ariol. Heaven comfort his fick foul: what 
does he mean, here lock thefe Pendants up? 
The wonder makes me fick—I’ll ule no 
“powder now—alas, what fhall I do? I dare 
“not let him ii, the feafon is not fit. 
 Rofel. He vows his vifit fhall be fo civil 
‘that you need not counfel him, nor check 
‘him with a frown. 


< 
x 


# 
y 


» Mens bufie and oflicious tongues will talk. 
kk Rofel. In troth your Ladifhip’s too ttrict, 
_ when you confider too your marriage is de- 
‘fign’d ; if my opinion (Madam) had au- 
thority, no time’s unfit, to Lovers fo far 
ygone. 

 Ariol. You'll be his Oratour? go let 
him in. 
ro” Enter Phylomont. 
r ‘Phyl. Methinks, my fair Ariolz, you keep 
-your beauty overmuch infolded and con- 
-ceal’d, you are a Flower that would become 
the night as {weetly as the day. 

. Ariol. You make me proud with your fi- 
‘militude; but whil& 1 gain by it, your infe- 
rence muft lofe, Mary-golds now fhut in 
their leaves. 

__ Phyl. Alas poor humblé Flowers. Ariola 
| fhould imitate the Lilly and the Rofe: they 
aaah {pread themfelves ftill open to the 


' 


night, yet yield the Sun fo frefh and {weet a 
Sacrifice, that every morn he feems to bluth 
sus own weak influence, which can no 
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longer keep them beauteous on their ftalks, 
but they muft drop, and perith with the 
Spring. Your pretious colour; and your 
odour too; my gentle MiltrefS needs mult 
yicld to time. 

Ariol. The lofs will not be mourn’d for, 

Sir, fince *twill be (carce difcern’d. 
__ Phyl. Sweet, you remove your underftand- 
ing from my words, and make them of no 
ufe, their meaning would perfwade you to 
enjoy this pleafant treafure, whilft ic lafts; 
why are you ftill inclos’d thus like an An- 
chorefs, as if our converfation could infer a 
a fin? why am I nicely barr’d your Cham- 
ber, when the Prieft being paid for afew 
ceremonious words, muft licenfe ine your 
Bed, your bofom too? 

Ariol. Our marriage, Sir, may promife 
much, till then your Excellence will grant 
me leave not to admit of Opportunities,that 
may give breath to ill report. 

Phyl. Be not fo cruel in your bafhful care, 
my Sifter makes all hoursand feafons fit to 
celebrate Theander, and he “knows no 
wrinckle on her brow, that may be call’d a 
trown: O be you kind and free----- 

Offers at ber hand. 

Ariol. By your chafte Vows forbear---- 

Phyl. Theznder’s not deny’d my Sifters 
hand, why thould I have lefs am’rous pri- 
viledge? J have défires as bold, which will 
be made as lawful too e’re long. 

Arie’. The meaning of their love is only 
mutual wonder and applaufe, and {0 pro- 
claim’d therefore can tir no jealoufie in 
the fevereft thought, alas,we muft be marri+ 
ed, Sir, which may perhaps inforce your in- 
clination to a dangerous hope. 

Phy. Where is thy fafety then Ariola? 
this is the difmal filent time when Ravithers 
reach forth their trembling guilty hands to 
draw the Curtains where unpractis’d Vir- 
gins fleep; Falfe Targuins Hour, when he 
did hide his Torch from Lucrece eyes, and 
woald not fuffer her wak’d Beauty to e- 
clipe that fickly flame, till fhe had quenchd 
a greater in his blood. How would thy 
courage faint, if I fhould make thee fubjeét 
to my eager youth and ftrength ? 

Ariol. Poor Phylomont, it thou fhouldft 
fo forfake thy loyalty to love, yet I were ftill 
fecure, and can fubdue thee with my virtu- 
ous {corns Alas! I fain would fee the 
proudeft of you Tyrant men, that durft but 
hope to force from me the leaft of thefe di- 
fhevell’d hairs, which I will ftill as bounte- 
ous favours wear for every wanton wind to 
{port withal, but not for you. 

Phyl. Can you be angry ? 

Ariol. Then you fhould figh unto your 
felf, and in your own inamour’d ears diftil 
the foothings of your cunning tongue, whilft 

Ddd | 


392 
Tenjoy the quiet of my fleep again without 
difturbance, by thofe midnight plaints your 
mournful. confort at my Window made, 
Wherein you curs’d the guiltlefs Stars, who 
feem’d to {mile and wink upon each other 
in their Sphears, as if they, heedful notice 
took of all your feigned grief. 

Phyl. Can you be angry my Ariola? or 
cenfure ought | {poke with an unkind be- 
lief? hear but my Vows. 

Ariol. Good night Your Excellence 
hath greater power to move my forrow than 
my rage. 

Phyl. R 
your heart by facred plight, our 
now draw near. 

Ariol. | never knew the way how I might 
break my Faith, but till that hour arrive, we 
mutt converfe no more, no not at diftance, 
Sir, the caufe is hidden in my Breaft.: Vir- 


emember gentle Love, I have 
Nuptials | 
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Eurith. Theander fit, where have you - 
been fo long? “las wherefore do Task, fince ch 
Ifo lately found you in my dream ? ‘a 

Theand. Unvail, my Love—when thisis 
but difplaid, thou openeft like a fragrant 
Bud before the mornings eye, whilft all 
that’s near thee is perfum’d, thy breath — 
converts me to a Flower, wear me within — 
thy bofom, and I fhall Jaft in odour all the - 
year. r 

Eurith. Thou art Theafder, and that — 
name includes the fweetnels of the Spring | 
and Summers wealth. ies 

Theand. Thou art not Exrithea, but my — 
Rofe, my bafhful Flower, and I thy wanton 
Woodbine that muft grow about thee in em= 
bracments thus, until thou art entangled 
with chaft courtefies of love. . x 

Eurith. Thisis a happinefs too great to 
laft, Envy or Fate muft Icflen it, or we re 
move ’moneft the eternal Lovers, and pro« 


tue aind Peace (my Lord) fill govern your, 
defires. Exit. 
Phyl. 1 fhall grow mad with thefe delays; 
Sh’ath made’a Vow never to marry me, un- 
tilher Brother feal’t with his confent. PI’ 
move it to Lheander ete I flecp. Hymen! | 
go light thy Fires, and make thy Tapers 
fhine, or cure me, facred Love, by quench- 
ing thine. Exit. 


Enter Amadine with a Tuper,and Theander. 


Amad. Not in her Bed, Sir, yet, [eft her 
with her Lute, whofe Mutick I believe, has 
woo’d her toa gentle ileep. 

Theand. Tread eafie then, with a flow 
tim’rous pace, let’s make lefs noife than 
Time’s foft Feet, or Planets when they 
move [ Draws a Canopys Ewrithea is 

found fleeping on a Couch, a Veil 


on, with ber Lute. 


ive me the Light; now leave us and retire. 
3 \ 


Amad. Thisisan odd kind of Lover, he 
comes into my Ladies Chamber at all hours; 
yet thinks it ftrange that people wonder at 
his priviledge. Well, opportunity is a dan- 
gerous thing 3 it would {oon {poil me. [ Exit. 

Theand. She lies as in afhady Monument, 
Secure as pious Votaries that knew they 
were forgiven e’re they dy’d. 


Eurith. Who’s there? my Lord, the 


Prince ? 

Theand. O, ileep again, and clofe thofe 
eyes that ftill enlighten ming; till I have 
merited the beauty of their beams, by blef- 
fings fuch as Love’s religious Priefts do give, 
This facred othce would become me well : 
Tis not a Robe of Lawn, a hallow’d Verge, 
Nor flowry Chaplets nicely wreath’d, can 
add profperity to Prayers, or to Vows, no 


formal Pomp or Ceremony needs to withes | 


that are clean and humbly made. 


Theander | 


vide our habitation neer the Stars! my 
wonder grows upon me like my joy, O 


4 


y Cherubine? 
i0 a 


Theand. What faysm 
_ Enrith. How fhall I give my eftimat 
words, when it would value thee that 
the Wars chief Souldier, beft example 
delight? {0 bold, thou dar’ft {eek dange 
a ftorm, when all the winds prepare to q 
rel inthe Baltick Sea; yet thou art 
than a captive Saint, fo pitiful chat Th 
{een thee weep o’re the diftrefs"d, till 
might give a name to Rivers as their 
Spring. % 
Theand. And thou (my Love ) are {wee- 
ter far, than Balmy Incenfe in the pw 
fmmoak, pure and unfpotted, as the clea 
Ermine, e’re the Hunter fullies her w 
purfuit, foft as her skin, chafte as the Ara 
bian Bird, that wants a Sex to woo, O1 
the dead, that are divore’d from wart 
from objeéts, and from thought. — Stil 
rithea I could multiply thy praife, yet 
prove loyal unto truth; when I en 
thee thus, I ftraight forget, as weak 
lights, the days of Victory, and glories of 
the War. : ha 
Eurith. But when you hear the Di 
and the fhrill Trumpet call, you’ll m 
your angry Steed again, and hafte to liv 
confin’d in Trenches, to exchange yourmar~ — 
ble Palace fora Tent, whilft I like adiftrels’d 
{ad Turtle, am ordain’d to mourn without — 
a Mate. “ae 0 
Theand. 


c Go 
Do not afflict me with thy jealous” 
fears; I'm come to tell thee (Love) to” 
morrow in th’ adjoining Grove, Pll meet — 
thee like a Shepherd, fach as fair Arcadia 
bred, that with variety our old delights, may — 
ftill feem new. Fit saat 

Eurith. A Lovers with can imp the hours — 
: — fhort 


fhort wings, and haften time, look up The- 
ander, it is day. 

Theand. Where fhould I look ? thou doft 
miftake the {phear and refidence o’th’ mom: 
let early Village Labourers, and dull be- 
nighted Sea-men do their homage to the Eaft 
for light, the Region of our day we feck like 
Lovers in the faireft eyes. 

Eurith. lf you thould look in mine, *twill 
- fill feem night. 

»  Ibeand. To Bedto bed: methink I hear 
the Lark, the mornings merry Officer 5 and 
- {ee him fhake his dewy wings, as he would | 
ftrive to climb high as his cheerful voice. | 
Eurith. The belt that Poets wifhes can 
invent, or Lovers Prayers procure; thy 
_fleeps enjoy. . 
Tbeand. And thine, that pretious harmo- 
ny that dwells with quiet Hermits in their, 
“narrow Cells. LEx. fiveral mays. | 


Enter Buonatette, Sciolto, Fredeline, 
and Caltraganio. 


Buonat. 1 fay (my Lord) your bulinefs 
doth concern the blood, and not the Eyes 5 
and fince ’tis late it were abufe of time to 
read long Ledtures of the Opticks, to tell 
you their confent and unity, or fhew you 
_ through a Patpective how Amorilts oppos’d 
) in level to cach other fight, unite and thrid 
their beams, until they make a mutual firing 
* on which their {pirits dance into each others 
Brain, and fo begin fhort Journeys to the 
heart 5 or to reveal the fhape and colour of 
thofe {pirits too, that were a miracle worthy 
fublime, and powerful Art! 
- Sciol. Their Colour’s Orange Tawny, Sir, 
as TI conceive. 

 Buonat. Your Lordfhip can conccive no 
more, than your weak knowledge will give 
~ deave. 

Fred. To him Do¢tor. 

Buon. Nox do I think it can concern you 
~ much, whether the nerval Conjugations be 
but fever’, and of that myftick number too, 
whether the Opticks be the chief. 

_ > Sciol. For your feven Conjugations, Sir, 
you fhall excufe me, but believ’r, the feven 
wife Matters isa Volume I rcad much in my 
youth. 
Buon. Your Lordthip gives good proof 
' oft in yourage: but yet you never heard, 
Sir, of the fam’d Ansipherun, whom once the 
earned Stagerite admir’d fo for the felt- 
__refleGtion that he wore like-to his perfect 
image ftill where he mov’d. 

Sciolt. No more, my good wile Friend, 
' thou haft my wonder, that’s enough; my 
_-underflanding: hall come after, but not till 

Tam dead, tor then they fay we fhall know 
all things without paying for our Books, 
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Buon. ‘Chere is the Powder, Sir. 

Fred. Give it to my care. 

Buon. The Duke mult take it in his 
draught to night. To morrow, as the Sun 
increafeth in his power, it works; at noon 
you'll {ee pure Miracles. 

Fred. My Lord, ’tis fit our Caffraganio 
giveit him: he takes a draught of Cortick 
Wine ftill @rehe fleepss be waiting in his 
Chamber may fitly mingle and pretent it to 
[Cattra takes the papers 

Cujtrae Vl ufe my fafett diligence. 

S.iol. Where is he now? 

Cafira. With Ezrithea, Sirs he bath not 
call’d. 

Sciolt. Stays he fo long? ’ts now i’th’ 
ken of day. Signior Buonatyfe, have youno 
more of this rare magical ftutf ? 

Buon. Another Dofes I came provided, 

Oks 

Sciol. Pray give it me. 

Buon. Mott willingly, but to whom will 
you difpos’t ? 

Scisl. Unto no other but my Son: I find 
he’s very much Platonically given. 

Buon. My Lord, I ftill befeech you not to 
wrong my good old Friend Plato, with this 
Court calumny; they father on him a fan- 
taftick love he never knew, poor Gentle- 
man, upon my knowledge, Sir, about two 
thoufand years ago, in the high ftreet yon- 
der at Athens, jult by the corner as you pafs 
to Diana’s Conduit (a Haberdafhers houfe) 
it was (I think) he kept a wench. 

Sciol. How, Sir,a wench? 

Buon. I could fay more, my friend was 
lewdly given. 

Scio!» But with your favour, Sir, a plump 
brown wench ? 

Buon. Faith Authors differ about that ; 
fore write the had Flaxcn Hair, and others 
too, that did net blufh to know more pri- 
vate marks, fay fhe had a Mole under her 
left thigh: others a hollow Tooth, that put 
him to the charge of Cloves, becaufe hex 
breath grew fomewhat troublefom. 

Fred. Give me thy hand Doctor; Vl 
have fome fhare too in thy heart e’re long 5 
but did not Pluto write of Love? 

Buon. Divinely, Sir, but not fuch kind of 
love as Ladies would have now, they mi- 
ftake him. 

Sciolte He wrote in Greek, Doctor. 

Buon. True,my good Lord. ; 

Sciolt. Why then belike my Son miltakes 
him too, be underftands no Greek 5 this 
Dofe hall conjure him, PI give’c. him 
ftraight. Come, Sir, the night decays apace, 
let me direct you to your Bed. 

Buon. Your Lordthips kindnefs honours 
me too much. 

Fredeline. My jolly dear Philofopher, 

Ddda good~ 
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good-night. [ Exewnt Scio. and Buon. 
Sir, you have found with what affurd and 
contident a foul I give you intereftin all my 
bufinefs, and my thoughts, 

Cally. Signior, plead no merit but your 
bounty. 

Fred. And now underthe fame proteéti- 
on of your friendfhip and your truft, TI mutt 
reveal a fecret that doth oft inforce me walk 
with arms entolded thus,ftill to combine and 
* fatten in my ribs, leftic fhould {plit my brett s 
and you thall know it, Sir, Llove, (curs’d 
Fate that I muft utter it) I love the Princefs 
Exrithea. 

Caftr. Signior, indeed, this will deferve to 
be a fecret and fecurely kept. 

Fred. So love her, Sir, that men in fierce 
contpiracy, defpair, or want, enjoy more 


quiet fleepsthan I; and fince Tam much de- | 


clin’d into weaknefs, and unpleafant years : 
you fee what narrrow hopes are left to give 
my furious appetite fuccefs. 

Caftr. Introth ’tis pity, Sir. 

Fred. There you expre(3'd the charity and 
melting nature of a Friend, and may Admi- 
nifter redrefS, for it will much reflect within 
your power. 


Caftr. You cannot want it then 5 but, Sir, : 


it {cems prepofterous and ftrange to my 
dull brain,that fince your love doth force you 
with her to your felf, you ftrive by marriage 
to beftow her on the Dake, and with fuch 
heartinefs and care. 

Fred. In this your friendfhip is again con-. 
jar’d, I do befeech you never feck the end 
of that myfterious caufe; fome Salt I have 
that thews th’I¢alian humour in my Blood. 
T not affe& to compafs my defigns the Vul- 
gar way. 

Caftr. But how can I redrefs your grief? 

Fred. Your Sifter Amadine, is in affection 
and attendance, neer the Princefs perfon and 
‘ther mind, fhe may by your entreaty render 
me in fuch a Character of cunning praife, as 
fhall advance me to her love perhaps, at leatt, 
toa refrefhing of my fick defires. 

Caftr. She’s bound in con{cience, Sir, to do 
good Oifices. 

Fred. But wilt thou charm thy Sifter with 


all force of thy afhnity and words, to be my” 


friend, indearus{o, that Imay whifper my 
own caufe, and teach her mediate my ac- 
cefS? this mutt be done to morrow, for de- 
lays will make my grief too dangerous to 
bear, 

Cafir. To morrow doubt it not, my Fun- 
étions (hall intirely be employed to your bet 
ufes 

Fred. (had almoft forgot the Med’cines 
it is late, and time *twere working, fare- 
wel: Command me tothe lofs of Fame, of 
Treafure, and of Life dear Caftraganio, be 


but benign, and chain tie as thy flave. f 
[Exeaie feverally. 


Enter Phylomont, Arnoldo, and Jatpero 
with lights. — 5 

Phyl.A thought have found him fate in’s £ 
quiet reft, with hisCurtains drawn ere this. — 7 
Is it his ufe to ftay {vlong! ry 
Arn. The vilits he prefents unto your ¥ 
Graces Sifter, though at night, are never ha- a 
ftily pertorm’d. ee 
Fafp. Times leggs may tire, if be run on 
until fach true and faithful Lovers finifh 
their difcourfe. sins —_ 
Arn. Fafpero, that’s the Morn which fo 
inflameth yonder Cloud. ‘a 
Fafp. Is ic your Graces will, we go an 
try co haften his approach ? ae 
Phyl. Pleafe you to truft me here alone, 
Tl ftay his coming, Sir, my butinefs asksa 
private conference. Ex.Arn-Jafp. 
My Sifter is fo bounteous of her love, and — 
gives her favours with fuch bold neglect of — 
Fame, but that I knew the pure and chafte — 
condition of her foul, Ifhould grow vex’d — 


ds 4 
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with jealous fears. Ariol will not vouchfafe — 
to ufe me fo. 5 


Enter Theander- 


| Thean. My Phylomont,this is a feafon whe 
your vifit would import fome great affa 
that carries hafte or wonder in’t. ae 

Phyl. Youhave a MiftrefS, Sir, preferves 
your {pirits full of Fire, your glad heart 
keeps eternal triumph in her clofe warm — 
throne, whilft mine encreafeth not in joys, 
but weight. °Tisheavy, Sir, it it continue 
fo twill break the ftrings. Your froward 
Sifter. Age 

Thean. Will.fhe not love? Pm fure her — 
Beauty was ordain’d for no felicity but Lovee 
Her {weetnefs and her forms, though fhe 
were lefS ally’d unto my nature, would pro- — 
claim it to the world. © 

Phyl. Sir, the hathbanifh’d me. 

Thean. Upon what Rock. Was fhe by _ 
a Scythian nurs’, that fhe is grown fo orucl? 
It cannot be. 

Phyl. Th’afHiGion will not long endure 
(i hope) becaufe you may repeal the doom. 

Thean. You are affur’d my Phylomont, V 
needs mutt ftrive to further love 5 what fhall | 
Ido? ; 

Phyl. Give your confent,that I may marry 
her. 

Thean. How! marry her! your foulsare 
wedded, Sir, I’m fure you would not marry 
bodies too, that were a needlefs charge. 
Come, you fhall fave your Bridal Feaft. ~ 

Phyl. This mirth, Sir, is a little a 

mote 


~ mote from th’anfwer I thould have. 

Thean. Blame my conception then, g@un- 
_derftand you not: To what purpote would 
~ you marry her ? 

Phyl. Why Sir? to lye with her, and get 
children. 

Thean. Lye with my Sifter Phylomont ! 
how vile and horridly that founds! £ prethee 
fleep a while,’tis thy diftemper, and I pardon 
it. 

Phyl. This is ftrange, being married, is’t 
not lawful, Sir ? 

Thean. 1 grant it may be Law, but is’t 
- ‘comely ? reduce thy reafon to acleaner fenfe, 
think on’t anoble way. You two may live, 
and love, become your own belt arguments, 
and fo contraé all vertue, and all pwaife : 
Be ever beauteous, frefh, and young, at Jeatt 
in your belief; for who can Icffen, or de- 
tile thopinion which your muttal thoughts 
fhall fervently exchange? and then you may 
beget refletions in each others eyes, fo you 
 ancreafe not children, but your felves a bet- 
ter, and more guilelefs progenies thofe im- 
material creatures cannot fin. 

Phyl. But who fhall make men, Sir, fhall 
- the world ceafe ? : 

Tbean. 1 know not how th’are made, but 
if {uch deeds be requifite, to hll up Armics, 
Villages and City fhops; that killing, la- 
bour, and that couz’ning {till may latt: 
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know Phylamont, Vd yather Nature fhould 
expect fuch coorfe and homely drudgerics 
from otheys than from me. 

Phyl. And yet you had a Father, Sir. But 
why do I tell him fo? that was his Mothers 
faultnot his, Thisis mad deGrine. Vl bid 
your excellence good night,but firtt Vil leave 
this information in your ear 5 youll find 
your Sifter of my mind, the fain would mar- 
ry too. “2 
Thean. Ob prodigy! belike the undcr- 
ftands then what it means, wrong not a 
Lady, Sir, whofe innocence is fuch, fhe wears 
no blufhes for her {elf, but you. Leave me, 
although our friendfhip, Sir, be great, my 
patience 1s too little to fubdue my rages to 
Bed my gentle Phylomont, if thou art guilt. 
lefS, thou wilt ileep. 

Phyl. Vil take your counfel.Sir,the morn- 
ing may reclaim us both. [ Exit. 

Thean. O poor Ariola! where hatt thou 
chang’d thy bafhtul vertue for unchafie de- 
fires? thy ears are blifter’d with lafcivious 
breath, thy underftanding is become thy 
crime 5 I fhall not know thee when I meet 
thee next, thy very foul is fullied, and thy 
blood 
That ran fo pure; will now grow black 

with Sin, 

TilPt make thy beauty like an Ethiops skin. 
* [ Exit. 


ACT Hl SCENE, I. 


Enter Theander, Ariola. 


 Arivl. Our looks are’clouded, Sir, I fear 
Y your health is altsr’d, or your 
mind perplex’d. 

Theand. Your looks, Ariolz, will fhortly 
too decay 3 whilft by their ftrange and car- 
ly perifhing your former Beauty mutt be 
quite forgot, like fallen Rofes chat would 
wither on the Bough, e’re throughly blown, 
ere gather’d for the Still; fo lofe all memo- 
ry that they were ever {weet. 

Ariol. 1 need inftrutions what you 
would infer. 

Theand. Have you no fecret ficknefs in 
your blood ? 
 Ariol. Not that I feel, nor do I think thy 
Prayers fo vainly made, that I fhould pe- 
rifh yet. 

Theand. Have you not heard of Jate fome 
new difcourfe, fuch as inflam’d you to de- 
~ fire ftrange praCtices of heat, tryals of youth, 
I know,not what they are; but Nature oft 
_ doth put odd tricks on young and curious 


fools, which ftill the bafhful may refift. 

Ariol. If tobe ignorant be {afe, 1 am to 
learn, Sir, what you mean. 

Theand. Indeed! look up, and with a 
Virgin confidence contemn the inrag?d fe- 

_ : : Q Ed 
verenefs in my brow,by urging that for truth 
without a bluth.. i} 

Ariol. Alas, you have amaz’d me, Sir, but 
I dare look i’th’ face of Heaven, write all my 
willing, faults, and ftand unvail?d whillt 
they are read. 

Theand. Perhaps the is abus'd. Ariola, 
pray tell me the requeft you fent by Phylo- 
mont; 1 know not how I underftood it 
then, but fure’c hath troubled all my . 
powers. 

Ariol. 1 fent you none but what was 
good and lawful. 

Theand. Are you become fo wife in wick- 
eduefs, to chufe offences that the Laws pro- 
tek? Th’ ambitious in the worlds firft Age 
invented them to gather wild and: wandring 

. Nations 
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Nations into Towns and Forts: and fo 
rais’\d Common wealths for their own 
pride to rule, thofe cunning Scriblers Knew 
that Laws make Subjects, and tame Slaves, 
not virtuous mens live thou as not to know 
or need their ule. 

Ariol. 1 can be farther juttify’d, for my 
requelt was fit and modett too. 

Theand. Then you may name’t. 

Ariol. V gave bim leavwe fairly to queftion 
your confent, that. we'might marry, Sir. 

Theand. Do you already know what that 
woid means ? 

Ariol. Your jadgment had fufficient caufe 
to blame my breeding clfe: [have been of- 
ten told its facred inftitution, and the ufe 
for which it was firlt ordain’d. 

Theand. The ule, Ariola? Sh’ ath rarely 
profitted fince my long abfence from her at 
the eames who read thefe Lectures in your 
ear? if’t weie a Woman, fure, fhe faltned on 
on her Mask to hide her bluthes whillt fhe 

_talked, : 
Aviol. In my weak judgment, Sir, you 


are too nice, and make uncomly myftery of 


that which both the learned and the noble 
have allow’d and taugit; and fuch as Ve- 
itals may difcourfé, yet not be banifh’d from 
their holy lamp. 

Theand. Bat to remaina Veftal fill (Ari- 
ola) to live in fwee cet unskilful Virgin-hood, 
the Ange Is life, ute yx they no Sexes know, but 
ever lov ditation, not in Act. Ha! is 
noi tl cay re rar beyond, the pleatures 
that our appetites create ? 


Aviol. Sir, itis excellent and ee but [| 


am told, ee next degree of happinels, the 
merical llenge and enjoy. 

Thee 0 the is lot! L will go weep 
into the Sea, and fooner hope to find my 
unmix’d tears upon my cheek again, than 
her perverted heart reclaim’d unto her for- 
mer innocence. Reachme your hand; you 
are my Prifoner now, and muft be kept from 
fight of men. ® 

Ariol. Sir, though I cannot learn m’ of- 
fence, yet I fhall foon be taught t’ obey. 

Theand. Vf fince thy late pervertion thou 
haft left but one acquaintance in {weet Hea- 
ven, that dares befriend thy Orizons, kneel 
to him firaight. 

Ario!. Though you are crue] grown, you 
cannot want my tender wifhes, that your 
angry thoughts be to their peaceful harmo- 
ny reftord ! if 

[ Exit. TI rcander fee ms to luck bor int. 

Theand. Yet am I not lett defolate to 
mourn with fingle grief, this ruin’d Virgins 
fate: my Exritbea when fhe hears of her 
revolt, will figh her piteous foul away to 
air. [ Enter Phylom. 


Phyl. Theander 1 am come to learn. If 
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yet your temper can with kind, difercet cis 
viligy, return an antwer tomy fuir?. 

Theand. Sir y’ have undonea noble Maid, 
one nurs’ in {ich fevere behaviour of her © 
mind, fo meek and humble in detires, the © 
feem’d much fitter for a Cloifter than a ’ 
Court; but now fhe aims at liberty and — 
change. 

Phyl. What I have taught her, Sir, Heiy 
mits and Nuns might in their dying minutes 
liften to without difquiet to their parting 
fouls; and things lls chafte I _know, the 
would not hear. 

Theand. Take heed my Princely friend ? 
do not augment thy crime, by owning as_ 
thy knowledge, what is yet, but the millake 
of thy belicf; Uhada hope thy vain concep- 
tions would be mended much by fl¢ep. f 

Phyl. Well, Vil be brief. Your Sifter: 1g } 
would marry, Sir, and then as Lords and 
Brces ufe, that love their Wives, lye wich | 

cre 

Theand. You are too Mafculine? name 
not thofe words again: you blaft me with — 
your breath, poor Rurhans in their drink, — 
are not fo rude, leave me: my anger _? * 
undo us both. a 

Phyl. Theander can you think to fright i 
me hence, or is it fafe tochide me with bold — 
words? I would be better us’ds tell me (1 — 
pray ) is this all che anfwer my demands fhall 
have ? ‘ 
Theand. All, Sir, and more than I can pas = 
tiently allow, your converfation never could ‘4 
be lef5 efteem’d. ‘ 

Phyl. I fear your noble reafon is difeas "ds 
where I have lov’d, ati¢tion makes me pi- — 
tiful, and where I pity, 1 can ne’er intend — 
revenge : farewel injurious Prince, but 3 
know, if I can get your Sifters kind confent, 
Pll not endeavour yours. : 

Theand. Go not deluded with that trivial 
hope: fhe is my Prifoner lock’d and in- 
clos’d, from all addrefs that force or oppore — 


renicy, would make, thou fhale behold her 
face no more. ‘oh 
Phyl. Hah! imprifon’d! examine, Sir, 


your troubled memory. Itcannotbe = 

Theand. You'll find it moft expedient, . 
and a truth. area 

Phyl. Imprifon her! her beauty will break 
forth. You may as {oon in Chriftal Jails con- 
fine the Suns refulgent Beams, climb Hea- 
ven, reach down a Star, as imprifon her! 

Theand. This iteration will but vex us 
both. Farewel! you may believ’e at leifure, 
Sir, time will perfwade you tO't. 

Phyl. Theander, ttay; maxk how I can- _ 
cel all th’ affection, merit, and the glorious. n 
Vows we interchang’d in war, the parting 
tears we thed, when in the day of batcel our 
bold Troops we did divide againft the a oe 

an 


r 


«“ 


nn 


‘and thofe embraces made, when met again, 
- joy’d and exalted with our Victory, are now 
eternally forgot. ' : 
 Theand. 1 fhould lament this lofs, had 
| you preférv’'d your virtue ftill, and purity 
_ of heart. 

Phyl. Until three journeys of the Sun ex- 
Dir Pll give thee leifure to repent, but 
' then releafe thy Sifter to her free converfe, 
"and publick view, or { will {pread my En- 
 figns here, and ’gainft thy Palace fix my 
Cannon, till I batter it to dutt. 


_ Theand. Poor Phylomont, how 1 neglect 
thy fury when it dares inkindle mine? if 
Fate relolve, we that in foreign Climes 
made others mourn, fo foon mutt bleed at 
home; yet exe we part, let us falute like 
> civil Enemies Farewel. When next me 
meet, “twill be in danger, noife, and. ful- 
| ph’rous fmoke; for Eurithea’s fake thy Fet- 
ters thall be eafic. 

Phyl. And for Ariola’s if thou fhalt fall 
_ beneath my Sword, I will embalm thee with 
“my Tears; my eyes grow moilt with pity of 
our Fates. 

 Iheand. And mine with forrow melt fo 
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Caffr. Sir you oblige us with new be- 
nefits, 

Fred. Some caufe you'll have to fay fo 
now, read that Tis a Commiffion [ 
procur’d the Duke this morning fign,which 
gives you a Company in’s Regiment garri- 
fon’d at Meffina: fo you are now my Fricnd 
and Captain Caftraganio. 

Caftr. The latter adds to my revenue, Sir, 
the firft to my content. 

Fred.Have you employed your Sifter dima- 
dine in my behalf ? 

Cafir. Sir, there fhe ftands, ready to cxe- 
a all you enjoin, to th’ hazard of her 

ife. : 
Fred. Sweet Amadine, your kindne{s can 
excufe an old finner, | know you hold the 
Princefs in your powers willyou indear me 
to her fair efteem, procure me fiich addrets as 
maay be opportune and fit. 

dma. Sit, Vvealready mov’d your praif- 
es with fome vehemence, it profpers too, 
as far as good opinion of your perfon and 
your parts. 

Fred. And is there hope we may converfe, 
by Star or Moon-light, yet be fo maydenly 
to call to have the Curtains drawn. 


- faft away , I thall be left in darknefs if I 
flay. f ae [ Exeunt. 


 EnterCaftraganio,Fredeline,and Amadine. 


 Caftr. This Gridonel is young and fim- 
ple, Sir, admires ail women with a tame 
e afic. And then my Sitter Amadine (you 
ow) hatha moft pure contriving wit; if 
we could get him marry her, it were a {tra- 
tagem would make us rich and famous. 
Fred. But will you bring her to him 
OW cy . re : 
Cajtr. That’s our defign. . 
Fred. Haft thou o’rewatch’d thy felf? 
art mad? — ; 
 Caftr. Why Signior? : 
Fred. Tis paft the time two hours, when 

ir great Phyficians date, the Med’cine 
ntowork. I do believe, the Duke ere 
this hath felt fome fudden diff’rence in his 
‘Maiden blood: And Gridonel, Vm fure, 
‘drunk his full fhares *twill work him to fach 
he will ravith thy poor Sifter, may cat 
not leave a morfel big enough to bear 
, or memory that fuch a Creature 


aftr. She’s old, and tough, and will be 
“fare to put him, Sir, to th’ tryal of his teeth; 
but I had quite forgot, he took the Medi- 
cine, we muftchufefome other time. 
Fred. As for your Sifters marriage, Sit, 
th Gridonel, truft my plots, fuch 1 have 
s thall join hearts and hands, then 
t bring ’em to Bed J think, Sir, fhe 
no more. 


Ama. This,Six,with good endeavour may 
be done. 

Fred. Then cough and make a noife, till 
we grow witty in our fears, and break {mall 
Jefts, laugh out again, and lift the apron up 
to ftifle it. ‘ 

Arn. But meaning, Sir, no harm. 

Fred. And whifper clofe, and then laugh 
out, and wake the Poffet-eating-Nurfe. 

Ama. Still meaning, Sir, no harm ? 

Fred» None I proteft, mine’s pure Plato- 
nick love 

Caftr. My Sifter, Signior, 1s inquilitive, 
guilty of my offence, fhe,ask’d me e’re you 
came, why you endeavour’d thus to have the 
Lady married to another, whom you meant 
tolove? 

Fred. That’s the Platonick way for fo 
the Balls, the Banquets, Chariot Canopy, 
and quilted Couch, which are the places 
where this new wile Sect do meditate, are 
kept, not at the Lovers but the Husbands 
charge, and itis fits for marriage makes 
him none, though fhe be fiill of the Soci- 
€ 


tye 
bie And may befides her husband , 
have a fad Platonical {ervant to help her me- 
ditate. 
Fred. All modern beft Court Authors do 

allow’t. y 

Amad. You give good light into the bu- 
finefs, Sir. . 

Fred. Were Eurithea married, 1 would 
teach her the true Art, fhe is unskilful yet.’ 


Ama. Hymen may burn hisTaper toa {nuff 
; before 
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nothing, comes fo {eldom in Theanders 
thought. : 

Fred. But are you ferious? 

Amad. Vve newly drefs'd her like a Shep- 
herdefs; and he i’th’ old Arcadian habit 
meets her ftraight, to whine and kils, that’s 
all they do. 

Fred. How? ’tis two full hours fince the 

refed time our Artift did prefcribe his 
Charm fhould operate; I hope he hath not 
us'd us thus. Caftraganio, Captain, Vd for- 
got: dear Sir, haften, and fee how it doth 
work with Gridonell : you, gentle Miftre(s, 
thall condu@ me to fome covert in the 
Grove, where I may beft obferve T heander 

and his talk, it will concern me much« 
[ Exeunt. 

Enter Arnoldo, Jafpero,Gridonell. 


Apnol. This Creature you fo much admire, 
is but the Princefs woman, Sit. 
Faf. A very Creature, and doth ferve. 


Grid. Would I might ferve her, Gentle- |, 


men}; [long to wear a Fan, I have a tofling 
Feather in my Chamber, it will make two 
dozen of Fans. 

Arnol. But for what ufes could you ferve 
a woman ? 

Grid. Inftead of rearing a {quare Sconfe. 
Ld learn to raife up Pafte 5 and then for puth 
o’ Pike, practife to poke a Ruff. 

Faf. Thefe qualities will make your wa- 
ges, Sir, at leaft four Marks a year. 

Grid. My Corp’ral fhall ferve too. It is 
an honelt Fellow, and a Lover; he may 
wath bucks, and fcowre difhes, inftead of 
Armour. 

Arnol. Is he a Lover too? 

_ Grid. OT! he loves women 5 dares talk 
and handle em: and would tell fuch pretty 
tales of a fine gentle Damifel that he knew. 

Faf: What was the? ; 

Grid. I never faw her, Sir, but fhe boil’d 
Cheftnuts, and fold bloat Herring in the 
Leaguer. 

Arnold. There are ways left for you to 
compals Amadine, better than fervice: you 
fhould ‘woo and win her. 

Grid. Pray Gentlemen, how do they ufe 
to woo? 

Arn. Why, with fine Language. 

Grid. What’s that, Sir, French? 

Faf: French is indeed the {mootheft and 
moft profperous. 

Grid. Alas! I can {peak none but a few 
words we ule i’th’? War, as at our Court de 
Gaard, we cry, Que va la. 

Arnole That, Sir, will ferve when you 
fhall meet your Mittrefs in the dark. 


Grido. And then after a Battcl Randee 


VOUS 
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before we fee her wedding day; there’s Faf: This may be us’d, Sir, when the’s 


obitinate, and will not yield to love. 
Grid. This is all my fine Language. 
Faf. Women are woe'd with Mufick too ? 
Grid. Will the Drum and Trumpet ferve, 
with fad Songs {et to’em; to the tune of a 
dead March? ; 
~ Arnol. Yes, at the Fun?ral of a Generals 
Wife; but there is yet another means, they ‘ 
oft are woo'd by Letters elegantly penn’d. 
Grid. I, you are happy that can write and 
read, I was taught once to fet my mark toa 
Shoo-makers Bill. 


' Enter Caftraganio. 


Caftr. Arnoldo, does this Souldiezs hu- 
mour laft? ; 

Arnol. Still more, he’s grown demurer _ 
than a young Geneva Bride; commits Tdo-_ 
latry to every Lawndrefs in the houfe, and 
dares not {peak to ’em, but with his Hat. 
in’s, eyes. : 4 

Caftra. Belike the Med’cine. hath not 
wrought, Pll lead him to my Sifter : Follow, 
Sir, this is the bleffed hour, wherein you” 
thall behold fair Amadine , and court her 
too. . 

Grid. Good Gentlemen, pray go and 
bear me out: but teach me how to wear my 
Cloak, and when I fhould pull on my 
Gloves. [ Exeunt. 


Enter Fredeline, Sciolto, Buonatefte. 


Fred. Weareundone: IJ found him lying 
in a Poplar fhade, with colder thoughts 
about him, than old Carthufians have when 
they are fick, lefs apt for Love than Muf> 
covites benighted when they travel on th¢ 
Ice. “a 

Sciolt. Aud works fo little with my Son, 
he ftands moping and fix’d, as he were to 
be fold to a Stone-Cutter for a Marble Sta-- 
ttle. a ~~ 

Buon. My Lord, I’m Joft in my aftonifh- 
ment, fome envious {pirit checks my Art, 
was not wont to fail the ftridteft mint 
given, to make the virtue and effet ap- 
pear. r j ee Ps 
Sciclt. This is the Powder that 
priz’d fo high, as’twere a grated Car 
cle, or that long Diamond pounded which 
the Sultan wearsuponhis Thumb. 

Fred. Where’s your Philofophy: yo 
ftrong deep Art, that piercing through the 
Center, would look down to Hell, there 
number all the Fiends, and take account, — 
how many load of Coals is every year al- 
low’d for their expenfe? a 

Sciolt. Yes, Sir, and when. the 
blown out by a ftrong Northerly 


‘ s 


i, 


Buon. My Lord, J fimile at thefe vain in- 


_ juries you do to Art, not me, ’tis fitter for 


your wonder than your mirth; but take 
your courfe. 
Fred. Since your great Mafter Ariftotle 


' dy’d, (who fool’d the drunken Macedon 


out of a thoufand Talents to buy Books ) 
what have the multitude of’s learn’d Suc- 
ceflors done,wrote Comments on his works} 
light! I could beat you all, have you fo 


many Ages toyl’d interpret what he writ 
in a few years? Is there yet nothing new, 


to render benefit for humane life, or ttrength 
in reafon for our after hopes? Why, do we 
build you Colledges ? 

Sciolt. Yes, and allow ’em Pentfions too, 


that they may {cribble for no end, but to 
make Paper dear. 


Buon. For one unlucky {cape in knowledge 
mutt I fuffer all this tyranny ? 
Sciolt. You ftudy Phytick too? 


* Fred. He knows to cure fick Chickens 


o’th’ Pip. 
‘Sciolt. Td fain fee one of that profeflion 


live five hundred years without lofs of a 


Tooth. 

Fred. No, Sir, they'll faffer ruine and de- 
cay in their own bodies for examples fake, 
that others may fall fick and make ’em 


@exich. 


Sciolt. Right Fredeline; for notwithftand- 


i ing, all their Min’rals and their Herbs, we 


‘mui be fain at laft to betake our felves to 


the wide yawn, grinning, and the long 
- ftretch. 
Buon. You make all knowledge but de-| lace tempts our ftay, here fit, where Nature 
“ception, Sir, and Cheaters of the learned Phi- | made the fharper icented Bryer, and lafci- 
~ dofophers. 

_ Fred. *Troth little lefs, the merry Fop of 
“Thrace, that always laugh’d, pretending 


*twas at vanity; alas,’twas his difeafe, go- 


| ing to fteal Mufhrooms for his Supper, the 
» blew mouth’d Serpent skulk’d under a Dock 

Jeaf, and bit him by the Thumb, from 
_ whence he took that laughing Malady. 


Sciolt. And his Antagonift would ever 
feem to weep out of a pious caufe, a fine 
diffembling Fellow, *twas not forrow made 


him weep. ° 
~~ Buon. No Sir, make that appear. 


Sciolt. Pil fhew a Manufcript, now kept 
i th’ Vatican that proves he had nine yearsa 


 Fiftula in’s eye. 


Fred. Meer coz’ners all. 

Sciolt. As for Diogenes, that fafted much, 
and took his habitation in a Tub, to make 
the. world belicve he lov’d a ttrict and fe- 
vere life, he took the diet, Sir, and in that 
very Tub {wet for the French dileafe. 

Fred. And fome unlearned Apothecary 
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You'd undertake again to light him with a ) 
_ Torch heav’d up by a long Facabs Stafh. 


a97 
fince, miftaking’s name, called it Corneli- 
us Tub. 

Buon. My noble Friends, make much ftill 
of your fpleens, tickle your felves with 
ftraws, if you want fport, I fhall have my 
revenge ere long. 

Sciolt. ¥ think y’ have poyfon’d the 
Duke, and my Son too: if it be found Vil 
cut your throat. 

Buon. My Lord, I {corn your Calumnies 5 
Pll to Mefina,and contemn you both. [ Exit. 

Scislt. My fears mifgive me, Fredeline : 
if he fhould now take Horfe,: and leave us 
here to own his treacherous faG, that were 
a fine Philofophy. 

Fred. Unlefs he have the fubtle art to flies 
we'll overtake him; he fhall not ftir until 
we know his Med’cines quality. — [ Exewmt. 


Enter Theander like a noble Shepherd. 


Theand. Three weary circuits of the Sun 
expir'd, fierce Phylemont and I fhall mect, 
to know the difference of our Stars, cill then 
Pll practife Rites of Love: My Exrithea 
mut not know our anger, nor the caufe. 
Come forth my princely Shepherdefs, and 
Jeave thy Lambs (lefs gentle than thy felf ) 
whilft wea while enjoy this gloomy fhade, 


Enter Eurithea like a Shepherdeft. 


Exrith. Why fhould we hide our felves, 
Theander, from the free difcoveries of the 
light, that know not guiltinefs to caufe a 
‘ bathful fear. 

Theand. This green and fragrant Pa- 


ous Jefmine meet to qualifie and reconcile 
their differing {mells within the honey 
Woodbines weak and lender arms; fit neer- 
er, we are Coo remote. 

Eurith. How, my Theander, am I ftill 
fubdu’d with thy chafte Victories upon my 
heart 2? Would Heaven had ne’er begun thefe 
joys, till ithad kindly promis’d they fhould 
never end. 

Theand. Yet whilft they laft, we’ll ftrive 
to make the ftri€t Example of our love, an 
eafie Law, unto the vain fantaftick world. 

Exrith. The nimble Dwarf, and lazy Eu- 
nuch then (which are the Spies and Meffen- 
gers of their blind god) might reft at home, 
for all their toils and fimple bufinefs upon 
earth fhould ceafe. 

Theand. And that {mall god himfelt 
(who ne’er could tempt wife Poets to in- 
creafe his ftature, or to mend his eyes, as 
knowing, what a utelefs Deity they made) 
might foon go thake his Quiver , and un- 
plume his Shafts. The influence with which 
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incident to fallhood and to change. 

Eurith. But our affection, time nor fad 
diftrefs have power to alter or deftroy, 

Theand. Yet fay the fury of fome fudden 
War {hould lead us captive to a cruel Land, 
couldft thou endure the frowns of Deftiny, 
and be thus beauteous fill? when {cornfal 
men {ball ask, where now your gaudy Velt- 
ments are, then you appeard like various 
Tulips in the Ides of May? 

Eurith. Fear not, my Love, the homelieft 
weeds fhould well become my beauty then, 
{ince humbled by my thoughts, the nimble 
Linnet in his ruffet Feathers flyes, as warm 
as does that Bird of Paradife, with all his 
painted and his gilded trim. 

Theand. But oh! methinks I hear thy 
mourning, and the faucy Foe demand, where 
are thofe Fumes of fweet Alfyrian Nard, 
wild Cyprefs Boughs, and fitted Amber, 
which ever as you mov’d, Theander burnt, 
pretending, Sacrifice, but ’twas to hide 
you in thofe coltly mifts, from Rivals 
eyes 

Eurith. Then with my wifer {corn I 
fhall reply, for {weets, behold yond Bed of 
Violets, that lean and hang their heads to- 
gether 5 as they {eem’d to whifper and con- 
{ult, how to preferve their odour to them- 
felves, whilft neer each Chriftal Brook the 
Primrofe ftands triumphing on his ftalk, as 
he difdain’d his hidden root, ambitious to 
be worn within a chafte, although a Cap. 
tives breaft. 

Theand. Still, fill methinks, this rugged 
Conqueror derides thee with his wit, and 
asks where are the whifpers of your amo- 
rous Lute, that footh’d you into flumbers 
till your dreams became your greatelt fin. 

Eurith. When I fhall Mufick need, Pll 
fay cach tree doth entertain a Quire at Na- 
tures charge: and what is he dares touch 
the Tufcan Lute, whilft in the night he hears 
the Bird begin her penfive notes 5 whole 
feather’d Anceftor the fiery Terens wrong’d? 

Theand. And whilft thy days of bondage 
laft, thou with thy artful Needle fhalt draw 
in filken Imag?ry, the ftories of our fatal 
love. 

[ Theander gazing on her, rifes and tarts. 

Eurith. Ay me, what fudden terrour 


fhakes you thus, into a wild demeanour of 


your looks? 
Theand. Such fire as this Ihave not felt 
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his fond Idolaters are giddily infpir’d, is 


before, it burns my heart, my blood runs 
flaming, till my fcorched Veins together 
curle. 


_ Eurith.Tell me,the beft of Princes? what’s 


your grief? 


Theand. °Tis ftrange; come -Eurithea 


let us walk. 


aie) 


Eurith. Will you divide your troubles 3 


from my breaft? fhall J not know your 


grief, which though my pity cannot remedy, 
my prayers may ? 


Theand» Xt is a fire, kindled and bred in : 


Hell: for it perfwades and warms me toa ~ 
guilt, as ftrange and diftant from my know;, 


ledge, as my will ; move on,my gentle Loves — 


Oh ftay! go back! go back a while till Pve 
{ubdu’d my thoughts. 


Eurith. Help him, {weet Heaven, preferve 
his reafon fafe. 
Theand- Nay, do not weep, thofe watry 


Obfequics ferve to lament, not quench fuch 


Fun’ral fire as mine, 
Euritb. A Funeral fire ? 


Theand. O yess twill burn me after ‘ 


death, though thou couldft drop more 


fhowers than April weeps when March 


hath blown the ruder winds into hiseyess 


though every tear thou fhed’ft were {weld 


into a wave, thou couldft not quench this — 


fecret fire. 


Eurith. Dear Theander ! f : 4 


Theand. Hide, hide thy beauty e’re thon 


fpeak’ft ; put on thy Vail: nay, clofer yet— — 
[She vails hey felfe 


Eurith. You careful Angels that refide 


above, can you have butinefs of more 
grace or need, than to confider fuch a — 


change asthis? Zbeander, {peak, what may 
it mean ? 


Theand. To name it, were fuch impu- ‘ 


dence, as Ravifhers cannot attain till they 


are grown long exercis’d, and old. 

Eurith. Thefe words are newer than the 
wondrous caufe that gives them breath. 
Zheand. Bold Devil’ thou imperious 
flame, fure I fhall ftifle thee at laft. Now 
come my Earithea, lets move on, thy 
ftrong, o’recoming beauty clouded thus, we 
may converfe, and fafely too I hope. ‘Alas, 
why doft thou weep? O fad, finifter change! 
Lam refolv’d; for if my tainted Veins fill 
harbour this difeafe, I will not need thy an- 
gex Phylomont, to make me bleed. | 


[ Exeunt. 


“ 
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ACT IV. 


SCENE L. 


Enter Buonatelte, Sciolto, Fredeline. 


| Buo- We is the honour of my Sci- 


ence now? are my affettions 
true? I told you, though their cold unpra- 
Gis'd conititutions might for two fhort 
hours be an impediment to our fierce hopes, 
it could not fail to work. 

Scio. Magnanimous Rabbin, thou haft 
conquer’d us, we yield to thy Philofophy 5 
I would knecl down for expiation of my 
mif-belief, but that my joynts are old, and 
it. were troublefom to rife again, my fine 
Magical Mounfier, be courtly in thy Learn- 
ing, embrace us, and forgive our Hercfie, 

Buo. But are you reconcil’d (with pious 


thoughts) unto the ancient Sages, and be- 


lieve their knowledge of fome ule ? 
Scio. They are Right Worfhipfal, Preve- 
rence all their Ghofts 5 but for the old fellow 


that walk’d With’s Lanthom to find honeft 


men, introth he did an Anceftor of mine a 
private wrong, fticks in my ftomach yet. 
Fred. My Lord, it needs muft be fo, long 


ago your goodnefs fhould perfwade your 


memory to blot it out; but pray what 
wrong, could poor Diogenes afford your An- 
ceftor ? 

Scio. Why, meeting him in a blind Lane, 
he denied to Jend him that Lanthorn, which 
you know, Signior, to a Gentleman in filk 
Stockings, and white Shoos, was a difcour- 
tefic. 

Buo. You Lordfhip’s fubtle in Antiquities, 
and have kept a very nice Intelligence. 

Scioe Well, Fredeline, this lucky Plot was 
ours, we’ve done cnough. Hatt thou con- 
vers’d with the good Duke fince he did feel 
the med’cine in his blood ? 

Fred. O, Sir, the Ice is melted that hath 
kept his veins fo frozen and condenc’d 5 he 
muft find out, that Nature made a Woman 
for {ome ufe more confequent, than to con- 


. -verfe with and admire: béfides, this our be- 


lov’d and knotty Sophifter hath fill’d me 
with fuch potent arguments, Divine and 
Moral: to perfwade the rites of Marriage, 
wife, and feemly too, as he fhall needs con- 
fent in’s reafon and his will, that he was once 
begotten, and muft now beget. 

Scio. Th’aft drawn this Circle with my 
own compa(s, and rais’d a fpirit in’t Agrip- 
pa’s felf, were he alive, could not allay. 
~ Fred. Nay more, by my appointment, 
Sir, there waits a Pricft, at th’ Chappel 
door, who juft upon the nick of his conver- 
fion may appear, and tye that myftick knot 5 


which Eurithea hardly will unloofe again. 

Sciolt. Exquifite Fredeline, 1 hear the 
Dofe 1 gave my Son, hath turn’d him from 
a tame Souldier toa Town Bull; I will go 
feck him ftrait, and find fome means t’ap- 
peafe his am’rous wrath. [ Exit 

Fred. Philofopher, we two mutt feal a 
brotherhood; come, ket me fhake thy He- 
brew and thy Greek tranfcribing Filt; Not 
all thy Leathern, nor thy Vellum friends, 
thofe dead companions on thy fhelves, fhall 
be more faithful to thee than thy hamble 
Fredelene. 

Buo. Though my own ftudics, Sir, be fo- 
lemn and profound, Ihonour a good Wir, 
and can be tickled with pure Fancy as well 
as youthful Poets in their Wine; yours I 
have plac’d in my firft choice. 

Fred. Ah my Philofopher! if thy almigh- 
ty Art could do one courtefie, in my behalf. 

Buo. But nameit, Sir; we that are rich 
in treafure of the mind, like others wealthy 
in their gold, do oft preferve the beft and 
chiefeft part conceal’d. 

Fred. Couldft thou by fome rare fubtle 
compound, work on Nature fo, that whom 
Ilov’d might be infore’d to make return of 
an affection hot and violent as mine, me- 
thinks I fee a cheerful anfwer in thy looks, 
be kind, and fpeak fome comfort ¢’re I 
faint. 

Bao. This may be done. 

Fred. How, how? my fage immortal 
friend ? 

Buo. Youare in love! 

Fred. Elatonically, Sir,no otherwife. 

Buo. Fie, fic! profefs a friendfhip, and 
prefume to gull me with a Ladies Paradox! 
do not I know what that imports? 

Fred. Well, Sir, you that have skill tin- 
terpret all the Eaftern tongues, may man- 
nage my weak words into what fenfe you 
pleafe. | 

Buo If you expec redrefs, the Miftrefs 
whom you love mult grow familiar to my 
fight, that I may ftudy her complexion, and 
her years then mark which way her foul’s 
inclin’d. 

Fred. I know ’twill be as fafe a fecret in 
your knowledge as in mine,’tis Eurithea.— 

Buo. Y thank you much, not for the truft. - 
you put into my breft, but for your brave 
ambition, Sir, for Laffeét great Spirits like 
great Wits: but give me leave to ask. 

Fred. 1 will prevent you, Sir, for I pre- 

Beer fume 
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fume you'll but demand what others privy 
to my bold defign, why I thus toil to make 
Theander marry her, fince by my hopes pre- 
{crib’d for mine own Bed ? 

Buon. You guefs my wonder to the full. 

Fred. My other inftruments I thought too 
- thick and heavy foul’d, to merit knowledge 
of this myftery, but you have reafon, Sir, 
and fhall be fatish’d. ; 

Buon. Signior, I wear your praife as my 
beft dignity. 

Fred. Pray liften then. If { fhould think 
t’ enjoy her by the tame and formal title of 
a Wile, I were but fimply gull’d by my 
o’reweening, and too fawcy ignorance, as 
knowing well my birth, my fortune, and 
my years make me unfit for fuch a hopes 
but when fhe comes to rellifh man, whofe 
warm contraction makes her thaw,’ then 
like a Spring too long imprifon’d in her 
Ice, fhe’ ll {pread into a lib’ral Stream, that 
ewry thirfty Lover may Caroufe, until his 
heat be quench’d. 

Buon. ? Tis fubtly faid; but Signior, now 
fuppofe the Wedding paft, have you no 
other means to profecute your love ? 

Fred. More cunning and, fublime! my 
deep defignments have contriv’d, before his 
bridal kiffes cool upon her lips, he fhall grow 
jealous of her chaftity. This, Sir,is certain 
as the nights fucceflion to the day, and 
well you know, fhe that finds her Husband 
jealous without caufé, will lye Perdu until 
fhe give him one. 

Buon. Thy bold ambition and thy wit, 
indear’d thee firft unto my thoughts, but 
_ now I find thee deeply read in Lovers Poli- 
ticks; the luftful Pricfts of Paphos might 
have been Difciples to thy skill. How 1 af- 
fect mitchief, when managed by a brain, 
can lead and ufher it in new untrodden 
ways? 

Fred. But will you make this compound, 
Sir ? 

Baon. It fhall be ftraight prepar’d, which 
ere you fleep you mult receive into your 
noftril by a fume made on a little fire of 
Caffia Roots; then gaze on her to morrow 
but two minutes fpace, until your am’rous 
Optick fpirits by a fecret tranfmutation 
{ical into her eyes, and ftraight the work is 
crown’d. { Enter Theander. 

Fred. 1 am obliged to facrifice my life: 
the Duke is come, away. It is not fit your 
friendfhip fhould be yet begun; go to your 
Limbeck dear Philofopher. [ Exit Buon. 
_ Theand. Leifure, and drowfie floth, did 
firt beget thefe crooked and abortive 
thoughts : they are the progeny of cafe. 
What doT here? when I had bufinef$ in the 
Camp they ne’er durft tempt me in my idleft 
dreams ; But oh! they have o’recome my 
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nature, and my ftrength! if there be reme- 
dies, V1l chufe the beit. 


‘Fred. This mom your excellence was 


—. 


pleas’d to think my counfels, learn’d, and . 


requifite; I with your wife opinion may | 


not change her faith; there waits a Prictt 
within wall give a {weet and fudden cure to 
your difeafe. 
Theand. \ thank you, Sir, have you ac- 
guainted Phylomont with my defire ? 
Fred. He will obey you, Sir,—look where 
he comes. 


Enter Phylomont. 


Phyl. Sir, 1am told, you with’d me here 
on fome affair may much concern us both, 
and that our meeting fhould be full of equal 
courtefie, 


Theand. Sir, 1 have done you wrong, 2 


and made mine eyes fevere inquifitors to 


find your faults, but vail’d them when they i 


look’d upon mine own. ‘I’m grown lels 


temp’rate than your felf, fomething I fed, 
which to extenuate. with civility Pd name, 
unrulinefs of youth, though I was wont to _ 


call’t a fin. ; 


Phyl. O, is it come to this? Pil cafhicr 
my new levy’d Troops, we’ll kill no Soule 


diers, Sir, there’s hope we may beget fome 
now. Theander, {peak ? fhall we preferve 
our Enfigns folded, and proclaim a peace? 
Theand. My Sitter you fhall marry, Phy- 
lomont. 
Phyl. I thank you, Sir, moft heartily: 


You, if you pleafe, fhall marry mine, and _ 


then do with her what you lift; for Pil 
make bold with yours. 


Fred. This Duke is one of P/ato’s Heres 
ticks. 


Theand. Howe’re our inward inclinati- 


ons are moft foul, let us CI pray) enforce a 


little virtue from Hypocrifie, and hide it 
from external vicw. 

Phylo. TIbeander, 1 was bred under as 
chafte and modelt Difcipline as any Prince 


alive 5 and can affe&t a Lovers tendernefs, 


and decency of {peech, but not to know the 
order and the courfe of things, were fond 
unmetal’d Ignorance. Is’t not the cuftom, 
Sir, that we mutt marry firft, and then to 
Bed ? | 

Lheand. To Bed, that isto fleep. 

Phyl. Right, if the Bridegroom, Sir, be 
mad, ileep is his Med’cine then; I’m fober, 
I thank. Heaven, and know my bufinefs, 
your Sifter fhall find it, 

Theand. All this is news to me; either 
thou knoweft too much, or I have thought 
a virtue what more pregnant men may term 
a dull miftake; ic cannot be, I have a 
{trange inftiné that gives me pleafure in my 
former faith. Phyl. 


- thanks. 
Theand. This noble youth was by the ge- | 


. firaight. 


rt 


The Platonick Lovers. | 


Phyl. Enjoy it ftill, your life and moti- 
on, Sir, you can preferve by immaterial 
fire, we that are forc’d to keep our {pirits 
warm in flefh and blood, muft be content to 


live as other mortals do. 
Theand. 1 prethee let’s difpute it bafhful- | 


ly yet I would learn, is cuftom grown fo 
bold? firft marry Phylomont, and ftraight 
to bed! . 

Phyl. To bed, that’s as you faid to fleep; 


and then *tween fleep and waking, Sir, to 


touch, as *twere by chance, not purpofe, 

and fo fall into—You pues the reft. 
Theand. Enough, Vl hear no more. 
Phyl. But where’s your Sifter ? I would 


fain difpatch. 


Theand. Condué& him to her, Fredeline 5 


this Key will open you the way, if I fhall | 


need her pardon to excufe m? unskilfulnefs, 
intreat it for me, Sir. 

Phyl. It thall be eafily attain’d: 

Fred. This is a fervice Lhave much de- 
fir'd to your Excellence. 

Phyl. Signior, you have deferv’d my 
| Exeunt Phyl. Fred. 


neral voice held moft exact and heavenly in 
the whole demeanour of his life, his judg- 
ment is of late defil’d, or what I feel is no 
Rebellion of my reafon, but my itrength, 
not a difeafe, but fome odd {awcinels: of 


a health, which he doth merrily commend. 


[ Exter Eurithea vail’d. 
Behold my fair Cathufian now appears, 
whofe purer thoughts and beauty foon wiil 


turn this new opinion to an herefie. 


Exrith. I was perf{waded, Sir, thus vail’d, 
to wait on your commands. 

Theand. ?Tis now ({weet Enrithea) in 
thy power to fhew mercy that may iave my 
life. Slaves that are chain’d unto the heavy 
Oar, who labour till they chafe the reftlets 
Waves into a foam, are not inthrall’d like 
me, 

Earith. Can you believe, my Lord, your 
griefs are 0 contracted to your felt, fo flow 


_ and lame with their fad weights that in 


this tedious {pace they ne’re could travel to 
my heart? know they have made a vifit 
here, here they are lodg’d; and I could 
with (though ttrangers much uuwelcom’d 


at the firft) they never would return from 
~ whence they came. © : 


Theand, Thou art too pitiful: but be fo 
fill, that I may flatter my oppreffions with 
fome hope, if not with remedy, grant a 
requeft which I unwillingly muft urge, and 


| _ thou fhale faintly hear. : 
_. Earith. Why do J languifh with de- 
Vays? call’t not (Theunder) a requeft, but a 


command, and juttly confident reveal it 
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Theand. O that we could exchange intel- 
ligence with our duinb thoughts, and make 
our meaning known e’re it fhould néed the 
tongue! Tcannot, dare not name’t. 

Eurith. You wrong, th’ unblemith’d vir- 
fue of your foul, your contemplation ne- 
ver could create a bufinels fo deform’d, .as 
not deferves to be deliver’d by your voice, 
1 figh, and mourn until T hear’r, nea 

Theand. Wf1 muft fpeak, 1 would fome 
Northern Froft, that puritics the morn’s in- 
fected mifts, would purge my bieath, ere 
it arrive unto thine ear. Poor Enrithea, 
you muft marry me, 

Eurith. \s’t this, that fo hath vex’d your 
utterance? more willingly than I would 
leave the black and footy Caves, where 
Fiends refide, to walk 7th’ fragrant dwell- 
ings of the bleft: Lead on, be chearful, and 
recall your health, your Prieft, with cere- 
monious Rites will quickly perfect your de- 
fire. 

Thean. So willingly! ttay Exrithea, can 
you guefs th’intent of what you would per- 
form, of many new and undifcover’d trials 
you fhall make of things, we had not cou- 
rage yet to learn; dark deeds, and practis’d 
in the night, which when our halty youth 
fhall ask our wifdom leave, may {ecm per- 
haps convenient, but not good. 

Eurith. Why fhould 1 make my medita- 
tion judge of what’ your better knowledge 
hath refolv’d? thus I unvail, to tell the 
world I dare i’ch’ open interview of light, 
approve and jultifie your worlt and fecret 
thoughts. Theander lead the way. 

Theand. O cruel Stars! I fhall betray a 
Virgin now, whofe innocence is fo extream, 
it yields and turns to guilt? 

Exrith. Why do you ftay, my Lord, and 
ftrive to make, or find new forrows, -c’re 
the old are loft. 

Theand. Leaveme, my gentle Love; I 
will not go, nor tell the caufe: would thou 
were’t wicked as my {elf awhile, that thou 
might’{t know’t: my eyes grow fick ’tis 
not fecure to wear thy beauties thus dif. 
play’d. a 

Eurith. Alas, thefe are but couz’ning 
forms, there 1s no truth in your delays; 1 
know you {poke in the-fincerencfs of your 
foul, when you profefs’d our Marriage 
would aflift your mind’s recovery. Thean- 
der, come. : 

Theand. Dull Fate! where is the vigour 
that: 1 fhow’d when ‘our lowd Cannon 
feem’d to ftifle the affrighted day with 
{moke, and Rivers flow’d themfelves into a 
new extent, {welling their Tides with hu- 
mane blood? in Lovers foft and fimple 
War, I’m weaker thana Child. 

Eurith. Still more delays! you kill me if 
you ftay.  Theand. 
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Theand- She is refolv’d, her better An- 
gel {ure is ever by her fide, no danger then 
can harbour where fhe goes, and yet I bluth 
as I fhould need her Vail to hidemy fhame 
E’re I commit the Sin lead you the 
Wway- 

Ewrith. This is a ftrange command ' here, 
follow, Sir. 

Theand. Thou little,, though imperious 
God of love, how wilt thou fit and {mile 
when thou fhalt fee 
To footh thy wantonnefs,and {well thy pride, 
The Bridegroom woo’d, and uther’d by the 

Bride ? [ Exennt. 


Enter Gridonel, Caftraganio, Arnoldo, - 
Jafpero. 

Grid. 1 will not folow a Platonick Duke, 
fo tell him, Sir, I am infpir’d,and know the 
meaning of the word. 

Caftr. Be not fo furious, Sir, Pm of your 
Sect, unlefs he fuddenly recant, Lam refolv’d 
fooner to ferve the great Turk. 

Grid. The Turk! Is he platonically giv- 
en? 

Caftr. Troth, Sir, not much; he hath 
fome feven hundred of thofe taff’ty crea- 
tures you admire fo, in’s own houfe. 

Grid. Would I were the great Turk but 
for one Month; yet tis a chargeable place, 
he cann’t fpend lefs than a Colonels pay in 
Pins among thefe Damfels, befides Muffs, 
and fine white Gloves! Poor Gentleman, 
he lives at a great rate. Caffragan’o, a 
word [ Takes him afide. 

Caltr. Be not fo boifterous, Sir, the Pow- 
der works firangely. 

Grid. Fetch me your Sifter hither ftrait. 

Caftr. But for what purpofe ? 

Grid. What’s that to you. ve occafion 
to ufe her. Something I muft do,T know not 
what’tis, but I begin to feel the will be very 
convenient for me at this time. 

Caftr. If you'll agree upon the wedding 
hour. 

Grid. How long then muft I fray ? 

Caftr. Tilla Licenfe be brought from Pa- 
lermo, and the Prieft have done his office. 

Grid. 1 have not patience to expect till 
then, go bring her hither ftraight 5 difpatch, 
or Vl wear out my Fift upon your {mooth 
countenance. / 

Caftrae You are too rude, Pll leave you, 
Sir. ' [ Exit. 

Grid. Deny me fuch a poor requeft? "tis 
.an ill-natur’d Rogue ! Come hither, Fafpero, 
have you a Silter ? 

Fafp- Yes, and a pretty one, I thank my 
Stars. 

Grid. Fetch her to me inftantly, I cannot 
fiay. 
Fafp. You muft have patience till her 
Nurfe have made her ready, Sir. 
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Grid. Her Nurfe, what does the witha 
Nurfe ? 

Fafp. She is at fuck, and hardly fix 
months old. 

Grid. Atfuck' nay if the lye at that poor 
Ward, fhe is not for my turn. Arnolds? 
prethee fetch me thine. 

Arnol. 1 would be glad to do my Friend a 
courtefie. Would you had {poke in time, for, 
Sirsintroth fhe’s dead. 

Grid. Ido not like a dead MiftrefS. Well, 
Gentlemen, you muft each ftand Sentinel 
clofe at the Laundry door, and bring me 
the firft prize, no words, it muft bedone. 

Arnold. Gladly, we love the employ- 
ment, Sir. 


Fafp. This Souldier has din’d with the - 


Devil lately, he’s vildly alter’d 


[ Exit Jafp. Arnold. . 


Grid. Ym wondrous hot wirthins my 
Guts are dry’d toa bundle of matchs and 
I breathe Gunvowder. What have Idone 
of late, where have I bin?-Jet me confi 
der it——_——. 


Enter Sciolto. 


Sciolt. Hah! melancholy,Son; thy Cor- 
poral would look merrier when he fees ‘his 
Feather worn i’th’ Enemies Hat,and’s Knap- 
fack without Bread, tell me, what dolt thou 
want? ‘so 

Grid. Something that you may help me 
to; you, Sir, are old, and well experienc’d. 
in the world. 

Sciolt. And thou fhalt have it then: tell 
me what is’t ? 

Grid. Why, Sit, a Wench. . 

Sciolt. How Boy! make me your Pimp! 
do not vex me, you fhould know I could 
fight in my youth. 

Grid. , Sir, any man will fight for a 
Wench. 

Sciolt. You will provoke me, get you in, 
and give attendance to Theander’s marriage 
Rites, ’tis ftraight to be perform’d. 

Grid. Alas, I dare not go; there is a 
caufe not fit to be told. 

Sciolt.You know what’s fit! y’ had beft to 
tellit me. Speak, what’s the caufe you dare 
not go! 

Grid. Sit, I fhould ravith the Bride. 

Sciolt. Ate you fo eager bent ? Rare Phi- 
lofopher ? 

Grid. M I but fee a Prieft, and a Maid by, 
I thall beat him, Sir, unlefs he do his Office, 
ftraight, and marry us. 

Scio. Hah! "tis high time to wear mine 
eyes open. He may chance in thismad fit, 
contract himfelf to fome Inheretrix that’s 
landed on the High-way, whofe Father fells 
fine Crab-fticks, and Hazle-nuts to riding 

Citizens, 


a 


LET AS | sat 
- 


Citizenss Come, Son, this Key muft lock 
youups you fhall remain a Prifoner in my 
Chamber till you grow more tame. 

Grid. ll not be taken Prifoner, Sir, by a- 
ny man alive. 

Scio. Nor yet obey your Father; you'll 
not enforce me draw my Sword ? 

Grid. No, Sir, you had not beft. 

Scio. D’you threaten, boy! not beft to 
draw my Sword? 

’ Grid. No, Sir, fer fear you f{prain your 
arm: thefe weak old fellows know not 
what’s good for em. 

Scio. Sirrah, go in, one difobedient word, 
and [ will dif-inherit thee. 

Grid. My Lord, Pll yicld, but if you 
would but lock fair Amadine a Prifoner Vth’ 
fame room. 

Scio. ThouTraitor, get thee in. 

Grid. Perhaps the would be willing, Sir. 
~ Scio. Goin I fay. ; [ Exit. 


Enter Phylomont and Aricla. 
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fafe authority, they cann’t ask what’s fit to 
be deny’d. [He kiffes ber. 

Phyl. This feems, methinks, a new de- 
meanor, fheisalter’d much, more free and 
kind than fhe was wont. 

Ario. Why doft thou ruminate afide, ag if 
thy Meditation were too guilty, or too great 
too be reveal’d. 

Phyl.. Give me (thou pretious darling of ~~ 
my heart) the priviledge to doubt a little, 
and refolve me firaits why are thy coarte- 
fies fo great now, & fo eafily attain’d, which 
heretotore thou diditideprive me of with 
frowns. 

Ario. It fhall be evex thus, my paffion, 
and my thoughts are chang’ds as Exrithes 
with my Brother lives, fo fhall our conver-. 
{ation take all liberty, and our falutes be far 
more amorous and bold, though vertuous 
till. i 
Phyl. This bounty had been excellent, 
when you had priviledge to give, or to de- 
ny; but now your Charter’s out of date, 


-| and mine begins to rule: the Prieft attends 


Phyl. Let me a while contain thee in 
mine arms (Belov’d Ariola ) the force of 


Indian . winds that fhake the aged Cedar 


from his root fhall not divide us now. 
Arjo. Here I would fiay ( my valiant 


Phylomont ) till death fhould wave his dart, 


and becken us to follow him unto the hid- 
den fhades, till he fhould make by angry 


_ power thefe kind embraces cold. 


Phyl. How {ad and difmal {ound the fare- 


_ wels which poor Lovers take, whom defti- 


ny dif-joyns, although they know their ab- 
fence will be thort; and when they meet a- 
gain, how mutical and {weet, are all the mu- 
tual joys they breathe ° 

Ario- Like Birds, who when they fee the 
weary Sun forfake the world, they lay their 


little heads beneath their wings, to eafe that 
~ weight which his departure adds unto their 


gricf. 

Phyl. Tis true my love: but when they 
fee that bright perpetual traveller return, 
they warm & air their Feathers at his beams, 

and fing until their gratitude hath made 
them hoarte. 
« Ari. My Brother I requeft may be forgiv- 


~ en, and call not my refiraint his cruelty, 


*t hath mended me within, and fill’d me 
with fuch bleff’d defigns, as will deferve 
your wonder and your thanks. Forgive him 
Phylomont. 

Phyl. Our friendthip is reftor’d, which 


‘thus I will confirm with vows.upon thy fa- 


cred hand, but furely it were better ratifi'd 
upon thy baulmy lip, which after abfence, 
decent cuftom will allow to thofe, who are 
delighted when they mect. ~ 

Ario. Your vertues have fuch great and 


me 


below to celebrate our Nuptial Rites, which 
is the happy hour that doth advance the 
Husbands Government; come to the Chap- 
pel, firaight. 

Ariol. A little pawfe; what need we 
marry, Sir? I lately was inftrudted toa 
clearer choice of our felicity: is it not bet- 
ter to live thus, in a perfeGtion that we 
know, than to attempt new joys, which 
our unskilfulnefs fhould make us doubt ? this 
is the Angels life; my Brother told me fo, 
and then he breath’d fuch holy Leétures as 
have profper’d much upon my foul. 

Phyl. Not marry (my Ariola?) is that the 
fatal word ? take heed how you are footh’d 
into a ftrange and fond belief. 

Ariol. Your caution (Sir) is only need- 
ful to your felf, can you defire a bleffing 
more exa&t than this we may poffefs, to live 
in everlafting. confidence of what we do, yet 
{till embrace, and love, although in perfons 
not conjoin’d, united im our fouls ? 

Phyl. Thefe are but trivial documents, 
alas! Pm hardly taught, thus rafhly.to re- 
nounce what all the wifer would have taken 
fo much leifure to approves befides, Ariola, 
you much mittake your Brother, for jutt 
now I faw him married, the Deeds pat, 
thefe hands gave, and prefented him to Hy- 
mens we, and he’s preparing for my Sifters 
Bed. : 

Ariol. Your Sifters Bed ! (gentle my Lord) 
beware how youconter a Calumny, which 
all your Orizons, and mine to help them, 
cann’t excufe to Heaven. 

Phyl. Let me conduct you to him, and 
your eyes fhall witnefs my affertion for a 
truths 
| Ariol. 
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Ariol. No, Sir, if he be guilty grown, I 
fhall not with to fee him fo3 can he recant 
thus foon, the fair Religion he did preach 
with all the fervency of mind ? 

Phyl. Do not lament, th’ example you 
fhould rather follow than accufe: come, 
my Ariola, like him we’ll marry too, our 
wifdom fhall perf{wade us to’t. 

Ariol. Some wicked Spirit ftrives, Sir, to 
betray us both: make tryal of this new un- 
ufual happinefs awhile, live, and converfe 
beneath the fpreading, Poplar for our fhade, 
and for variety we'll fic on yonder Rivers 
flowry Banks. 

Phyl. There whifper till we court him to 
delay his journey tothe Sea, and {well, un- 
til he leave his fcaly deaf Inhabitants upon 
the Shore, as tribute to our loves. 

Ariol. 1, Phylomont, thele are the guiltlefs 
{ports, , 

Phyl. Fine holy Dreams indeed, but can- 
not laft, you and I muft marry, ’tis re- 
folv’d. 

Ariol. Banith that thought, or I will take 
my leave, and be eftranged for ever from 
thy fight. Bue when reclaim’d, feek me i’th’ 
mirtle Grove. 

Phyl. Stays fair Ariolz, my reafon fure 
muft laugh at this fubje@ion of my faith, 
but I will on, freedom and kind addreffes 
fhe hath ftill affur’d 5 come follow me,like an 
Unwilling Protelyte, I flowly move 
To try the pleafures of Platonick-Love. 

[ Exeunt. 


Enter Amadine, Fredeling with a Paper, 
ana Caftraganio. 


Amad-. Dilpatch, Sir, it grows late, my 
Lady will expe I wait on her to Bed, the 


intelligence I bring, is full of certainty and | 


truth: make your advantage oft with your 
beft skill. 

Fred. Wilt thou adventure, Amadine, ’tis 
‘but (at worft) the forfeitare of thy poor 
fervice, which Pl} requite with giving thee 


young, Gridonel to be thy Husband; my | 


plots.have fo defign’d, why did I order’t 
elfe that he fhould take the Med’cine which 
hath fore’d him to fuch feminine attempts? 

Amad. Indeed he’s grown more bold 
with me of late, and will come fairly on in 
time. 

Fred. O doubt it not, can my experi- 
enc’d head ftudy in vain? Captain, my in- 
dear’d friend, will you forfake me now, 
when fuch a ripe occafion fhows it felf, to 
give fuccefs unto my hopes? your Sifter is 
content to hazard all. 

Caftr. ’ Tis full of danger, Sir. 

Fred. Iwill be there my felf, and ftand 
between your perfon and his wrath. 


eT RAO 
Cafir. ’Tis certain lofs, Sir, of mycom- 
pany. , 

Fred. How ? what’s a Company that — 
brings as frail Revenue, and uncertain, as 
our purchafes at Dice, who'd live, and be 
maintain’d by others deaths? Look here, 
jut now I caus’d him fign this Grant, the 
Provoltfhip of Necofia newly void, which 
being under’s Hand and Sea! confirm’d, no 
new relapfe of favour can recall the Gift, 
You fee your Name here, Sir; the feat but 
done, Pll put itin your hand, then ftraight 
you may take Horfe, tide Poft unto your 
Government, your Sifter with you, onfome 
Parfons ftrong tall double Gelding, Sir, kept 
in my Stable forthat ufe ; and then laugh at 
your Patron till he ticken at your mirth. 

Amad. But thall my Husband Ele& fol- 
low us? 

Fred. And ride as {wittly as a Scythium — 
from a Battel loft. a 

Amad, In my weak judgment, Brother, — 
our Rewards are fair, I am refolv’d to ven-. 
ture it. 

Caftr. Early ’th’ morning, Sir? 

Fred. Juft at the firft appearance of the 
light. The Door I told you of, muft be — 
the place. a. 

Caftr. You will be there proteéted with 
your Sword ? 4 

Fred. A Captain, and raife doubts, that 
found like fears, come, Sir, all fhall be fafe. 


You to your Lady. Let’s meet i’th’ upper 


Lobby two hours hence, and there confult. 
My chymick fume I have already ta’ne, if 
that fucceed, and this plot thrive, I willre- — 
quire no more from my 
Uncertain Fate, nor Art, whofe ufual f{cope, 
Is but to pay learn’d induttry with hope. 

[ Exewnte 


| Enter Theander, Eurithea, ¢ Table, Stools, 
and Lights fet out. 


Theand. Husband, and Wife, we havea 
calling now  fhews it not ttrange, difquiet- 
ing thy tender ears with founds th’are un- 
acquainted with? Titles (methinks) that 
yet we know not how to wear, we fhould_ . 
be taught behaviour, and fome forms of 
gravity, are they not youthful, Eurithea? 

Eurith. My Lord, I am more ignorant 
than you: if we have ventur’d upon errors, 
we'll conceal them, and forgive our felves. 

Theand. Her beauty kindles in my breaft 
new fires, before the old are quench’d ; wife 
Fredeline told me, our Marriage would pro- 
cure my remedy. Alas! the cure’s to come, 
and now I mutt require’t as cuftom, ora du= — 
ty from her; in my nice thoughts ’ewill 
teach her impudence. O curs’d difeafe! 
What fhallI do? — Ss 


Eurith. 


a" 


. 


t 


; 


é 


_ Fool. 


os 


- Exrith. Theander, you are till perplex’d, 


I thonght the holy Prieft hada Mytierious |b 


power to make thefe troubles ceafe. Did 
you not vow our Nuptials was the means to 
fave your life? 

Theand. ToBed, my Evrithea, it is late. 
They fay the married pair are incident to 
cares, *tis fit they fhould flecp, prethee to 


| Beds fhall I go call thy woman? 


Eurith. My Lord, you are not kind: the 


__ tedious hours I could contract to minutes in 


your company,and wafte them fafter than our 
Village Girls that dance in Meadows all the 
Month of May. Tl take my leave, yet 
boldly too, with all the folemn fweetne{s 
of a Bride [Kiffes. 
My Lord, good night. 

Theand. Y am inflam’d again, did fhe not 
take her leave, and fay good-night? then 
whither muft I go? one Bed I thought kind 
Hymen had allow’d to both, fince by his 
God-head_we are made but one; thus it 
"is generally receiv’d : Stay, Eurithea, we 
mutt talk. 


~ Enter Amadine. 


Amad. Madam, your Bed’s prepar’d, fhall 
TV undrefs your Ladifhip, or the Bridegroom 


 firft? 7th? Province where I liv’d, we us’d 


to calla dozen apron Squires Cuncloath the 
Husband, then fow him ina Sheet, and lay 
him on his Pillow, tamely to expect the 
Bride two hours before fhe came. 
Exrith. Wench, thou art mad! D’ you 
—underftand her; Sir? 
Theand. A little, Eurithea. Do not you? 
Exrith. She talks as it were fit we two--- 
. Amad. Should lye together, that’s my 
meaning, Madam. 
Eurith. Herice, and leave us, immodeft 


Amad. knew °t would come to to this--- 
Fredeline will find my words true 5 the 


|“ thorning may, perhaps, make you both me- 


lancholly. [ Exit. 
Eurith. This Wench, Theander, hath 
been fam’d for wit; I doubt fhe hath expe- 
-Tience too in things not decent for th’ ob- 


fervance of a Maid. 


Theand. Alas, fhe talks but what the 
hears, and in her underftanding feems pro- 
_ perand fic! 


| + ~ Enrith. That we thould fleep together in 


‘ne Bed. 

Theand. Indeed it founds moft ftrangely 
‘to us yet, but ufe will dull thofe {cruples to 
the ear; it muft be done, cuftom will be 
obey’d. 
 Enrith. Never by us. We'll live to be 
examples, not, Sir, to follow thofe we can- 
not like; 


. 
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Theand. Confider; gentle Love, ere you 
elieve your own opinions bef. Why did 
we marry ? 

Eurith. That’s eafily refolv’d, I thought, 
Theander, {ome wild fad jealouliz had vex’d 
thy heart with fear of Rivalfhip, and by 
this facred band thou wouldft fecure and 
tye me to thy elf; more fafely to deftroy a- 
nothers hope, though thefe were needlefS 
doubts. I never gave you caufe to hold my 
love fufpeted yet. 

Theand. Thou dof miftake my grief, it 
hath a caufe more foul, which I'd acquaint 
thee with, if it were comely to reveul’t, but 
fince I have betray’d and led thy guiltle(s 
feet into this facred {nares °tis fit v avoith 
the {corns which fingularity and overbathful 
nicenefs will beget 5 we'll live as others do, 
as much i’th’ practifes of night as day. 

Eurith. O Theander\ the {weetnels of thy 
foul is fowr’d, like Cretan Wines that aré 
too excellent to laft; my Blood thou haft to 
water turn’d, and I fhall foon confiume it 
all in tears. 

Theand. Go, Eurithea, to thy Bed, fleep 
like a Virgin not a Wite, be by thy own 
embraces warm’d, enjoy thy bofom to thy 
{clf, away ! hafte to.thy Bed, Ito my Grave, 
and let my Coffin lye ungarnifh’d in the 
earth, come not to firew it o’re with Flow- 
ers: Tam fo peftilent, that I fhould blaftthee 
after death. j 

Eurith. Theander ftay! who knows but 
Heaven may give fuch mighty bleflings to 
my {peech that ftraight { may perlwade thee 


aa 


| from thy guilty thoughts ? 


Theand. Never: my breaft is now become 
the burning Prifon of the Fiends, it is fo 
fulpherous and hot, methinks they find their 
punifhment increas’d, and would to coot 
themfelves, return unto their former Hell. 

_Eurith. O diretul extafie! can {hear this 
and live ? 

Theand. Vil tell thee more, to make thee 
flye with fome kind Angels borrow’d wings, 
from this infeéted Region where I breathe. 
Know all our marriage Vows (which cer- 
tainly were firlt ordain’d for holy ufe) I 
meerly took, as formal helps to my perni- 
tious Juft, 

Eurith. Yet flay, in this fhort tyranny of 
time, thou canft not be fo finful grown, as 
to defpife my pity and my Prayers too! O 
{tay- 

Theand. I dare not, for thine eyes aug- 
ment my {mart, each fimall negle@ed beam 
they fhed, I gather up in flames, -and quite 
pervert their virtuous influence to a luliful 
fire. 

Exrith. Thou loft; remainder of the no- 
bleft Prince, the ative War or wifer Courts 
e’'re knew, how do I blufh to find my 

Eff ; groans 


408 . Lhe Platonick Lovers. 


ee PR ee en ec 

groans and fighs, have left me breath enough | it that fo emboldens vex’d humanity, makes 

to {peak my latt farewel. ; us complain, thofe undifcern’d immortal 
Theand. How far is it to Heaven, that yet | governours are often in : 

this, Ladies mournings are not heard, for if | Their bounty flow, in Juftice too fevere, 


they were, my fufferings and my guilt would | And give not what we beg, but what we 


ceafe; or cannot our petitions climb, and fear. 


get accefs as nimbly as our faults? O this is [ Exent. 


ACT V. SCENE. I. 


Enter Theander, Fredeline. 


Thean Y ‘gladnefs doth o’recome me, | Enter Caftraganio (ina night Gown wnready) | 


Fredeline, the ficknefS of my and Amadine. 
blood is gone, my hot and eager thoughts = 
grow temp’rate now, my veins are cool Caftr. They both are come, {peak louder, 
within, as filver Pipes replenifh’d from a | Amadine, he cannot hear us elfe. 
Spring. Thean. Hah! who are thefe? 
Fred. Xt feems the Philofophers Dofe hath| Fred. They come from Exritheas Chame 


done working, ’tis well he is already mar- ber, Sir, let’s retire to the Arras, and liftento 


ried. their talk 


Thean. OT am light, more nimble than Amad. Brother, take heed how you dife — 
a Dove, or empty Eagles in their mornings | courfe and boaft of your accelS, Theander — 
fights methinks this finful veftment of my | would go near to kill us both, it he but Knew 


fich fhows clean and new upon my foul, | of this nights revelling. 


now I fhall fleep again, and have fuch guilt- Cajir. Doft think I wear my tongue fo a 


lefs dreams, as 1 may tell my mother when I {lipp’ry in my mouth, thefe are not pleafures 


wake. fit to be reveal’d: away we have faid e 
Fred. ’Tis ftrange the operation fhould | nough ? [ Ex. Caftr. and Amad. — 
decay fo foon; fome few hours hence my| Fred. They have obfery’d your language 2 


fubtle Fume will govern in mine eyes: and | to a Syllable. 


x 
there 1 hope continue longer than his luft Thean. Sure he did urge my name! and 
hath done with him. : {poke as it concern’d. my juftice to deftroy 


. Thean. Vm thinking, Fredelixe, how Ex- | em both.. Who are they, thouknow’ft’em 


rvithea will rejoyce, when fhe thall find what | Fredeline ¢ 


maftery her holy friends above have wrought Fred. My indear’d friend; can you be 


in my behalf. guilty of fuch clofe night exercife? _ 


I told you,Sir, to find her pentive in her bed, | courteous fears? why dott conceal’t fo long? 
to draw her Curtains, and reveal your felf, ,; what ishe call’d? 
quite alter’d and recover’d in your mind, 
will by the {udden wonder much augment & you, my fecrecy fhould never make 


Fre& ’ Tis now near birth of day, and as | Thean. Who is thy fri¢nd? death on thy 


her joy. him fafe. °Tis Caftraganio and -his filter 
Thean. It mutt be full of pleatire, thew | Amadine, the that attends upon your wife. - 

the way. Theand. My wife: that title’s new, and 
Fred. That’s her Chamber,Sir,but through | will grow horrid now! her Chamber was 

aback door (unlefs her careful woman hin- | their Sphere of revelling: they came. from 

der us) 1 can convey you to her without | thence. . 

noife; make me your guide, and move to| Fred. Can you think fo, my Lord? 

your right hand. Thean. Why dott thou ftrive to leflen my 
Thean. \ thall be welcom’d and admir’d, | belief, with wearing fuch difguifes on thine 

ast had made my vifit from a Region fo | own? Thou faw’tt they came from thence. 

remote, that my return would be no more | Fred. Sir, if they did, that can inter no 

believ’d, than from the Grave. caufe, to make your reafon fo dilquieted 5 


Fred. Here I enjoyn’d my Captain and | Are there not many that will have. their- 


his Sifter ftand conceal’d, It he fhould prove | Lovers in their Ladies Chamber whilft the 
too cowardly tor fuch a guilt, I were un- | fleeps? rey 
done Sure that’s his voice. Theander. Hex Lover Fredeline! thou 
wouldft beguile my jealoufie with hopes im- 

poflible : 


Fred. Were he my Brother, and thus in-— 
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poflible : it is her Brother, think on that. 
Fred. Can Inceft feem fo ftrange to your 
conceit ? the fooner, Sir, for by that means 
th’are {ure tv? increafe the alliance, of thofe 
Children which they get, and make them 
more akin unto themfelvess but if the gen- 
tle Eurithea you fufpect (as be it far from 
my dull thoughts to raifea fawcy fear) let 
me kill him 
Theand. Go, follow ftraight : bring me 
his heart, that I may fee it pant and bleed 
within my hand. Kill him, his Sifter too: 
Yet ftay, ftay Fredeline : *tis not the cuttom 


of my foul, to be reveng’d by Deputy, or’ 


fix my anger where there "is not equal 
ftrength and valour to encounter it. 
Fred. But, Sir, if hé thould live to prat- 


tle in his Wine, and. boaft what he hath 
- done? 


‘ 


Theand. Gothen, take care thou {ee him 


ftraight imbarqu’d, and Ict fome cunning } 


Pilot ftcer him toa Coatt fo wild and di- 


 ftant from this Clime, that’s language ne- 
ver may be underftood? not to fecure my* 


fame, but in a piteous tendernefs to Exri- 
Falfe Euritbea! when J had 
purg’d my memory of all my raw unwhol- 
fom thoughts, could’ft thou detite’t again 
with aGing what I but unwillingly de- 
fir’d ?* 
Fred. Tis worth my poor vexation too, 
when I confider how the {cornful, that ma- 
lign’d the pure celeftial Sect of Lovers, 
which you mutually confpir’d to raife, will 
{mile when'thcy thall hear of this, and fay, 
twas an old Piatonick trick. 
—Theand. Leave me, and {ee him fuddenly 


i) imbarqu’d. 


Fred. Sir, your command fhall be obey’d 
but I befeech you not proceed to danger, on 


- thefe weak unlucky doubts. 


Theand. This was the caufe the did dif- 
{wade me from her Bed, that the might 
make another room, moft Virgin-like pre- 


_ tending *twas a crime to ask a Husbands pri- 


viledge: prethee leave me. 
Fred. I dare not yet my noble injur’d 
Prince. . [Exeunt. 


Enter Caftraganio, atd Amadine. 


Caft. I’m glad the danger’s patt: It had 
been hard to make me venture it, but that 
the Provofithip was a molt powertul bait. 

* Amad. And then to make the rich young 
Gridcnel my Husband too, for all his plots 


_. -are fure. 
Caff. But chat which perfected my confi- | 


dence, was thy affurance of the Lady’s ea- 
fie inclination to forgive  for,as thou told’tt 
me, if the wortt fucceed, and we fhould be 


conftrain’d to tell- the truth, the’ll pity 


-_ 
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young beginners, that are forc’d to hazard 
a little honefty to make *em rich, and is 
able to procure Theander’s pardon as her 
own. 

Amad. You may prefume it and rejoice, 
for I have felt her breaft; *tis oft and tex- 
der as a Pellicans 


Enter Fredelinewith a Parchment writing; 
and Pocket Inkborn. 


Fred. My noble Captain, and my pretious 
Friend, I will not name what lafting grati- 
tude, your cares and courage have oblig’d 
me to: Men that are hearty and fincere 
come late with promifes, and early with 
their deeds. 

Caft. I hope, Sir, though our Dialogue 
were thort, we utter’d your meaning in your 
own words ? 

Amad. My voice was valiant too, and 
lowd enough. 

Fred. All was exacter than my hopes de- 
fird: and now (juft dealing, Sir, doth 
ftrengthen love ) there is the Patent for 
your Provoftthip. Pray put it in your 
Pocket fafe, make choice of all my Horfes, 
ftraight to haften yeu unto your Govern- 
ment. 

Amad. And fhall my Husband follow us * 

Fred. Jaft now he’s drawing on his 
Boots. Friend, I implore I may by ev’ry 
Poft have Letters of thy bufinefs, and thy 
health; and pretty Amadine,when you have 
Children (as Heaven no doubt, will fend 
you ftore) pray keep them wari, and let 
me gat no Fruit, nor Fifhs you go untoa 
cold raw Clime, and I defire all your pofte- 
rity might thrive. 

Amad. \tis the kindeft Gentleman. 

Fred. We'll meet i th? Stable ftraight, 
i there have a parting tear or two, and {fo 
jfarewel. Mifchief on my frail memory. T 
had forgot a written Schedule here, to’ 
which I muft entreat your hands 

. [ Draws out a Paper, Pen and Ink. 

' Caffe How! what isit, Sir? 
| Fred. Only a fhort Certificate, that jufti- 
| fies you lay with Ewrithea, Sir; and Amadine 
mut needs {ubf{cribe, as witnefs that the faw 
| you in her Bed. 
|. Cuff. You fhall excufe me. 
_ Fred. Can you deny me this? 
| « Amad. What w’ have already done can 

raife but his fufpicions, this will make him 
.mad. 
| Fred. Speak, willyou write? * 

Caftra. Our other crime if it be found 
may be forgiven, but once confent to this, 
he’ll grow too wile, Sir, to be merciful. 

Frede Well, 1 muft feck for friendfhip 
among, beatts, there is no courtefic, no 

Ff <5 honetty 
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honefty i men. Determine ftraight, will | | Fred. You muft to Sea. ; y 


ye fubferibe ? Amad. To Sea, VIi drown here'firft; of 
Caftr. You have our anfwer, Signior, pray | ask pardon, and confefS all. 


receivert. Fred. Not one word more, on forfeiture 


Fred. Dear Friend I take my leave, {weet | of life. 


Amadine,farewel. Vm forry we mutt part, | — Cafire My wonder makes me dumb,I need 
as blind men do, never ‘to fee each other | no threats. 


ae Fred. You thall to the Bermudoes, Friend, 
Caltr. Believe not fo unkindly of our | and there plant Cotton whilft your Sifter 
denice learns to fpin: it is the Duake’s command; 


Fred. Never, I fear: for I {ufpe@ing you’d | and till I can provide a Ship, I muft inclofe 


. deny this {inall requelt, was fain to hire two | you in a Garret fafe, where you may weep 
fhagey ill-look’d Gentlemen, a brace of | and meditate. No howling now, nor cry- 


maffie hilted Rogues, who wait below to} ing Jowd, for fear my ill-fac’d Blades below 
o’rchear’t, and ftraight to qualifie your _ 
voices cut your throats; nordo not grum- 
Fred. Dear Friend, when did you-find 1! ble curfes out, 1 héld them much unwhol- 


cut your throats. . 
Caf?. Y’are not in earneft, Sir. 


was in jelt. However, if youll fix your | fom in a morning ere I break my faft. 


Names in writrng here, you may go on [Excant. — 


with fafety to your Government 5 fhall they 


come up ? Enter Phylomont, Buonatefte, Ariola. 


Amad. No, no Sir, if they be Rogues, | 


and have fuch fhaggy looks: Brother,d find] - Phyl. ’'m weary of this dull Platonich 
he’s mifchievous. life: d?you think that Pll fie fighing thus — 
| (Ariola) under a Poplar Tree, or whining — 
by a River fide? either confent to marry, or _ 
_ Fred. Gentle Miltrefs, your name too— | I will ftraighe take Horfe, ride to my Pro- — 
So, now ye are kind, Jet me embrace you | vince and {eek fome down-right Virgin out, 
both. And-pray look on the Patent, Sir, 1 | that knows Natures plain Laws, though not 4 


Caftr. Give me the Paper, Sir. 
. [He writes, and gives it Amadine. 


gave you to affure the Provoftthip..— the Art of love. » 


[ Caftra. takes it out, and opens it. Ariol. Can you complain I am unkind, © 
Caffrae Hah! here wants the Dukes hand. | or the {weet freedom which I give, is not 


_ Fred. Right ; to what purpofe pray | fo much as cithers virtue might allow ? 
fhould it be there, when the Othce is not Phyl. It isenough! men that ate fatisfy’d 


faln. with wind and air, may keep Camelions.— 
Cafr- Pm gull’d, led by the cars too like | company: I’m of another diet 5 I, my learn- — 

an Afs. 2 ed new acquaintance here, latighs to con=- 
Amad. And fhall I have-no Husband, | ceive what Hercules and’s fitty’ Miftreffes 

Signior? would have thought of a Platonick Lover. 


Fred. In troth 1 have been butied much Buon.’ He would have beaten’, 
of late, and never {poke unto the Gentle- | with his Club. 


man} befides, | thought y? had been in-|  Phy7. Will you confent to marry{peak? oe 


clin’d to the Platonick way. . |, Ariel. Vf Lam powerful with thee, Phylo- s 
Amad. 1 would my Nails: were long ‘ mont, let me-but woo thee to the Woods a- 
enough, Villain, i’d flea thee for it. | gain, and try bow my  perfwations can 


Fred. Alas, I {mile at Injuries. , 

Caftr. Peace, do not anger him: come, 
Sifter, we'll unto, my Garrifon. Vve.a 
Commiflion for a Company, I hope you'll 
{peak unto the Duke I may enjoy’, Vm 
dure his handis to’t. 

Fred. But yet you'll find a willing finail 
miltake too in that Grant; the Captain js 
not dead that had the place. 

Ca(tr.. Would I had fpirit but to beat my 
felf. © 

Fred. You are a Florentine; one of the 
fubtle Tribe, that think youg Neighbours 
have no-brains: I pray believe you found 
a dull Sicilian once, that could out-wit a 
Tufcan Gentleman. an 

Caftr. Y’are Mafter of your pleafure, Sirs 
whither fhall we go? 


{ubdue thy mind, unto our former tempe- 
rate Tove. 

Phyl. No, {thank Heaven; my fageand 
learned*Author, thall I humble you fo much 


departure hence. 
Buon. Stay alittle, Sir, the Lady may re- 
lent. ‘ j 

Phyl. My hopes grow cold. Pll inftantly 
away. , 
Ariol.Stay,Phylomont,1 do command thee 
ftay, by the Religion of thy facred Vows. 

Phyl. One hour I will, upon condition 
too, you walk afide with my Philofophes, 
and liften reverently to hisadvice. 

| Ariol. My reafon’s tortify’d , let him 
come in. . 


ee 
emer Se eS 


Phyl. 


S brains out 


as g0 to bid my Followers prepare for my 


- 


The Platonic 

Phyl. Away, ufe all the force of your ca 
pacity. ‘ 

Buon. Plato fhall lofe one fond difciple, 

Sir, or Pll go burn my Books. — —[_ Exeaut. 


Enter Theander and Eurithea, ae 
, - feveral doors. 


Theand. In this coorfe Pilgrims weed, 
I fhall enjoy that quietnefs, which though 
great Princes have the power oft to preferve 
in others,yet can ne’er command unto them- 
{elves. 

Earith. Alas, my Lord, what have I 
-done, that you fhould leave me and {ulpect 
my innocence? Why, will you thus become 
_a holy wanderer, to feek that happinefs in 
other Lands, which here you {corntully for- 


fake? What have I done? : 


Theand. \s thy offence grown up to be 
thy glory now, dott love to hear it told? or 


- art thou footh’d with hope it is conceal’d, 


the Stars are witneffes 5 they all grew wea. 
ry of the night, and wifh’d tor Clowds to 
hide their radiant eyes, from what unwil- 
lingly they faw? 

. Eurith. Eafe my amazement quickly, or 


- I dye. 


Theand. Thou, Exrithea, and the world 


_ are grown too falfe and fubtle, forthe ealie 


dull fincerenefs of my heart, I will xetire to 
Defarts and to Rocks, there feed the winds 
with my continual fighs: until I raife a 
ftorm fhall nighcly thake this Palace Towers, 


And give thy flattering confcience caufe to 


Hear, 
_ Though Iam gone ftill my revenge dwells 
here. Exit 


Exrith. O,1 would follow, but my gricfs 


~ are grown fo burdenfom, they bow me to 


_ the ground, ay, 
Blow various are the changes*ot our fate, 


[ She falls, 


‘Now mut I lofe him when he’s tafe re- 
ftor’d to all his chafte and noble thoughts: 
which way could Iconfent to an offence? 1 
am by fome confpiracy betray’d. 


Enter Fredeline. 


Fred. This Fellow and his Sifter mutt be 
fent to Sea with{peed, for fear fome acci- 
dent difcover all. Ewrithea J. the mottillu- 
ftrious Princefs of this Ile, look up, fair Vir- 

- gin-Wife: alas, why do you weep ? 
~ Eur 1h. Yam forlaken, Jott !. Theander is 
unkind, o’recome with jealoulie and {corn. 

Fred. Madam, I think, I partly know the 
caule, belicve’t, there are more Villains in 
the world, than will appear fo in the 


Die face: 


Enrith. But, Sir, know you what thus di- 
fiurbs my Lord ? - 
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Fred. Your Woman’s falfe: her Brother 
fuch a Knave, as were he fent t6 Hell, ‘the 
Fiends would crowd together t’avoid his 
company. 

Eurith. She and her Brother falfe to me! 

Fred. Rife up, 1 do befeech your Excel- 
lence and having wip’d away thofe liquid 


| pearls from off your beautcous eyes, ‘read 


this and wonder. 
[ She rifes and takes a Paper from him. 

Eurith. O difmal! horrid treachery , 

Fred. There you perceive,he doth affirm, 
he did enjoy your Bed, and Amadine fub- 
{cribes to witnefS what he certifies, 

Eurith. Though they are crucl, I forgive 
them both. os 

Fred. That’s heavenly faid: yet mark 
their impudence, this Note they fent to me, 
intreat me give it tothe Duke, but when 
Ido, let the quotidian Gout ceife on my 
hands. 

. Enrith. Sir, V believe you'll ftrive rather 
to leffen his fufpicion, than by new contrive- 
ments give it growth. 

Fred. D’ you think Iam of humane race? 
this Room is much too publick for your mi- - 
feries. IT pray retire within, and we'll con- 

ifult, how to difpel all thefe inchanted 

| Clowds. 

|  Enrith. You are, become the treafure of 

| my hope, and will oblige me when my for- 
tune {miles again, unto. a gratitude, that 
fhall be great, and fuffer no decay. 

Fred. Already the is very kind, I hope 

my fume begins to work, [ll gaze upon her 
fill until mine cyes melt into hers. [ Exewnts 


Enter Jafpero, Gridonel, Arnoldo.” 


‘Fafp. Your Father fent us to releafe you, 
Sir, youhave the houfe at liberty again, he 
fays, he may truft you with Women now, 
for there is fuch a blemifh found in one of 
the faireft of the Sex, as he prefumes, will 
teach all mei to flye their company. 

Grid. Indecd my danger towards wo- 
men’s palt,for whether’tbe with fafting with- 
out my Supper twice, or walking gently 
in my thirt, whilft the Moon fhin’d, I can- 
not tell, but Iam ftrangely alter’d, grown fo 
cold within,as I had lain a whole night perdi 
O’ top o’th? Alps. 

Arnold. But you were very. hot before ? 

Grid. O Arnoldo, thou may’ ft be glad thy 
Sifter was dead, I had fo nsauld her elfe. 

Fafp. Twas happy mine was at fuck too. 

Grid. Th’art in the rights for had fhe 
been but old enough to wear a Bongrace 
on her brow, fh’ad ferv’d my turn. 

Arnold. > Twas a miraculous Feaver- you 
was In. 

Grid. Well, fhall I tell you, Gentlemen, 

helieve">, 
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believ’t, I had eaten fome ftrange odd meat, 
the pickled kidney of a Goat, or thé rump of 
‘4 Devil broy!’d. But have you heard ofa fair, 
Lady that had gota blemith ? 

afp. Our brave new Dutchefs, Sir, fh’ath 
troubled all the houfe, and in her very bridal 
night they fay, play’d the Adulecrefs. 

Grid. How , Gentlemen? pray hear me 
{peaks Tve judgment in thefe things. I 
will be hang’d, if fhe hath not dip’d her 
finger in a French Pye, fome kickfhaw made 
of feveral ftrange bitss juft {uch as I encoun- 
tred with, and theré devour’d the kidney of 
aGoat. Come let’s go feek my Father out. 

 LExennt. 


Enter Phylomont, Sciolto, and 
Buonatefte. 


Phyl. Though I efteem Theander at a rate, 


asit { vallu’d all his vitories, and all the). 


honours he hath wone,by coriq’ring the my- 
{kerious fenfe of books: and add to this our 
loves, begotten in our Infancy, our noble 


friendfhip ‘of a better growth. Yet Enri-. 


thea is my Sifter, and the chiefeft of my 
blood, one whofe virtue and perfeCtion Pm 
{o well experienc’d in, that neither can ad- 
mit my leaft fufpicion or my fear, th’are 
both abus’d, but if my friend ‘will grow 
too credulous, Pll learn to ule him as my 
Enemy. . 

' Sciole For my part, Sir, I want inftructi- 
ons, what I fhould believe, and words ‘to 
utter half the difmal wonders I have heard : 
But fare he doth proceed on grounds fo re- 
lative, as would perfwade the wifctt to a 
jealoufic. Yet on my foul fhe’s clear. 

Phyl. Then there is treachery, let-it be 
found ; if he permit my Sifters honour bleed, 
without full arguments’ to warrant his, fuf- 

e€t e’re yet thé circuit of one Moon be ad- 
ded to my age, Pll give the people of this 
Province caufe to curfe theix Princes negli- 
gence. 

Buoe Your Grace hath found Dve been a 
little profperous of late’in your affair, truft 
me with this: be pleas’d to tarry here a 
while conceal’d, you both fhal! find J will 
unty thefe Magick knots,and firaight reftore 
the Innocent to fucha light as fhall have 
force to make their virtue thine. . 

Scio. My man, o’Medicines, if thou per- 
form this, although old Aifeulape had buta 
Cock allow’d-him fora cure, thou every 
meal fhalt have a brace of fat cram’d Capons 
at thy board. 


Enter Theander like a Pilgrim. 


Theand. ¥ feck thee, Phylomunt, and like 
a friend whofe kindnefs grows upon him 


cies, the Arms I won at Capuz are thine, 
and thofle Sardinian Horfe I chofe for our 


‘ 
7 


laft Wars my glories are eclips'd, and I 
will go where there is no need of pollicy nor a 
ftrength, unto fome dark and empty Wil- 
derne{s,where Fame can put her Trumpet tp. — ‘ 
no ufe, where all my danger is leannefs and a 
cold, but I {hall live fecure from Ladies that 
are fair and falfe. 

Phyl. Were i {o crucl to believe the caufe 
of thy calamity a truth, FT would inveft me 
too. in fuch a homely weed, and wander 
with thee where the Sun, in’s univerfal jour- 
ay, fhould not find us out ? but thou art go- 4 
vern’d by miftakes, fome treacherous pra- 
&tice hath fubdu’d thy fenfe; for both our 
fafeties think my Sifter fuch, as T prow — 
nounce of thine, I muft not*find her in thy 
doubts. a 
Thean. O Phylomont! 1 have not blood 
enough to ufe in bluthes, fhould I name her — 
crimer sie ri a 

Phyl. Thy paffions I forgive again! but — 
mark how much they are mif-led, this learn- 
ed Gentleman, will free difguis’d truth out — 
of that Labyrinth, and difmal fhade where ~ 
the refides, then give an inftant remedy to — 
all our griefs. Kae a 

Buow But you muft promife patience, Siz, 
and when Ff give the tign, retire to th’Arras 
all filent and conceal’d. Bf 

Fhean. Such bleffingsas you promife, fel- 
dom come from Heaven, I’m {ure no hu- © 
mane help can do’t. a 


Enter Fredeline creeping in as he were fick, 


. . oe 

Buo. Away, liften and hide your felves, " 
there ftands the Conjurer that I muft fire 
out-charm. a 

’Fred. How am! Planet-ftruck, how fud- 
denly depriv’d of fifength, I breathe faintly” 
and fhort; like wearied Courfers when the — 
Race is done: my finews thrink, and bear ~ 
me’ crooked when ! move, as I had been 
their load a hundred years. Palfics and ~ 
Agues have poffets’d my joynts, I quiver 
likea naked Ruffian in the {now ; and my 
din cyes begin to glare and wink, like toa 
long negleéted Lamp, whofe oy! is wafted 
toa drop. ; 

Buo. The generous Fredeline? how do 
you, Sir, ? : 263 

Fred. ‘Villain, th’aft poy foned me, the Mi- 
nerals which thou gav’ftne in thy fume were 
full of death? . 

Buo. 1 muft confefS they were not vesy 
wholefom [ Fredeline offers to dram. 
Nay be not angry, Sir, you draw a Sword? 

*Las, poor weak Gentleman! but if you 
could, here at my old friend Archimedes 

wad 


ae menace rena 
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ward I'd ftand—We Mathematick Moun- 
fieurs have our lines revers’d, and our Stoc- 
cato’s too. Fret 

Fred. This {corn will bring a worfe dif- 
eafe into my Gall, than what’s already in 
my Blood. 

Buon. You have been bred in Cities,Courts, 


' and'Camps, and weighed the hearts and 


brains of men in your own {fcales, would 
fool the wifeft Conclave too, though they 
went fafting to confult, fo wife, you'd 
make the Devil overfee at Cards, and then 
perfwade him’s horns hung in his light. 
You had your plots, but we dull Bookmen 
have our counterplots. 

Fred. Sir,’tis confefs’d too late. 

Buon “At was not in the power of Art to 
make that fume I promis’d you, elfe you 
had‘had it, Sir, but this will ferve your turn 
vas well; 2twill end your luit, and. give it 
eafe at once. 

Fréd. Have pity on my languifhment and 
pains. -" 

Buon. Y’are now within the arms’ of 
death ; but Pve a Cordial that may prove 
reftorative, if you will jultly anfwer what 


~ Jask. 


Fred. All, Sir, and not difguife an Ar- 
ticle. 

Buon. How did you raife this jealoufie in 
the offended Duke? [ve heard he found 
two at his Ladies Chamber door, where 
they difcours’d fuch language as inferr’d Ew- 
rithea falle. | 

Fred. Sif, they were planted there by me, 
and what they faid was counterfeit, fuch'as 
Athen appointed them to {peak ? 

Theand. O damn°d infernal flave ! 

Phyl. Uheld him for a Saint. 

Sciol. Contain your felf, my Lord :) you 
fhall hea» more. 

Buon. Where have you Lid thofe pious 
inftruments ? 

Fred. ?Twas Caftraganio, and his Sifter 
Amadine; th? are lock’d 7th’ Garret necr 
the Turret Leads? 

‘\ Theand. Give way to my revenge, that I 


may Kill him with my foot, {purn out his. 


. monttrous foul-—— 

Phyl. Theander, hold, your anger was not 
wont to {toop fo low. 

-Theand. Your counfel’s timely, Sir, I give 
you thanks; Sciolto bear him from my 
fight; let him ‘and’s curfed inftruments be 
fafe?y kept. 

Sciol. Do you grin now? a pox o’ your 
mild looks. You took a pretious care o’th’ 
Dukes pofterity ? 

Fred. rman unfortunate Platonick Gen- 
tleman. 

Buon. Keep him for juttice, Sir, the Phy- 
fick which -he took will quickly ceafe its vio- 
lence. [ Exent Sciolt. Fred. 


Enter Ariola, Eurithea. 


Ariol. Where is Theander, that hath 
vex’d the beft and gentleft Lady in the 
world ‘to fuch aftonifhment, that fhe is 
drown’d in tears? 

Theand. Kind Ewrithea, pardon me, thy 
fate decreed, that thou who haft fo long 
preferv’d my life, fhouldft by thy mercy 
now have priviledge to give it too. 

Eurith. Reftore me to your love ( my 
Lord) and then your bounty is fo great, that 
all I can beftow will be declin’d, and not 
{eem worthy of your thanks. 

Theand. Things are reveal’d, thou’lt hear 
of horrid miracles; but fure, henceforth I 
fhall not dare to truft my heart within mine 
own inconftant breaft; it muft be lodg?d in 
thine. 

Eurith. 1 fhall be tender how ‘I give it 
caufe of a remove, “lefs mine go with it 
too. . 

Phyl.. Ariola, my Philofopher fays his 
Ledtures pierc’d quite through your tender 
ears. 

Ariol. Well, Sir, y’ had beft to take me 
whilft my new Religion is ith’ fit; he has 
moft mighty reafons, and a fluent tongue. 


Enter Sciolto and Gridonel. 


Phyl. To th’ Chappel then, my bufinefs 
will lie there. 

Sciolt. The Villain is imprifon’d, Sit; and 
his Confederates acknowledge all that he re- 
veal’d, for an unhappy,truch. : 

Theand. My Eurithea mutt become their 
Judge. 

, Earith. That will but hearten others to 
do wrong, for mine will be an eafie doom. 

Sciolt. Pray, Sir, be known to, my Phi- 
lofopher. 

Theand. 1 muft embrace him for my 
Friend. 

Sciolt. Well; he hath done ftrange feats : 
you took a powder, and my Son too, there 
was no harm intended. You fhall hear all 
within, perhaps find caufe to {waddle my 
old Hide. an 

Grid. By this hand, Sir, were you not my 
Father, I would begins I thought y’ had 
powder’d me, tis well the heat is paft. Lord, 
how I dream’t of Tafhty Kirtles, French 
Gowns, and fine Italian tires, that hung(me- 
thought) by my Bed fide. é 

\Sciolt. Son, Pi requite thee with a wife 5 
my friend hath fo behav’d himf{clf tor the 
credit of the Arts, that I'll be at charge 
of a Primmer, and aFefcue till thon learn 
to read. 

Phyl. When I'm married, Sir, 


I ftraight 
command 
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command you hear this brisk Philofopher | Yet we (my Exrithea) havea while fo rul’d 

one hour upon that Theam. each other with nice fears, that none here- 
Buone Wife Nature is my Miftrefs, Sir, I after will in civil kindnefs doubt 

fhall demean my felf moft ftoutly in her | There are Platonick:Lovers , though but 


ee few, : 
f elbedut Then furely I mutt yield : Come, The Se& conceal’d , and ftill imagin’d 
Phylomont, your Nuptial Rites perform’d, new: ; 
Jet’s all enjoy the treafure of his knowledge. [_Exeunt omnes. 


Ore TSN IE ETuos a) ane 
EPILOGUE 


9 Nto the Mafculine I can afford (word: | The richeft Bleffings of bis fortune lies, 
if By (tric Commiffion {carce one courteous With fuch obfequious homage be doth greet, 
Our Authour bath fo little canfe to boaft As he would lay his Laurel at your feet : 
His hopes from you, that be efteems them loft, | For you (he knows) will think that Dottrine 
Since not thefe two long bours amongit you all good, 
He can find one will prove Platonical 5 | Which entertains the mind, and not the 
But thefe foft Ladies, in whofe gentle eyes Blood. 


FINTS. 


Tho 


Tragedy of Albovine, — 


King of the Lombards. 


To the Right Honourable the Earl of Somerfet. : 


Wy Lord, . 


OU read this Tragedie, and {mil’d upon’t, that it might live: and . 
K. therein, your Afercy was divine; for it exceeded your Juftice. My 
Numbers 1 do not thew unto the publick Zye, with an ambition to be quickly 
known; (for fol covet zoife, not fame) but that the world may learn, with 
what an early hatte, I {triveto manifeft my fervice to your Lordfhip. [have 
imaginations of a greater height than thefe,which I do alfo dedicate to youg” 
Lordfhip. And I fhall live in vain, unlefs you {till continue to acknowledge 


Your humbleft Creature, 


D avenant. 


j 
/ 


‘Upon the Tragick Mufe of my Honoured 
Friend, Mr. William D’ avenant. 


UR fately Tragick, Scene (whofe bigh 

difdains. . 

Slight bumble Mufes.) courts thy lefty ftrains: 

And with ambitious love doth climb the Bays, 

| Whofe ample branches ber bright glory rays: 

| -Whence (as from Heaven) her fpacious eye 

doth view 

Of “ftoryed tears, and blood, the heavy crue 

How long they crawl, (shile fhe far more 
Divine! 

Sides great Sejanus, and fierce Cateline: 

Where, in calm vertue, (be more frecet doth 


ow 
bis Jove, when he in Golden drops did flow: 
But if in Stygian Lake ber veins fhe fteep, 
Her aét infernal runs fo horrid deep, 
- As faints Medea: makes th’ Herculian rage 
Seem a tame patience to thy ravifht Stage. 
Had fern Achilles breft fuch fury known 5 
His Story bad turn’d Miracle, and grown 
"Too much for his great Poet, unlefs Fate 
Had rackt his fpivit up to thy high rate. 
Raf Imitation at thy heavenly Ayr, 
Intombs faint Envy in a juft defpatr. 


Hen. Blount. 


To his Friend, Mr. Wiliam D’ avenant. 


WW"? foould the fond ambition of a 
friend; 
With fuch induftrious accents fbrive to lend 
A Prologue to thy worth ? Can ought of mine 
Inrich thy Volume? thaft rear’d thy felf a 
Shrine : 
Will out-live Piramids; Marble Pillars fhall, 
Fre thy great Mufe, receive a funeral: 
Thy Wit hath purchas’d fuch a Patrons name 
To deck, thy front, as mujt derive to Fame 
 “Thefe Tragick raptures, and indent with Eyes 
To fpend bot tears, Pinrich the Sacrifice. 


Ed. Hyde. 


To my honoured Friend, the Author, on 
his Tragedy of the warlike Albovine- 


aa Albovine, whofe Fate in war had 

cut (fut 

His paffage through the neigh’ring Earth, and 

Large Provinces within his grafping palm, 

_ Had fank from honour inthe patient calm. 
’ OF along filenc’t Fame, bad not thy pen 

(With foaring language) rais’d him up again. 


King of Lombardy. 


———— 


Aus 
He: vows, by cool Elizeum (from whence 
He breath’d the valiant oath) he would dif- 

pence. 

With all thofe joys that court his foul, to fling 
His open’d breft upon the poys nous fting 
Of rougher wars, if the triumphant Bays 
Sprung from thy Ink, might crown bis fecoud 


This is a Poets heights congueft by thee (praife 
Deferib’d, becomes a double victory. f is 


Rich. Clerk. 


To my deferving Friend, the Author. 


WW" thofé Tragedians, whom the world 
- fo fame, ak * 
For thei ingenions and admired (train, 
Alive, to fee this Poem, and thy Name, 
Afham’d they'd dye, finding their’ Lines too 
vain. 49k: 
Were that pure Spring the winged-hoof brought 
Wanting Jupply, dry’ up, thy abler Pen(forth- 
Would work a fecond wonder by its worth, 
Tn making it a running ftream again. 
Be then affur d, this Tragick ftrain (hall live 
A pattern for th’next age to imitate, , 
And to the beft wits of our times fhall give 
Fuft caufe of envy, for thy learned Fate. 


Rob. Elice. 


To his noble Friend, the Author on his 
Tragedy of Albovine. 


8 pike gelid North grows warm, aud by 
thy fire ' 

Cold ignorance exil’d. The Virgin Quire 

O th? foft-hair'd Mufes leave the Thefpian 
Spring, 

To tread a fun’ral Meafure, whillt you fing 

This Tragick Story. With fad plaints of love ° 

Fam’d Orpheus charm’d rude beaps, did Ce- 
dars move, 

Fore’d Moantains from their ftation: but thy 

Hath now amaz’d the fiery fouls of men (Pen 


Will. Habington. 


To my Friend, Mr. D’avenant. 


Carce home return'd, but ftraight I find 


1 great Fame 


Ayring her wings to fpread abroad thy Name. 

One of the Nine (before of me ne’re feen, 

Sure fent by thee) affaults my merry {pleen 
Ggg With 


. a 
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ee Ee +3 aitd makes me laugh at \  TheirTragick fallswho in thy Scenes appears 
oor ee : Hat . | Shallon thefe Monuments fair Tropheus pias . y 
That are fo dull, to melt their thoughts in Profe. | Unto their F. ame, Thus are thy works Lvont 
I wifh ber profp’rous flight, may foe return To be to them, as their Elizium. bc 
With happier wings, if happier may be worm | — 
My flame is {pent. I dare not undertake 7 Tho. Elica 
Thy praife, who am but newly for thy fake : Mat e 
A fierce Poct, and doubtle{s had been one | 
Ne’r but for thee, or elfé had been unknown. 


To his worthy Friend M:-William D’ avert 


Rog. Lort. wr. a 
oe E AST thou unmaskt thy Mufe? And foal 


the Air ey v shel, qe 
OT | Breathe on her matchlefs Fabrick? thenrepain 


To his much honour’d Friend, the Author. To fome foft cenfure, left the churlifh fence a 


Of Ignorance accrues thy recompences ae 

ET not loud Envy’s fulph?rous blats caft | And budwinks Error do fuprife the Fame ot 
L forth Due to thy Story, and Verona’sname, 
Venom’ d afperfions on thy noble worth : Whofe limits Plinies and Catullus bred 


°Gainjt fawcy Criticks thou need’ft no defence, | But in thy Mufe ber joys are centupled : 
Whofe facred lines, arm’d with fweet eloquence, \ For her invention, truth, rare wit, and flates 
Are proof againft thetr cenfures,who A prophane, | Copper-lac’d Chriftians cannot perfonate. - 
With their bold breath, the glory of thy flrain: | HerTragick Scenes,lake well-tun'd Chimes v2¥ a 
Wife Fame hall fing the praife of thy deferts,|  Skie, x. 
And voyce thee glorivus both in Arms and Arts. | Leave Time lond Ecchoes of thy memory. 
Whilft thon, releaft from the Wars fad mifhaps, Y 
Refts in foft dalliance on the Mufes laps; . H. Howard; 
Thofe beautions Ladies love foall bigh advance : 
Fk 


Ge. 
Pe 


Thy fame, whofe worth exceeds my utterance. Y 
P ou) 


a 
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The A@ors in this Tragedy. 


Albovine, K7xg of the Lombards. 
Paradine, A captive Seuldier, his Favourite. 
Hermegild, 4 captive Statefman, the Queens Favourite. 
Grimold, 4 rough old Captain. 
Gondibert, 4 Captain, bis friend. 
Volterri, 4 Souldier, friend to both. 
Cunymond, 4 Courtier. 
Conrade, ie ; 
Frollo, 3 is Companions. 
Fhe Governour Of Verona. 
. .Rhodolinda, Captive, and Queen to Albovine. ° 
Valdaura, Wife to Paradine. 
Thefina, 4 Court-Lady. 
A Page To Paradine. 
A Gentleman, 4 Adeffenger. 
The Guards, Servants, and Attendants, ee. 


The Scene VERONA. 
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| 
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ACT SCENE L 


Enter Paradine, Grimold, Gondibert 3 the Drums cealing. 


Parad. Gy the word aloud ? 
Grim. Stand. . 
Within. 1.Stand' 2-Stand! 3.Stand! 
Parad. Our motion has been {wift: we 
out-march time. Veraza (which with the 


mornings dim eye we feem’d to view like 


Land{cape afar off) is our full object now. 
She muft repent; Our King is Steward unto 
Fate; and all receive from him their detti- 
nies. 

Grim. Sure, the Governour fleeps. My 
Lord, is’t fit we wait upon {uch Silk- 

worms? 

Parad. Since we attain’d the Town not 
by affaule, he thall exprels humility enough 
to meet us at the Gate. 

. [ Enter Hermegild. 

Goud. Here comes Hermegild. 

Herm. Hail, my noble Paradine' the 
King mutt hold my nature much excus’d, if 
I do greet his fafe approach with love, lcfs 
violent than I exprefs to thy rich foul. 

Parad. Ere I return your kind falute, 1 


) would after your fair charge-enquire. Say 
the Queen {miles in captivity, my Valdaura 


hurts not her health with grief; then [have 


heard enough to make me cherifh life. 


Herm. Rbodolinda doth become her title 


and her birth. Since depriv’d of popular 


homage, fhe hath been Queen o’re her great 
felf In this captivity ner paflionate but 
when fhe hears me name the King, and 


then her paffion’s not of anger, but of love : 


love of her Conquerour : he that in fierce 
Battel ( when the Cannons fulpherous breath 
clouded the day) her nobie Father flew : our 
Royal Mafier once; now funk into his foils 
whiere like the Lilly wither’d, he never fhall 
renew his growth again. My memory ‘di- 
ftarbs my Tongue! your fair , Valdanra 
makes the Qucen her rare and juft example, 
and is in patience, Sir, a miracle. 

Parad. Know, Hermegild, no hafty mi- 
nute pafs’d (Since their captivity) wherein 
Tfail’d to be a futor to the King for both. 
But he’s in kindnels prompt, and ftill doth 
peak like Mufick, when he Rbodolinda 
“names: you hear ’tis his edict we call her 


~ Queen? 


Herm. Thy vanquifh’d Country owes un- 
to thy fame a Pyramid: the captiv’d Vir- 
‘gins of our Nation fhall in their lalt Dirges 

~ fing thy praife. O,1 could grow old within 
thy fight. Something we now mutt talk to- 
gether, and Heaven will lilten to’t, as to the 
breath of Saints- 


Parad. 1 knew we thould have ufe of 
conference : which made me beg the lead- 
ing of the Van, the more t’aflift our meet- 
ing. 

Herm. Afford your ears in private. 

Grim. Though Paradine look flourifhing, 
and likea flame of triumph, (as if his Fa- 
ther furfeited in fome o’re-grown City when 
he got him) yet he hath in him feeds of war 
bold thoughts, and we Vth? Camp, eileen 
him honeft too. 

Gond. He is our Kings Minion, fleeps in 
his bofom. 

Grim: True, andthe Royal Fool greets 
him with fuch ravenous kiffes, that you 
would think, he meant to eat his lips. 

Gond. The Captive captivates the Con- 
gueror. Three Moons have not expir’d their 
ufual change, fince he was prifoner to the 
King though now his Favourite. 

Grim. Th’ art too loud! If thou'lt talk 
fafely, go get a fore throat; hoarce men. 
fpeak low. The captiv’d Rhodolinda (whofe 
Father Albovine depriv’d of life and King- 
dom) hath with fuch amorous fubtilty be- 
hav’d her felf, that Al/bovine ts now her Pri- 
foner. This martial progrefs was but made 
tovilither. She makes him guilty of Ido- 
latry, as fhe afcends, her Country-men muft 
rife. 

Gond. Youhave call’d that Hermezild her: 
Creature ? 

Grim. He was her Father’s Counfellor; a 
man created in the dark: he walks invifib- 
ly; he dwels in Labyrinthss he loves fi- 
lence: but when he talks, his language car- 
ries more promifcuous {enfe, than ancient 
Oracles. So various in his fhapes, that oft 
he is difpuis’d from his own knowledge. Au 
errour much incident to humane Politicks, 
who ftrive to know others more than them- 
felves. 

Gond. Obferve their complement. 

Grim. Pox o’ thefe French Jigs?. Cour- 
ticrs always dance. This is to Hermegild 
meer Jechery : this wanton gefture doth ob- 
{cure thoughts of fach confequence and 
weight, as hang like Plummets on his heart. 
Paradine is a foft, eafie Fool, and mutt be 
guid. 

Herm. O my {weet Lord 

Grim.. Now the motion fpeaks. 

Herm. Such indeerments would,tco much 
impoverifh my gratitude: yet, *tis meet Our 
actions carry {mooth equality, your content 

Ggeg2 mutt 
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rouft further all my futes. You are the Kings 
Jewel, and hang richly in his ear. 

Parad. Youare pretious unto her, whom 
loud noife already calls our Queen: fair 
Rbodolinda | we may (if they prove natural 
and kind) govern the Nation that hath con- 
guered’ us > gain our Country liberty, and 
yet not firay from noble Arts: fuch hopes 
olir free embraces prophefie. The King. 

[ Loud Mufick, 


Enter Albovine, Frollo, Conrade, 
Volltérri, Oc. 


Froll. Your Troops (Sir) are fo divided 
into mix’d Files, that to the City you do 
march between thick walls of men. 

Alb. Let my Horfe-Guard bring up the 
Reer. W7’ll {port with war. We have no 
ufe of ——But of magnificence. 

Voll. The order is already given. It was 
your Royal will, each Squadron fhould dou- 
ble their march. 

Alb. My Boy, I bring thee home my chief 
Trophy: thou doft delight me more than 
Victory. Retire; Iam in love too violent. 
My embraces hurt thee, thou art but yet of 
tender growth 


Parad. My Country-man would kiG your, 


Royal hands, and then expect no greater 
happinefs till he arrive in Heaven. He hath 
done your Rhodolinda fervice 
[ Preféms Hermeg. on his knee to the King. 
Herm. Rhodolinda is your humblett cap- 
tive. She inferts you often in her Prayers, 
and call’d it my chief duty to prefent her 
true fervice to your Majetty. 


Alb. Her name doth enrich our Language. | 


My Boy can witnels that I love her; Rife, 
and expect Honour. 


Enter Governour of Verona. 


Govern. High and facred Majefty! Vero- 
na hath unhindg’d her wide Gates: proud 
to admit the Fate of Kingdoms. Our crook- 
ed Matrons forget their age: and (as the 
ragged Earth at the Springs warm ap- 
proach )look frefh, and young, to entertain 
you. Ourtimorous Virgins (with the bold 
Youth) join in one wanton Quire to fing 
your welcome. 

Grim. How the Spaniel fawns, caufe he 
dares not bark ? 

Govern. Th’ amorous Vine clips not the 
thady Poplar with fuch regard (about whofe 
moflic wailt fhe hangs a {miling Lover.) 
Our City is by the reflection of your bleft ap- 
proach like Pelion deck’d, whom Tyshon’s 
| Miftrefs (leaving the weeping Eaft) with 
brightnels gilds. There’s not a wrinkle 
~ lett in all Verona, wherein pale forrow, or 
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rebellious énvy can find their loathed Man- 
fion. Flattering joy {wells big each loyal 
bofom. All implore you as their fatety 5 


who hath hufh’d the noife of difcord and fi 


loud war. 


Grim: The Rafcal flatters, as if he had *§ 


ferv’d his Prentifhip in Court. , 
Alb. TH’ afi done me juttice, Governour, 
and knoweft the way to thake me thankful, 
but not proud. Tunderftand thou haft with 
honour’d {afety preferv’d thole Jewels to 
thy charge committed, (my Rbodolindaard 


my Boys Valdaura) and {0 increas’d new 


motives of our thanks. 
Gover. Heaven has made your memory 


too humble, thus to record your Creatures 
fervice. 


» Alb. Let now the weary Labourer rut 


with eafe, and releafe his Teem, and his in- 


duftrious Plough. - Let him fing glad Tis to a 
the ruftick Powers that guard his Fields, and . 
‘unto me. * a 
Govern, It is by you we are: no warlike — 
Ram, nor battering Engine torc’d a bloody _ 
entrance through our thick walls. It was 
the powerful breath of your victorious fame, aa 
To that we yielded: — 


that conquer’d us. 
which as a rough blaft that pofts from the 
cold Artick Pole, hath born before it cap- 
tiv’d Nations. 

Alb. By Heaven a good old man; if he — 
be Iearn’d, Vil have him write my Annals. 


Grim. Indeed he looks like a Chronicler. 3 


Alb. Paradine? intorm him of my deeds. _ 
Thou haft beheld my difcipline fall of fhape — 


and order, when confuiion did opprefs the 


Foe, and itificd them in throngs. Hah! 
look! Rhodolinda’s come to gild our Tri 
unsph ! 


Enter Rhodolinda, Valdaura, Thefina, 
and Attendants in mourning. 


Parad. And my Valdaura too! let Na- 
ture fhew a third obje@ fo delightful, we'll 


{wear fhe isnot old, nor her firft materials 


wafted, but in creation ftill retains her for 
mer ftrength and skill. 

Alb. But why (my beauteous Captive) 
art thou {till in Sables wrapp’d ? 

Rhod. Your Stars bid you be happy. My 
crofs Fate, i the Raven, crokes a Fune- 
ral note: this mourning habit, but paints 
forth the grief that tnits my foul in dark 
nefs. And filial love commands me mourn 


forhim, whom you too foon depriv’d of © - 


lite, my conquer’d Father. 

Alb. Let his afhes reftat quiet in their 
Urn. His Ghoft long fince hath wath’d a- 
way the memory of his Fate in flow-pacd 
Lethe. Take me, modeft fair, into thy bo- 
fom hide me there! O, my glad (ea 

u 


) 


King of Lombardy. 


’ fallis thy content ? Now thou Paicithing dbaedeeuitionie tt Remus ooncemaias thing, | 
that guid’ft the heavenly Empire, rend all 
the murmuring Clouds, and dart thy Thun- 
der at me: Tam fafe. 

Rhbod. My captivity muft needs feem ea- 
fie, whilft the Conqueror proves fo kind. 

Alb. Lcould’gaze thus on thee, till my 
wonder did convert me into Marble; and 
yet my foul would inher felf retain a fire, 
lively as that which bold Prometheus ftole. 
Were the world return’d to th’ antick Cha- 
os, thy louk would force the warring cle- 
mentsinto a facred orders and beget a har- 
mony like this they now enjoy. 

Khod. You are too powerful in your 
{peech. 

Alb. Yet when I value thus thy excellence, 
jet me not forget my own high being. TPve 
humbled all the Nations of the earth; 5 
brought home as {poils the whole wealth of 
Nature: yet Rbodolinda, nought like thee. 
Let me whifper my content, for foft mufick 
moft delights the female ear. 

[ They walk afide. 

Parad. Why, my dear Valdaura, dott 
thou fifpe& me? let hungry death feize on 
my honour, before it feize on me, if in my 
breaft I entertain a thought unlawful. 

Vald. \ efteem you (Sir) a friend to vir- 
tue, and in that hope would cherifh all 


‘your love. 


Parad. In thy fair brow there’s fuch a 


Legend writ of timerous chattity, that it 


doth blind th? adulterous eye. Not the 
- Mountain Ice (congeal’d to Chriftal ) is fo 
- frofty chafte as thy victorious foul, which 
conquers man, and man’s proud "Tyrant- 

affion. But I am too rough for Courtthip, 


the foft harmony which wanton peace in- 


) 
\ , 


ftruéts the tongue to make, I have forgot. 
Traft me (bright Maid!) I love thee dearly. 
Though Ive found thy heart like Pibble, 
{mooth, but ftony- 

Vald. Vve heard my Mother fay: the 
curled youth of Italy, were prompt in wan- 
ton ftealths, and finful Arts. Till time had 
given me affurance of your noble thoughts 5 

twas fafe to doubt your love. But nowl 
with I were more worthy, and then would 
prove more liberal of my felf. 

Parad. Let me enjoy thy hand! that fo 
attracts my foul! We will (ere night her 
black Curtain draws ) make compleat this 
love, with marriage Rites. 

‘Alb. How now, Boy! is my intereft fo 

* decay’d in your perfon, that you give away 
your felf without my leave! 

Parad, Humbly on my knee, I beg, the 
vulgar priviledge due to all hearts. To 
love, and not enjoy, is a torture, I cannot 
fuffer long, and ftill remain poffefs’d with 
breath. 


| 
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Alb. Thou haft fhew’d me phylick for my 
eas Take him, Valdaura, and be proud! 
Tis I that love him: nor fhall your joys be 
fingle. VP} make the number yet more full. 
This day we'll confecrate to Hymens ufe: 
Behold your Queen (who though my Cap- 
tive ) for her birth and beauty, is the firft of 
Queens. 

Govern. High Heaven increafe your joys! 

Herm. And may you live together until 
time fhall ficken with his age. 

Froll. Conrad» Long live Albov'ne, King 
of the Lombards ! 

Herm. Cry up Rhodolinda too! 

Froll. Conrad. Live Rhodolindz, Queen 
of the Lombards ' 

Alb. Governour! ’tis our will that you 
expect honour, and true fafetye Your Ci- 
ties love J fhall perceive by popular noife, 
and your behaviour in this great Solemni- 
ty. Let the Sun {mile,; the Wind {port 
with our Plumes! this day let fick-men too 
forget to groan 

Let all glad Hymns in one mix’d concord 

found, 

And make the ecchoing Heaven your 

mirth rebound. 

[Exesnt all but Grimold, Volterri, Gon- 
dibert. 
Grim. The King’s head muft now convert 
to rotten wood. 
Gond. Why, Grimold? 
Grim. That Court Earwigs may live 
there, and devour his brains. Doft not per- 
ceive how they begin to creep into his ears? 
Goud. Generous fouls are ftill more fub- 
jet to credulity. 
Grim. He isa German in his drink: bu- 
fied with a wanton pride, which his Flat- 
terers admire for mirth, but his friends do 
ity 
Vollt. He fhould be told his fins. 
Grim. By whom ? Vollterz, now the King 
forfakes the Camp, be muft maintain luxu- 
rious mouths, fuch as can. utter perfum’d 
breath, and thefe ftraight compofe a Fa¢ti- 
on, engrofs his ears. They limit ftill \his 
converfation. Even as the flow finger of 
the Dial doth in its motion circular remove 
to diftant Figures: fo by a fubtle leifure 
they do prehix the hours, when he mutt 
change his rotten Paralite, for one more 
skilful, how admire, and praife. No ho- 
neft tongue can ever interpofe to tell him he 
is Mortal. 

Gond. It is the chief mifery of Princes, 
ne’er to underftand their own crimes, to {in 
in ignorance. 

Grim. True, his Confeflor, that in fight 
aPatriarhfeems, will gain by flattery, and 
fuperfcribe unto. the King, as to the Pope 
Chis Holinefs..) But Gondibers, whom OE 
claves 
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claves here in Court'do canonize for Saints, 


will {carce be admitted in Heaven. for An- |, 


els. 

; Vollt. Now Rhodolinda is become his Ri- 
vil in high Soveraignty, the will permit 
no crrours but her own: the King muft 
mend what the miflikes. 

Grim. She gives us leifure to expect her 
charagter. Women make themfelves more 
known when they do rule, than. when 
t.’ obey. 

Goud. Valdaura is enrich’d with a {weet- 
nefs fo religious, that Paradime muft fin in 
private, or need no mercy. 

Grim. Th’ aft nam’d her! though my 
obdurate fufferance in aCtive war hath quite 
deprivd me of all amorous thoughts. 
Though not thefe forty Winters, I have 
{een any of her Sex but Sutlers Wives. 
When I fee her, I grow as proud and as 
nimble as her Paradine. 


ACT IL SCENE. L 


Exter Grimold, Gondibert, Vollterri. 


Grim. His Peace makes me rotten and 
dufty. I live like a Cricket ith’ 

comer of an Oven. Pox o’ thefe o’regrown 
Citics. To be valiant here, is to forfeit ones 
freedom : and thefe furr’d Gowns hold, 
there is no fin fo great as poverty: 

Gond. Thou art as melancholy as a lean 
Todge as 

Grim. 1, or a corrupted Officer at the 
noife of a Parliament. In this divifion of 
unvalued Trophies, Territories vat and am- 
ple (gain’d partly by my {weat) not a fin- 
gle Acre falls to my thare. 


Enter Cunymond,Frollo, Conrade, Ser- 
vants with a Banquet 


Cuuy. Bear back there! they thruft as if 
they meant to get me with child 

Froll. You, Sitrah! d’ye get the Kings Of- 
ficer with child 2- 

Conrad. Bear back there! or we'll put ye 
to the charge of Surgery 

Cuny- Difpatch, Fellows! 

Gondib. Is not that Cunymond ? 

Grim. The fame. He is a great Aitrolo- 
ger. The meer Anatomy i’th’ front o’th’ 
Kalendar- You may know where the Sign is 
by fome toy in’s habit, which he removes as 
the Sign removes. 

Cuny- Frollo, did they enter here by your 
permilfion ? 


1© 


heads advance high {wagg’ring Plumes, like 


but you fhall either go, or 


d’yeinean? pray bear back 


> ee “ 
Gond. Grimold, {peak low. \ 
Grim. She’s none of thofe that on their 


a gay Forehorft ina ‘Country Teem. O,fhe’s 
worth the tempting / ‘ 

Vollt. Doft thou fo commend her vir- 
tues, and yet wouldit thou tempt her un- 
to vice? ' 

Grim: That’s a trick f learnt of the Des 
vil. Thofe that are virtuous, need his temp- 
tation, the wicked have power enough to _ 
damn themfelves. 

Gend. Hark how they fhout! away Gris 4 
mold, or we fhall lofe the Triumph! a 

: [ Shouting within, 

Grim. Room for Cuckglds, whofe horns are 

fo bigh. wt . ae 

They bore the Moon, as fhe frisks in the 

Skie ! 4 
[Exeunt omness 


Frol]. Not by mine, Sir. 4 
Cuny. Nor yours, Canrade ? _ 
Courad. They are men of China, for ought — 
I know. yi . 
Cuny. Then they muft ont. Gentleme 
turn out, and leave the Prefence. ; 
Grim. ’Sdeath, Sir? d’ye make us Dogs? } 
Voll. Come draw your Bodkins forrh! 
Gond. Draw i’ th? Prefence? art thou 
mad ? a 
Grim. How he ftands? he is created ‘Oran 
Starch, and dares not'ufe a boilterous mo-. _ 
tion, left he fhould fall in rumples. a 
Cuny. Sir, you may {peak like a Cannon! 


D 


Grim. Or what, Sir ? 
Cuny. Or ftay, Sir. ' 
Conr. By heaven, he fhal! do one,Sir-—— 
Froll. Nay, Captain, do not look as if, a 
y had drunk Vinegar. You muft, or go, 
or——ftay, Sir [Loud kuocking- 
Cuay. Hey! we are tumbling ina Drum. 
7 tetihe Fellows 0? the Guard, make way © 
there! Oflicers open the door ae 
Cuny. Bear back there ! Gentlemen ! what : 


be 
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Enter Albovine, Rhodolinda,. Paradine, _ 
Valdaura, Hermegild, Thefina, éc. 


Herm. Phoebus will be thought more rafh 
than 


ete ort 


\ 


then Phaeton, if now he haften to the Weft. 
Sir, this glorious day, merits wella longer 
age, then what is limited to all within our 
Kalender. , 

Alb. Hermegild, thy free heart adds to our 
triumph! i 

Grim. Sit, Pve fome few words, I needs 
muft utter: fince my laft {ervices in Huagary, 
you remain on my Tally fix thoufand 
Duckats: I’m loth to skore up ftili, and pay 


my felf with my own Chalk. 


Alb. Wouldft have thy foul difmifs’d a 
natural way ? 

Grim. 1 would not ftarve, look like a 
parch’d Anatomy. Pay your debts, Sir! 

Alb. Y never met with boldrcfs until 
now! my courage is quite puzl'd | 

Grim. Do your ears blifter to hear this? 
my breath is wholcfom. I fay, Sir, pay 
your debts ! 

Alb. Sure, thouart fome fpirit! I cannot 


kill thee! 


Grim. \n this divifion of the Lands, I 


 help’d to conquer; Iam not furaifh’d with 


a Mole-hill fora pillow. 

Alb. Hermegild {at chief in the Commit- 
tee for divifion of thofe Lands: bid him re- 
ward your fervice: betides, I miftake the 
cuftom, or tis my Treafurers office to pay 
my debts, not mine. 

Grim. No, Sir, (thanks to your Royal 
thrift) it is your office to pay all; your 
Treafurers cuftom to pay nething. 

Peleg [ Thrujts him away. 
Alb. Do not interrupt my marriage Rites! 
Grim. 1 cannot take your reference for 

payment. 

Alb. Would thou wert dead! 

Grim. Sir, Vl make my Ghoft my Exe- 
cutor, and walk after death ere Pll lofe my 
mony. 

Alb. Sit, my Rhodolinda; This is thy 


i Sphear! In th’abience of the Sun, we mutt 


receive our light from thee. Paradine, thy 
Bride expects thy fervice. . 
Parad: Sh’asan ill bargain on’t, to tule 


~~ one night, and ever after to obey. 


Herm. Captain, though the King be 
prompt in mercy, yet hath he fo much an- 
ger in him, as will exprefs him mortal. 
*Tis for your fafety, to avoid the prefence. 

_ Grim. Pll bribe your Lordfhip with a 
Guinny Tooth-pick! | 
Herm. You mutt repent this language. 
- Parad. He mutt not, Hermegild: 
_ Herm. How, my Lord! 


Parad.Thefe whom your number in your 


faGtion enjoy, by your affiftance, proud 
ftruGtures, and fertile Granges, to maintain 


their gawdy Riot. Sir, you had a frail. me- 


mory, or a degenerate heart, when you for- 


- gothis merit; might you incorporate thofe 
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in One, the fordid bulk could ne’re make up 
his thadow. 

Hermeg. Yat prefcrib’d my ditcipline in 
Court ! 

Parad. Grimold, away | *tis my defire you 
leave the Prefence. il . 

Grim. 1 am obedient, Sir, to your'de- 
fire. . bh 
Gond. ’Slight, thou haft made a brave re- 
treat. i 1 “ 

Volt. 1 look’d when both of us fhould 
tafte of immortality. 

[ Exeunt Grimold, Gond.Vollt. 

Herm: He that inflam’d this fire ,~ will 
feorch his bufie Fingers. My Lord, it was 
unkindly done t’affront my anger thus? but 
Ihave hope it is your laft fault. 

Parad. 1 cannot reckon it among my 
faults. Sir, you involve your meaning in 
your {peech. The world fhall find me ho= 
nett. 

Herm. You are a Bridegroom now. 

Alb. Hermegild, make your anger knownt, 
for elfe your frowns will caufe yout loyalty 
to be fulpected. This night fhould be as 
{mooth and pleafant, as that to which we 
owe our blefled Nativity. 

Herm, Sir, you are great on earth! Tam 
meerly your creation: My paffions do af- 
ford your high delight all fympathy. Old 
Time hath thrown his Feathers from his 
heels, and {lowly limps in’s motion to pro- 
long this Triumph: but if Paradine affront 
Hymen, and me with fullen rage, it fhall be 
call’d my piety tofutfer, [Rhod. ftands up. 

Rhod. How! your Excellence ought t’ex- 
cufe my fpeech! when your victorious 
Sword depriv’d me of my Fathers I en- 
ter’d to captivity, as to the oblique. thade, 
where death inhabits. Till you allow’d me 
Hermegild who with his high Philofophy 
did make my bondage fweets My Father 
lov’d him well: he was his nobleft Ser- 
vant, and mutt not for his virtues fuffer, un- 
til your facred tongue forbid me fhare with 
you in Soveraignty. d . 

Alb. Boy, this was a bold crime. You 
mutt not give me caufe to chide. Valdzura, 
urge him to proffer friendfhip unto Herme- 
gild, you are powerful o’re his nature. { 
have deferv’d to.lofe my chief preroga- 
tive-—~ 

Vald. 1 am too timorous to deal with 
anger: if he prove ftern of nature, my mar- 
riage ismy Funeral. My Lord! 

Herm. Paradine, Vve an humble Yove. I 
will prefent it firlt to your refufal 

Parad. Y want your phrafe, to make my 
manners feem lefs rugged. All that is love, 
I cherifh with fuch religious heat, as my 
Valdawra claims ; fince our young Nupé- 
tlalesess 
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mous, and great King of Girpides. Yet his 
Title far not fo nobly on him, as my Con- 
gueft. Know his unkind fate was his chief 
glory : for it.was I that flew him and thon 
his captiv’d Daughter art my Queen. 
Rhed. Sir, if you continue this narration, = 
I fhall weep. } a 
Alb. Do, weep! then on my heart-ftrings 
I will thread thy tears inftead of Pearl: fuch 
awealthy Bracelet, Fove would prefent un- 
to his Queen: more wine! bring us the 
Bowl of Victory. Le 
[ Exit Cunymond. Paradine kneels. 
Parad. Sir, you ingag’d your Royal 
word, never to prefent that fatal objet. 
Alb. Paradine, do not refift my pleafure. 
Parad. Yam in my ambition virtuous, if 
I defire t’expire a Sacritice to loyalty. Sir, 
xuine what you made, but do not violate 
your Vow. 
Alb, Hence! IT thall delight in fury! 
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Alb. This isa facrifice to thee my Queen: 
whofe deity confifts of love. Sit, and with 
your perfons, ftraight intrench the .Table. 
Some wine! fill in my German Plate; Pll 
drink as when Pm hot with vi€tory. This 
to my Bride 
Cuay. Sound high! 


. 


‘Alb. More wine, and noife! now Boy, 1 


celebrate Valdaura’s health 
Cunys Bid their Inftruments {peak lowd- 


ere 

Alb. This is ligitimate blood of the rich 
Corfick, Grape: pretious as thy tears (my 
Royal Girle ). when thou art penitent to 
Heaven. [Whilft the King talks, they drink 

Herm. Spare me in the next, and T’lll e- 
fteem you courteous 5 fo much wine will put 
me to the charge of Phyfick. 

Cuny. Your Lordfhip owns it as a ver- 


tue—— 
Alb. Shall the world bleed? but frown, 
and thou renew’ft a Chaos. Malign the 

ride of fome far Eaftern Queen, whom 
Travellers belye, and I will forage there, 
like loud thunder! or like the Northern 
wind upor the Main. 

Rhod. I merit no fuch complement. 

Alb. Vil dot. ’Tis thought Tam immor- 
tal. The chief of my great Anceltors, that 
made a wild incurfion o’re this fertil foil, was 
but atipe of me. More wine !— Thy breath 
is as the {moke of Spices. I tafte thy melting 
lips, and ftraight ingender kiffes. Heart! 
Boy, you are too ravenous! 

Parad. 1 ever held your Majefiy my beft 
Example. Kifles nimbly gather’d, the faficr 


Enter Cunymond with a skull, made into 
a drinking-Bowl. 


Welcome, the horrid Trophey of my chief — 
War! Rhodolinda, VIl try thy fortitude. 
This was thy Father’s skull; thou fhale — 
pledge a health unto his Ghott. i 
He drinks : all rife up. — 

Rhod. O fatal! ui eyes think aes Me 
head, [tremble like the new yeandLamb-  ~ 
Vald. Hide me, Paradine' the objet _ 
doth fo penetrate, that when I wink, me- — 
thinks I fee ic (Hille: _ 
Alb. Tame, feeble foul! will fhe not — 


grow. pledge what we do celebrate? bid her re- 
Herm. The Lombards ufe to fhare this | tarn-—— 
{port ! [He kits Thefina. | Cuiy. Madam, the King 


Alb. Is not your name Pigwiggin? Rhod. The King’s a Tyrant, and thou 

Cuiy. Pigmiggin! your Grace was wont his Slave. [ Strikes him, and Exit 
to call me Cunymond: Lam no Faery. Froll. That's a favour, Signior. a 

Alb. Not ithe King of Faeries. ’Slight,| Cuny. Lwear it asa Jewel in my ear. ip) 
Sir, d ye prefent me with a Cup, made, o’th” Parad. Fly, dear Valdaura; and medi-— te 
bottom of an: Acorn, or Queen Mabbs| ate for the King. | 
Thimble? fill me a Bowl, where I may| — Vald. Thefina, prethec help me 5 my won- 
{wim, and bathe my head, then rife like Pha- | der(Wench) doth fo difturb my fpeech, I 
bus from the Ocean, fhaking my dewy Locks. | fear I thall grow dumb. 
A health to Cefars memory. Boy, dome] Thef: The work is pious we attempt. 


juftice, or thou afrontft my Triumph! »  [Exeunt Vald. Thef. 
‘Parad. Conrade, the King willdrownus| Her. The harmony of your fwect tongue 
all! is his beft Phyfick now: divorce him from 
Cour. Y’have now, Sir, but the moiety of | thofe black thoughts, whilft I employ my ut- 
his draught. moft skill, to winthe Queen to his em- 


Rhod. Though Fame lends you her Trum- | braces. . She’s great of Soul, and may de- 
pet, gives you leave to. fpeak your own | termine what my fond heart laments to 
praife, you cannot utter more than my belief | prophefie. 


_fhall warrant. Parad. Yare my beft Countryman, kind 


Alb. Now thou art kind,my Love. Iam | and loyal. [ Exit Herm. — 
the Broom of Heaven, when the world| Alb. So pale and timorous ' 
grows foul, Pll {weep the. Nations into th’} Parad. My Royal Lord! 
Sea, like duft. Thy Father was magnani-| lb. Hah! am J alone? have aah 3 
é 


> 


. 
a 


‘ 


- vern'in the Air? - . 
"Parad. Sir,am Loft unto yout memory? 
you were wont to truft my fervice: the 
way unto your Couch lyes here 
Alb. None fhall be proud but I. My 


: 


the'living, ftraight melt into Ghofts. 
Cuny- Lights for the King there! 
Parad. Cunymond, you are too officious! 
| The Kings departure mutt be private. 
7 ‘ [ Exeunt Alb. Parad. 
- Froll. The King is light enough himfelf. 
Cuny. And heavy enough! for he feems 
‘to reel with his own weight. 
Con. No Masks! no Epithelamion now! 
call-for a Bonefetter, for time hath fprain’d 
his feet,and gocsawry. —-[_Exeunt omnes. 


Enter Rhodolinda, Hermegild. 


Rhod. O Hermegild' a general eclipfe in 

Nature, would not feem fo horrid! to cut 
‘thofe ftrings. which Hymen had but newly 
ty’d. 

pe Herm. I, thére’s the horrour ! whilft his 
Vows fat warm upon his lips; his breath 

not mingled yet with cooler air 5 thus to 
‘perturb by ficrn practice your {weet reft, 
. was worfe than perjury. 
bD Rhod. To prefent my Royal Fathers skull, 
. in drunken triumph. , 

Herm. Take heed ! you will diftraét your 

“inemory. There’s a Record, Time ftrives 
to lofe; and Fame to hide beneath fome ob- 
~ lique fold in her thick Volume, as loth to 
- -difcredit all mankind. Your Father valued 
you next to his intereft in Heaven. Pve 
~ feen the good old King fearch for his Pi- 
 &ure in your eyes then 
 Rhod. No more: patience is finful now. 
_. Thou art deeply read and wife: inflruct me 
to be bold, for Atbovine hath taught me to 
be cruel. 
Herm. Y’ate now by holy Church incor- 
‘porate; therefore Divinity forbids me ule 
‘my natural reafons. Howe're | think it fit, 
you give him direful caufe foon to repent : 
_ Repentance fare is Phyfick tor his foul. 


4 
I 


Enter Paradine, Valdaura. — 


your E:xcel- 
whilft I 
ter jn the 


\Patadine and’s young, Bride ! 
~ “Yence fhall pleafe that we retire : 
_. ‘difguife my felf, and {ecm to flat 
pany. 

Kings behalf 
Parad. To bed, foft modefty! Twill my 


| 
| 


- Valid. Sir, the King 1s cruel. Should you 
~ prove fot 
\ tears, and weep an Or 


, drown my forrows and my felf. 


a 


King of Lombardy. 


jeft me? Where is my Empire? Do I go- | 


“fimiles revive the dead: but when I frown,’ 


{elf deliver to the Queer! the King’s intent. |- 


ome, Pd foon diftill my foul to | Cc 
can deep enough to 
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Parad.. Twere cruelty to doubt my na- 

ture. Fair Saint, to bed, Llong to lofe my 

youth in wart embraces! To bed! with 
winged hafte expect my prefence: 

. [Exit Valdaura. 

ooth appears the brow of 


_ Herm. How fm 
Youth! 

Parad. Hail, Rhodolinda’ the Royal Mi 
ftrefS of this night. Thus Alboving Cour 
great King ) bade me fay, Y? are dearer to 
his eyes than light. Though every Bride 
may claiin from Hymez priviledge to rule her 
Lord, till Hefperws appear, and cancel her 
brief Charter. Yet he doth humbly beg, 
youll not infringe the Lombards cuftiom, 
whofe Virgins ngver vow a continence the 
nuptial night. 

‘Rbod. \ your meaning, Sir, do not under- 
ftand. . 
« Parad. *T1s his chief hope that you wil! 
ftraight expect his perfon in your Bed. 

‘Rhod. How! lye with him? Vil fooner 
chafe a Lodging ina Sepulchre: there com- 
mit inceft with the remndnt of my Fathers 
bones, than lye with him. 

Parad. Otake heed! take heed, fair Ma- 
jefty! let not his rath fin provoke you to fo 
dire arefolution, e’ré yet the Wine hath loft 
th’ unruly operation; the King difclaims 
his wanton pride, and mortihes.himfelf 
with grief. ed 

Rbod. Cantt thou fufped& I will prove in- 
conftant, to what Ifacredly determine ? 

Parad. Heaven avert you thould approve 
your errour. 

Rbod. Vl kneel, and vow with all folem- 
nity- . | 

Herm. Ohold! ’twere black impiety in 
us to-fuffer {uch a horrid crime. You may 
inform the King of my religious loyalty, al- 
ready I have us’d pertwafive fpeech to 1e- 
concile this ods: But fhe grows wild, re- 
pugnant to all mercy. ‘ : 

Parad. As you cfteem your Royal felf, or 
lus, who (when-kinder Planets ruPd) were 
|fervants to th’unhappy King your Fathers 
| cherith no more this anger in your breaft, 
let Time afford it growth and, violence, till 
itdifturb the world. - . 
Herm. He countels like a facred Oracle. 
Parad. 1 will inform the King, your con- 
tinence you only ¢elebrate to this black 
night, and 
after {mile. 


ive him hope that you'll here- 
hough Lam rough and fhap’d 
for war, this foftens all my faculties 
Rhod. Stay, Paradine, didi thou not | 
me my Father ? 
Parad. \did with a devout remembrance : 
Rbod. And thou know’lt how thy good * 
puntry fuffers ? em. 
Parad. I think on it, and it mikes my 
heart hang heavy on its {trings. 
Hbhh 


na 


1 


Rhods 


dale any LID ek 

Rhod. Hermegild oft receives intelligence 
from {ome in bondage there, which writ in 
Profe, do, i’th’ reading, into Verfe diffolve : 
{0 fad the bufinefs is, fo fit for Elegy. 

Hermeg. So fad a Requiem yet was never. 
{ung, no, though the Raven, and the Whift- 
ler fhrill, the'Howlet and the Birds of night 
“made up the fatal Quire. The young men 
there are yoak’d in pairs, and ftretch their 
{innews in a Teem, to draw the wealthy 
Harvelt to the Grange, where the infulting 
foe refides. The aged (heretofore in Purple 
cloth’d) that difpos’d of Law and Juftice , 
dwell now on parch’d hills, to tend the 
flocks; whofe fleece the Vitor wears in 
gawdy triumph. z 

Parad. O harh captivity! our Country 
groans! till now 1 thought the Conqueror 
’gan to eale their bondage, not add to their 
weight. 

Rhod. The King’s a Tyrant, Paradine. 

Parad. Yet he hath us’d me gently frill, 
ta’ne me from the éold Earth, and warm/’d 
me in his bofom;.and Hermegild has full 
caufe to blefs his bounty. But you (now 
our Queen} he values next to Heav’n; 
howere this rath error ftrives to difgrace his 
his love. We are his Captives too; hereto- 
fore not heeded by our Stars; though.we 
now fwell with titles and his favour, 

Herm. My Lord, the King is kind to us! 


| T he Tragedy of Albovine, | : 


_but they that aim at victory in Court, mutt 3 2 


practife {mooth and fubtil Arts. Wife Fa- 
vouritcs do walk i’ch’ dark, and ufe falfe a 
lights. Nay, oft difguife their breadth and 
fiqture too. ze 
-Rbod. Think on thy Country, Paradine! 
Is there in Story no mention of fome great 
Soul, that did his Country prize above his 
own mortality, and dy’d to gain hisNation 
freedom ? : ae 
Herm. The Noble Brutus for his Coun- 
trys health made Gefar bleeds Caffins was ‘ 
heroique too, and had in War loud Fame— 
°Tis wrought with skill. His thoughts grow Ee 
numerous, and ingender horrid fhapes; fuch al 
as fright his fancy. ‘ 
Rhod. Paradine, good night! “y 
Herm. Hymen and your Bride, will blame — 
your tardy fervice. Sweet Lord, a thoufand — i 


, | times good night. 


[ Exewut Herm. and Rhodolindas — 

Parad. Falfe unto me! when Thunder — 
tvakes the dead; when the Sky looks blacks 
when the Earth feems to fiand as ina gloo- 
‘my fhade. When the wind blows till it 
grows hoarfe; then I fhall try the King, and m 
fathom his deep foul. Ifhe ftart,complain 
of his mortality,- kneel oft; and pray aloud, 
as Heaven were deaf: if thus, I will cone 
clude him falfe. , ae 
For horrid ftorms that Tyrants waking 


yet give me leave to fay, you may miftake Keep, 7 s ; 
his love unto the Queen. Y’are skilful in | Do rock the noble Confcience fafe afleep. 
the deeds that appertain to Wars but they} — [Exits 
ACT Ill SCENE L i 
: Enter Rhodolinda, Valdaura, Thefina. — : 


Knew your Excellence did vifit me 
; for mirth and laughter. 

Rhod. So early up? your Lord is tempe- 
rate. 

Thef: 1 thould like their tempers better, if 
fhe were down, and-her Lord up. 

Vald. Fye, Thefina, yout tongue’s un- 
ruly. 2 ooh 
Rbod. The morning might have fhewn 
me too for mirth, had noe-the falfe King 
made the night fo fad. ’ 

Thef: She moves as the, were fick, this 
_ skirmifh has much weakned her. 

Rbod. Dott thou call’t a skirmith ? 

Thef 1, Madam, 2 French skirmith 5 
where th’onfet is hot and fiery, but the re- 
treat cold and tame. 

Enter Hermegild. 

Herm. Madam, the King? 

Rhod. Hah! 


* 


Vald. i 


Herm. He greets your Excellence, and 
begs you will permit his early vifit. - 

Rhod.. Vd rather lofe my eyes than fee the 
Tyrant. Vauldawra, you. thall lodge near 
me tonight. — [ Ex. all but hers 


Enter Albovine, Paradine, ‘Cunymond, 
Frollo, Conrade. 


Alb. She’s loft, my Boys blown from my 
fit, her wings have gather’d wind; they 
flye (like thofe of Time) fwiftly forward, | 
but never return back. 

Purad. Sis, Thave hope, fhe will repent — 
this breach of dtity, and court your Royal 
{miles agains “Heh 

Alb. Ysita finto drink? Nature has giv- 
en toFifhes a prerogative greater than we 


enjoy. 
Cuny. * 
fs 


| 


fi 
i 


! 


“lity! 


\ 
m 


King of Lombardy. - E 


Cuny.-Fifhes are dumb ( Sir) they never | 


fox themfelves with talk. 

Alb. Slave! thy mirth’s: unfcafonable ! 
Paradine' thou haft confum’d to night the 
wealth of love, whillt I (like the folitary 
Phoenix.) expect no heat but in my funeral 
flarne: yet,Boy, thou canft not make me en- 
vious; thou art more delightful, then my 
‘Rhodolinda’s fimiles. Y hug thee as my 
health 
. Parad. bruis’d_ me in his arms. Can 
love exprefS uch violence, and yet be falle? 
Hermegild fill whifpers in my car, the King 
doth hate thee, Paradine. But Hermegild is 
read in all the arts of Court, and ftrives per- 
haps my fenfe to poyfon with lean jealou- 
fic. x 


Herm. Sweet Lord! y’ appear blufhing | 


like the morn! fomething your Bride and 
you have done ? eucreafe the number of the 
- Worthies. 
. Parad. He courts me too! I want a Per- 
fpective, to draw ,thefe diftant figures near 
my fight. Ine’er fhall fleep again. 
Alb. Hermegild, thy alpect thews omi- 


nous !. how thrives our Embaffie ? 


Herm. Uhave confum’d my breath, till J 
grew faint, and wept to invite her mercy ; 


but tears were fpile like water in the Forge, |. 


only v inrage the fire. She doth abjure your 
) vilit. . : 
Alb. He that drinks, forfeits his morta- 


Grim. How, Sir, muft we not drink? . 
Alb. No, Souldier. . 


Grim. \f you'll extirpate this. vice of | » 


drinking, give order for a privy fearch rch? 
Ocean; there dwell the greatelt drinkers. 
Alb. Good! we will imbark for Sca. I 
prefs thee up for thisemployment. * 
Grim Stay (Sir) ere l ingage my felf in 


new fervices, pay me for my old. You refi 


upon my Ticket, fix thoufand.Duckats » and 
[have not feen your Majefiy’s face in any 
other metal, but your own fcth and blood, 
thefe three months. 
Alb. Thou grumbleft like a Wolt. 
Grim. ’ Vis then for hunger, Sir. 
_. Herm. Captain, you miltake the King: 
He’s royal as his blood, and liberal as the Sun 
that fhines on all. 
Grim. 1 will out-roar thunder, but Pil 
have my pay. ( 
P srad.Grimold,you indanger your friends. 
_ Grim. My Lord, give lofers leave to peak. 
Pve loft my youthand blood ich’ wars, and 
T want food, a reverend Als bears my Wite 
and her young Egsin Panyers up and down’ 
the fireets. J travellike a Tartar, with all 
my Family about me. Nay, nay, nay! you 
would be gone! 
Alb. Axt thou not yet dead? 


{ Exter Grimold. 


| active. 
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Grim. You mutt not move, till y’ have 
paid me. I know you may be angry with 
more fafety than I. Bid fome Coloffus of 
your Guard cleave me with his Falchion; 
yet I fhall teal a paffage o’re the black Ri- 
ver, when Charon flumbers, and fright your 
Gract7.s ee 

Alb. \dare not ftrike thee Cold man ) left 
thou fhouldi{t fall to duft and choke tne. 

Grim. Good King, pay me. I love thy 
Grace: and will fight tor thee, whilft Pve 
motion left to ftir a Feather. My want 
con{traing me tot. By this hand, 1m fain 
to eat Brarrand Pariley, like a tame Rabbit. - 

Herm. Lend me your ear, Captain ! 

Grim. Yourll entice me now to enter in- » 
to bonds. 

Herm. You look indeed like a young | 
Heir. Well, Sir, value me according to my, 
true rate: Tam your Friend. You make ill 
choice of hours for help of your defign. The 
King hath now fad and tumultuous thoughts 


' about his heart. 


Grim: Great men are always fad when 
they fhould pay their debts. 

Herm., Sir, you interpret ill, Grow more 
fober, then challenge all my power in your 
‘behalf. oth 

“Grim. He that receives a kindefs from 
the Devil, fhall be fure to lofe by the bar- 
gains et 4 

‘ Cuny. Captain, you fhould chufe a lucki- 
er minute» the King is now in love. 

Grim. With whom? 

Frofl. With the Queen. ; 

Grim. In love with his own Wife! that’s 
held inceft in Court. 

Alb. Be powerful in thy {peech, my Pa- 
radine, yet gentle too. She is the Stax that 
rules my faculties. 

Parad The Queen will blefS your tem- 
perance, and repent. Hermegild is too bu- 
fie: he muft be more at Jeifure, and I more 
[ Exit Parad. 


Alb. Hermegild, flay near us 

Grim. Your Majefty has a frail memory, 
to forget me fo foon 

Herm. You'll forfeit me, and the Kings 
mercy! away! [ Exeunt Alb. & Herm. 

Grim. °Tis no piece of unkindnefs to 
with thee in Hell, for all thy friends dwell 
there. Th’aft none upon the earth. Gentle- 
men will you be open to me ? 

Cuny. In all parts, Sir, but our purfes. 

Grim. Draw near! let us communicate 
our hearts! does not that wealth, which you 
disburfe for powders, perfumes, clothes, and 
phyfick for the face, return with gain? 
. Froll. Expound your Riddle, Sir. 

Grim. Have you not each a Miftrefs that 


maintains you in expence and riot ? Hah? 


tame gives it out, you fmooth Gallants are 
Hhh 2 much 


™* 
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much obliged unto the fins of Ladies. 

Cuny. Conrade can prattle fomewhat, Sir, 
to that.purpole. 

Con. Good faith you do me wrong. Vve 
worn, Sir, a Ladies flipper in my Hat, or fo. 
Frollo is the man that gets their Pendants, 
Armilets, Rings, all the Toys of value. 

Froll. Excute me, Sir, not I. Signior Ca- 
aymond has all the voice at Court. We know, 
Six; when, and where, a certain Dutchefs, 
Sir 

Cuny. Hold! grow particular in fuch a 
Thcamas this! 

Grim. Well, Gentlemen, I maft be fur- 
nith’d too. 

Cuny. With a Miftrels ? 

Grim. Yes, enquire me out fome old Land- 
Carack. I am content to ftretch my loyns for 
a Penfion. 

~Cuny. At what rate do you value your 
felt? 

Grim. Y was never pawn’d, Sir. 

Cuay. How, Captain ! 

Grim. Xn this lean age, we value all 
things according tothe rate, they pawn for. 

Frol]. But we mutt know, how much you 
would receive in price of your activity ? 

Conrad. You malt never firay after freth 
paftare. ' 

Grim. Some eight; I, J, eight ‘hundred 
Crowns a year will do’t. I am defirous of 
no more than will maintain my Genet, and 
my Dwarf. 

Cuny. Your excufe procur’d, °tis fit you 
now tell, how far -in your defence I may en- 
gage my honour: is not your fiefha little 

tainted ! are you not unwholfom ? 

~ Grim. O death, no; no, no, no! Donot 
think J have a contcience fo ill-bred, to put 
my felf upon a Lady, when unfit for the af- 
fair. 

Cuny. Well, Captain, now with your own 
eyes furvey your limbs 5 what ufe cana La- 
dy have of you? to propagate the Cough 
o’ th’ Lungs ? 

Froll. Or beget Cripples, to people an 
Hofpital ? 

Conrad. Or produce another Nation that 
may wage herce battel ’painft the Cranes ? 

Grim. Yet 1 can follow your bodies with 
rouga motion, and not thed my limbs by 
the way 

Cuny. \ told 'ye, he’d make a jeaft on’t. 

Grim. But ! will kick ye in earneft, 
kick ye for my exercife and warmth—till 
my toes grow crooked— —[ Exeunt omnes. 


Enter Valdaura, reading to ber felf, then 
Albovine, Hermegild. 


Herm. Purlue Valdawra, Sir. You want 
the filken garb, that mutt indear you to the 
Ladics eyes. : 


The Tragedy of Albovine 


Alb. Yet Lam loving in my drink. 

Herm. Salute her kindly, Sir: *tis Parg= 
dine’s Bride. You have not feen her {ince 
{he endeavour’d to increafe the number of — 
your tubjects, with lofs of her Virginity. : 

Alb. Rhodolinda doth fo ingrofs my love, 
that on other Ladies Pve but little to be 
ftow. 

Herm. Sir, practife but your Courtthip 
here: in troth you mult be {mooth and plis © 
ant, it will never do elfe. Pv@héard the 
Queen complain, you are too rough: and 
what thefe Ladies do obferve, will take a 
fudden flight unto her ear. Often flatter 
’em, and with a vigorous breath; they'll 
then implore the Queen in your behalf: 
and, Sir, their praife will {oon procure your 
peace. 

Alb. If they would foften Rhodolinda’s 
heart, and reconcile me to her fimiles, I 
would grow fond, and dally with all the 
Sex. 

Herm. Begin your trial. If you, falute 
this Lady, and wanton like, feck pi¢tures 
in hereyes: they will admire you for’t, and 
img your praifes to the Queen. 

Alb. Vthall be taught in time. . 

Herm, The Engine’s now compact 5 eacht 
wheel doth move with filent {crews. Thé 
Mole’s the fubtle Pioner: for when the 
undermines the earth,her flow motion makes 
nonoife. [ Exit. 

Alb. Yate devout. Valdaura. Teach me 
to pray: we have no leifure for’t in Wars: 
and *t has been long time out of fathion 
here in Court. F 

Vald. \ tear 1 make fome breach of duty 
with your Excellence, to hinder thus the 
paflage of your Royal thoughts. _ 

Alb. You teach me now, vexcufe my own 
abrupt demeanour; but I can do’t. My 
harfh Queen (whom Heaven forgive) doth 
much miltake the pofture of my limbs, and 
motion of my tongue among your Sex. I 
never uf, like rugged Polypbeame, to hurt 
whomI but touch: Thus, I can gently meet 
a Ladies lips yet make no battery there. 
Was it not well perform’d / tell my proud’ 
Queen, [ve loft my Iron garb, and now 
am grown thus fond and fmooth. 

Vald. O Royal, Sir, her cruelty hath put 
my eyes unto th’ expence of many tears. 

Alb. Y, but in vain! thofe clouds muft 
weep apace, that mean to penetrate the Mar- 
ble, or the Flint: I wear no Gauntlet on my 
hand, why fhould you think that | would 
bruife your fingers with my tonch_——— 

[ Sports mith her band» 


Enter Hermegild, Rhodolinda. 


Rhod. Is this Paradine’s Garden ? 
Herm; 


_ Herm. I, Madam, and your Excellence 
may find a fudden growth, in all that fha- 
dows us. 

Rbod. Hah, I look there! 

Herm. What is’t your eyes fo eagerly dif 
cern ? 

Rho. The King! how fportful he is 
grown? how full of amorous game and 
dalliance ? 

Herm. Ulpie Vauldaura there: but is that 
the King ? 

Rhod. Thou doft enquire, taffront my 
fight. 

Alb. You mutt inform the Queen of this : 
Say, I am {mooth, and mufical and trim, 
and that I talk no more of war, nor drink. 

Vald. *Tis my duty to urge all that may 
credit you in her elteem. 

Alb. Iisa piece of courtthip to falute at 
parting [Kiffes ber. Exit Vauldaura. 

Rhbod. Is that a fafe conjunction in fo hot 
a Climate ! 

Alb. Hell and Death! what difcipline is 
this? I fhould conduct her in her way 

{ Exit. 

Rbod. So violent in purfuit of your game ? 
Let’s follow, Hermegild. 

Herm. Not for all the Sun beholds in his 
journey through the world —-—— 

Rhod. Why ? 

Herm. It fhews but little art to feck what 
you would not find. 

Rhod. I prethee grow particular! doft 
think they purpofe ought i’th’ dark? or, was 
this fame but ceremonious form! fuch a 


greeting as courtfhip will admit in publick 


interview ? 

Herm. The King was never given to com- 
plement, you know. As for Vauldaura 

Rhod. What of her? 

Herm. I think is the is chafte, but 

Rhod. Do not involve thy language thus 
in periods of fufpence. 

Herm. with the King, had not deferv’d 
to be depriv’d of your foft imbraces, then he 
might have kept this conttitution tame 

Rhod. Q,isitfo?  - 

Herm. \t ill becomes the garb of Majefty, 
to run thus neighing (like a riotous Horfe) 
after each female that he {pies. 

Rhod. Why, does he ule it ? 

Herm. Madam, you quettion me, as if 
what I declare, were to your knowledge new 
and ftrange. 

Rhid. By Heaven and {0 it is. 

Herm. O my officious Soul! muft it be 
my crime to give the information up? would 
Thad known the King was here, youthould 
have made another path your walk. 

_ Rhod. Hermegild, you did mis-{pend that 
breath. 

Hirm. Alas, you had enough of grief be- 
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‘fore. This addition wll but thew a tyranny - 
in fateand me. It works like firong new 
wine! asit?c would fplit the Cask. 

Khod. O perjurd, black, adulterous 
King! affront my Fathers Ghoft? difturb 
his afhes in his Tomb? when drunk with 
pride, he mock’d me wich the gawdy title 
of a Queen, and now Iam become a ftale 
too for his luft.  j’auldawra too! fo pure of 
heart, forfooth, that the would bluth to fee 
/her own hand naked: they are prefcrib’d. 
oe Hermegild, our Country fhall be 

ree. 

This is a noble rage! Heavén knows how 
j|T have griev’d. Twas my fad fear, that 
all the angry fparks, which were by juftice 
kindled in your breaft, had been cxtinguifh- 
ed quite, now they grow up in flames. You 
now like Phebus thew, when he hath’ wath’d 
ihis face with Dew. . Your influence doth in- 
| fufe a noble heat, fuch as would motion give 

to aged Statues; make them pluck up their 
-maflie feet, and walk. 
Rhod. What, Hermegild, in this great bu- 
| finefS wilt thoudo, lucourage hope ? 

Herm. \ will mingle poyfon in my Ink, 
write witha Ravens Quill! ’t will be a fa- 
tal Scripture: and fhall charm like thofe 
wife Hymns, the Syrens fing. Some muft 
direCtion bear t? our Penfioners, that in our 
Country rule the ftern Edicts of Law: fome 
to martial Spirits, who with their able skill 
do lead thofe Regiments, the King hath 
garrifon’d ith’ bordeting Towns. They 
fhall revolt, my Queen, and feat thee in thy 
Fathers Chair: they muft be drunk with the 
Elixir of my Gold. 

Rhod. When firlt I chofe thee out for this 
great work, I {aw thee thorow a Perfpective 
revers'd3 for thou didft feem much lefler 
; than thou art. Kneel, and be happy Be- 
fore, the Genius of this place, and what is 
i here immortal, 1 vow to affift with my moft 
ative skill, all thy defignments ’gainft the 

King 5 and when my jutt hopes are finith’d, 
|to be thy Wife» Such as do perjur’d prove, 
Lightning and Taunder ftrike to Hell. 
Herm. This new ambition hath {o exalt- 
ed all my facultics, that T think I am taller 
kneeling , then when I ftood. Bur here 
wich ftrict folemnity [ vow to teach my foul 
new ways of merit + to revenge with ftern, 
and horrid wrath, the Kings proud tyranny. 
To make your greatnefs ablolute and high, 
or fink my felf into the bofom of the earth. 
Rbod. Enough. I protter to thy lip, the 
firft tafte of my affection 


i 


| 


[ They kis, then rifts 

Herm. ’ Twas lufcious | and 1 wil) cherith 
this. © Trees that talleit grow, do take the 
deepeft root, fol muft firft tink low in the 
Earths and after climb up to the Clouds. 
Birt; 
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Firft, praife her mighty {pirit; chen when 
fhe weeps, gather up her tears for {catter’d 
Pearl. This difguiz’d humility is both the 
{wilt, and fafelt way to pride— 

Rhad. Sure, Hermegild, I have amaz’d thy 
fence, thou look’ft like a fullen Lyon chain’d: 
within a filent Cave. Let us retire, and Vl 
difcover how Pve practis’d my revenge. 

Herm. 1 am contidering how to make 
you mighty! you fhall afcend, my beaute- 
ous Soveraign, till youcan reach the Moon, 
and pick thole feeds of light (the leffer Stars) 
from forth their wandriag Spheres; to 
wear as new embroidery on your fleeve. 

T long to hear you, though a Womans will 
Is not fo ftrong inanger asher skill. 
[ Exeuuts 


Enter Paradine, a Gentleman, and Page. 


Parad. You bring no Letters from Cre- 
covia, Sir? 

Gent. None, my Lord. 

Parad. Nor from Sienna? 

Gent. Your Lordfhip in thofe few receives 
th’ entire purpofe of my journey. 

Purad. Alas, my Countrymen! Captivity 
is hoarfe, they have more griefs than tongue, 
they {peak not loud enough to wake the ear 
of Heaven. Henceforth to Hermegild bid 
them direct their fighs; for Pm fo dull, fo 
weary, and neglectful of ambitious ends, 
that I (hall lofe my ftrength, and favour with 
the King. 

Gent. My noble Lord, our prayers will 
over-rule that prophecy. 

Parad. You may expe, whilit Tam able 
to pertom. Boy, give the Gentleman a free 
and bounteous welcome. - Sir, I will haften 
your difpatch. 


[ Exeunt Gent. Page. | 
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Eater Thefina. 


Thef: My Lord, I have tyr'd-my flfin. 
your fearch. 

Parad. The fair Thefina? 
here a Vifitant! 
Bride ?. 

‘Thef: With the Queen, my Lord, who js 
fo fond of her attendance, that to night fhe 
lyes within her Chamber. 

Par. Hah! fo foon divided! th? ap- 
proaching, night fhould help to fecond our 
embraces. rite 

Thief: Y’are now to truft my Art. For 
Valdaurs {ent me Vexpre(s her joy, i’th’ de- 
livery of this meffigé. You fhall lye with 
her to night. 

Parad. How can my faith admit of this 
fince fhe is lodg’d where the Queen fleeps ? 

Thief. Pil perfect my affurance, fo you'll 
pleafe obey what I enjoin. When you ap- 
proach the Sphere, where your bright Phebe 
rules, do not occafion fo much noife as fhall 
exprels you living. You mutt not {peak to 
her, nor make her fpeak: all chis perform 
left you thould wake the Queen.’ 

Parad. This isa tine receipt to get a filent 
Gul: But T thall prove obedient; 

~Lbef. And (Sir) as y’are merciful to La- 
dies (ripe in growth) do not breathe too 

loud, lett we th’ neighbouring room, o’re- _ 
hear the harmony, and fin in withes. 

Parad. Fear not, Thefina: Uthall be tem- 
perate. 

Thef- But you young Souldiers are fo boy- 
flerous, you'll think anon, y’are battering, 
{eme Town-wall. Follow, Sir, Pl) dire@ ye 
to the place, where, when the dark hour ar+ 
rives, you mutt addrefs your vific, 


[Exennt omnes. 


you are rarely 
where have you left my 


ACT IV. SCENE. I. 


Enter Paradine drelfing hia elf 


Parad. “EXHE early Lark climbs higher 


ly La igher | Hah! the Queen! Valdaura! Bride, where 
than his voice 5 and whifpers ; 
into Phebus ear, a glad welcome; who } 


art thou? [Looks ine - 
Rbod. Ya vain thou call’. A Cannon 


{miles, and {eems to prophecy a gawdy day. | fired Scarce could reach her ear. She’sin Pu- 


Valdaura? Madam? {peak, {weet Lady! or, | 


af for concealment of our ftoln rapture you 
filence ftill affumes yet rife, and blefs my 
fight with thy fair prefence. 


See, anew day breaks in her hand! thefe are 
the rofie Fingers of the morn! 
Pulls in Rhodolinda. 


Come, and | fhe 
eclipfe the envious day! Kind Valdaura, | 
{peak! (A hand is tbraft out betweenthe Arras. | 


via nOW, two Leagues from hence. 
Parad. You are myfterious as an Oracle! 
_ Rbod. I fent her thither, with pretence 
thould furvey'the model of a Garden- _ 
work. But ’cwas done, that Thefina might 


intice thy perfon to my bed. At noon thy |p 
wife returns. . 


Parad. V ve miftaken then, and finn’d with 
thee, adulterous Queen! . 


Rhods 
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4 -Rhod. Thou haft enjoy’d what Albovine| Parad» For credit of your own humani- 
with all his Royal fighs and tears defpair’d |ty, do not infringe aie wAtbaY Gg 
to merit. due to all hearts. Give me but lave to 
[ Parad. O horror ! Could you make no}think; and ne’er doubt your bufinef! 
choice to quench your ravenous luft, but me? though ?'m a young finner; yet I fhall {oon 
Where were the broad-chin’d Zwitzers of enquire the way to Hell. ’Tis a continued 
your Guard x thorow-fare. from this Clitnate thither, 
4 Rhod. This, Paradine, denotes a melting | Good night, Madam. . 
brain: which out’of vulgar pity Iforgive.} © Rhud. Ete yet the morn’s fait cheek hath 
°T was not the wanton tafte of lnft could | loft her tears, dott call it night 2 
make meute this ftratagem. Butloveofmy| Parad. To me it fecins the Eye of Hea- 
revenge. Tve ftrongly now engag’d thy | ven doth wink. All things are cloath’d in 
power to kill the King. .| darknefs, black as your defign. 
Parad. Hah! Rhod. Stay, for elfe my rage will not per- 
Rhod. Which do, and e’re the Sumarrive | mit that we {urvive another mecting: If 
Pth’ Weft; or with difhevell’d -hair, my | thou fufpect’ tt we are too loud, I will diftill 
veftments torn, I will approach the Tyrant, }| my thoughts into-thy car. 


acquaint him with this deed, and call my [She bangs about bis neck, whifperings 
own adultery thy foul rape. - ‘ed 
Parad. Who’s within there, hoa!. good Enter Hermegild, Valdaura. “ 


Heaven! how lean fhould I have niade my 
{clf with ftudious thoughts, e’re I the skill} Herm Though vaffit my great hopes 
had reach’d of {uch a damn’d project. with opportune induction, I confénted to 

Rhod. Collect thy {catter’d thoughts: | this ats yet now I chide my fond fpirits. 
What thy refpect to thy captiv’d Country;| For who dares truit th? unruly appetite of 
could ne’er charm thee to revenge 5 be | youth > what I decreed the thould but tafte, 
prompted to, by a kind affection of thy | fhe may delight to furfeit on. Here’s the 
own dear life: revenge upon a Tyrant ; | pretious medicine that mutt reftore health to 
one, that loves not mep nor thee; unlefs in my hopes., Follow, gentle Lady. You fee 

' fpeech: he hath a {mooth tongue, but a} ’emnow? . ids i 

_ rugged heart. My Hermegild perceives this} Vald. Fall, fall, you’ thick black clouds, 

truth, and can deliver it with all the pride | until you hide my fight. “Do not my eyes 
of'knowledge. tly begin tu bleed at this object? 

Parad. Sure Time grows humerous with}. Herm. Mark how clole they meet : what 
age: for things do differ much from the | variety they ufein lutt: furvey their geftures 
{incerenels of their firlt creation. I will go |eftill. Now they depart. 
weep till I am blind—_ ; [ Exennt Parad. Rhod. 

Rhod. Stay, Paradine. \f thondoft mock} Vald. V!l {ammon all the hierarchy of 

_ tny hopes with a flow motion in this jut | Heaven to cenfure ’em. 
defign, expect to find my anger fatal. P| Herm. Alas, pure foul! yoy perceive thefe 
_ to the King, and make a forfeiture of both | are no Ideas now, noFiG@ion of the mind, or 
* our lives: but if thou kill?’ the Tyrant, PU | air incorporate to cheat the imagination. 
call thee then my Souldier. Befides thy Vald. Was this the caufe, that made the 
Country’s thanks, thou fhalt enjoy me for} adulterous Queen fo fiGly urge my journey 


thy Queen, thy Wife, Paradine. ullto Pavia? 
' Parad. New arts toruineme! howcan} Herm. J, and the motive that provok’d 
_ this be, and my own Wife alive ? my Confcience to haften your return, that 
_ _Rbod- Would’ft thou embrace fo eminent | you might tell fad tales to Heaven. 

_ ablifs, without fome danger to thy foul ? Vald. So {oon prove falfe? e’re the cele- 


Parad. My memory betrays my skill! | bration of our marriage Rites were fully ¢ 
_ I know there are a thoufand: ways to dif- | ended? ¢’re the Sun in’s journey o’re this Re- 


_ card her. gion had twice beheld us thus incorporate 
+ Rbod. Alas, good eafic Soul! the’ll ne’er | by holy Church ? 

‘be mifs’'d among the living. Know, Val-| Herm. I, theré’s-a contemplation thac 

daura’s falle. eee would crack evch heart ftrings made of 

Parad. How! falfe! Via wyer. Hymen’s Taper but newly lighted, 

Rhod. She is a open whore, and hath! and he with rude breath blows out the gaw- 

| taught me this art of luft. dy flame. Thenin the dark, thus wilfully 


Parad. More horrible than Mell! now | miftakes your bed, and riots tween unlaw- 
~ make me the common’ Executioner: Val-| fulfheets: Horror! horror! 


_ -daura falfe ! Valde*O my finifter Stars! * thus I hall 
_ Rhod. Wilt'thou thus leave me ima wild | weep till I have emptied all my ftock of 
 fulpence ? tears, Heres: 


 . 
# , 
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“Herm. What fhould fauch white and harm- 
« lefs fouls do crawling on the Earth? alas, we 
cannot kneel like old Idolaters unto the rufty 
metal ina Bag. We want thefe helps to gain 
us honour and efteem. : 
» Vald. Vbave a refolute intent todye, and 
{eek my Manfionin a purerOrb. t 

Herm. But e’re you do begin your laft long 
journey, fome meritofious act fhould help 
taffure your future blifs. ; 

Vald. O name it, ere my forrow fhall de- 

"cay my ftrength: for I would have my pow- 
er joyn with my will. 

Herm. Your Lord (foul and finful as luft 
can makehim) Salamander-like, fhall bathe 
in fires, unlefs by {ufferance here on earth, he 
penetrate thg heart of heaven, and foften 
their decree. It willbe call’d your merit to 
revenge his crime, even with his death. 

Vald. How! would you have me kill 
him? 

Herm. SinceI am ftri& to virtue, I muft 
needs be cruel unto vices Let him not live 
to increafe his own ypuilt, and betray more 
Ladies. re 

Vald. But fhall 1 juttice take from power- 
ful Heaven, and ufe it with {uch cruelty ? 

Herm. Believe my skill in facred Oracles, 
my piety to warraht the defign. Nor will 
I fright the frailty of your Sex, with horrid 
circumftance ; he thall not bleed, ‘this Viol 
doth contain adraught; whichif he drink, 
will cozen him of ’s leprous foul in his moft 
quict fleep. ! 

Vald, 1 do fulpe& my courage ! 

Herm. Tak’t, faiy one! think on’tin your, 
prayers. If you but enjoy one fingle motion 
that informs you it is good: dot with 
pride and boldne(s mafculine  Diftinguifh 

-thus its operation. Four days mutt be fully 
{pent e’re it effet our hopes. Before that 
hour arrive, he muft be wrought to kill ‘the 
King. [ Afide 

Vald. The Viol liquid Lead contains, or 
elfe fome far more ponderous Metal : *for 
whilft I bear it thus, the weight feems to 
infufe a Palfey in my hand. Itremble like 
a {tring touch’d on my Lute. 

Herm. It is the Fiend that would dehort 
you from a pious a&: truft not his whifp- 
ring charms, but with a courage (more than 
is natural in. thy modeft Sex) proceed to 
merit heaven. And now requite my for- 

- ward zeal to virtue,: with concealment of 
my name, and intercft uethis a@.’ Let not 
the Queen nor ‘your falfe Lord, know me 

the Perfpective, through which you faw 
their ravenous lufts; but fay, the King re- 
veal’d it to your ear. ”Fwill make them 


wild, and doubt their own, confederate. 


' Bawds. Think not I forbid it as-q danger 
to my perfon; for I affect not life. So foft 
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and eafie is my heart, fo well I love your 
finful Lord, that when I hear the Bell pro- 
claim his death, I fear I fhall dye crying... 


Vald. Why would you have him kill’, % 


yet love him thus? 

* Herin. 1, but Tlove Heaven better.Where, 
when I come, troth I fhall prove too fond 
aSaint. Thofe Votarics that pray to me, 
fhall find their bufinefs foon difpatch’d ; 
here, let this Key obfcure ye in my Clofet 
until noon: for then the Queen expedts you 
will return from Pavia. Farewel, the mott a- 
bus’d,but nobleft Lady in the world.[ Exennt. 


Enter Grimold (in an old rug Gown, muffled 
with clouts,) Gondibert,Vollterri. 


Gond. This is the privy Gallery; place — 


the Chair, Vollterri, where it needs mutt in- 
terrupt the King in’s paffage. 


Volts Vf thy difguize fhould fail us, Goa- . 


dibert and you'mutt be attach’d for an Im- 
poftor. 

Grim. And then 
Irifh Nags. 
provided the Foe charge in the Rear. “Seat 
me tenderly. This luxurious City hath 


be crop-ear’d too, like 


I fhall prove fleet in aRacé,  ~ 


made me fo rotten, Idare not walk inthe 


wind, left Ifhould beblown in pieces. 
Enter Hermegild. 


Gond. Quick, now counterfeit!  hére 


comes Hermegild. Groanout like ahungry — 


Bear. [Grimold groans. 
* Herm. Who owns that clamour ? 


~ 


Gond. One, Sir, prefented here to tempt ~ 


compaflion from all charitable eyes. 


Vollz. Want hath betray’d him to hunger, ~ 


hunger to,this difeafe. 
Grim. 
Herm. Where, Sir? 
Grim. In my tiomach. 


famine. 
Grim. 


ages : 


Herm. Te is my wonder, ina Rate fo rich 


O, 0, 0, the Cramp! the Cramp ! 


Herm. That’s indecd a cleer {ymptom of :; | 


Pve caten nothing this month but 
ayr, and that gives but weak nourifhment to 


as ours; a climate {till befriended thus by 
Nature: ( flourifhing with hopeful Springs, 


And Summers choak’d with wealth) a 


| Souldier fhould be forc’d to make his hunger 


adifeafe, a prodigy unparareld, that want 
fhould e’re occafion fuch a dangerous faft. 
Was’t not devotion made him thus abftain 
from meat. 


Grim. Pure want, Sir, I know final de- 
-votion, I, For though I faft much, I pray 


as little as moft Chriftians of my Calling. 
; [Groans again 
Herm. He mutt be fent unto fome Hofpi- 


tal 


AB hie SES 2 EERE he Bre A aS 
tal, there eat warm broths, till he recover 
health: And then { will procure him trom 
the State fome thrifty penfion, to maintain 


the fhort remainder of his life. He fhall fing 


Hymns, and pray to the kind Saints. 

Grim. Alas, Sir, 1am grown fo hoarfe,the 
Saints can hardly hear my Orifons. 

Gond. He will prove, my Lord, a charge- 


able cure for the Phyticians do prefcribe 


him nought for med’cine, but Aurum-Pal- 


i” pabile. 
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Grim. The Elixir of Gold would furely 


‘much affwage the gricf in my ftomach— 


: [ Groans. 

Herm. He mult needs be hungry, that like 
th’Oltridge can digelt Metal. 

Voll. The King, for his aft fervices re- 

mains his debtor fix thoufand Duckats. My 


~ Lord, you fhall.exprefs much charity, if you 


procure it in a fudden paymemt. The fame 
will defray his ficknefS charge, and mainéain 
him well in’s health. 

Gond. Your Lordthip fhall engage us then 


~ to drown your chief Tice in the beft Wine. 


, to prevent bunger, 


oe 


Well drink your health, until we raife the 
price of if. 
Herm. Let him continue there. Perhaps 


they (whom I fhall ftraight conduct this | 


way) will fo commiferate his want, that 
he will {oon relicv’t, though he increafe his 
own. There is fome Art in this, which 
muft needs difcover, or forfeit my pains, 

[ Exit. 

Gond. The Fiend is gonc! 

[Grimold rifes. 

Grim. Will all the vaft accruments I pro- 
jet from this difguife, convert into the 
flender purchafe of an Hofpital ? 

Voll. Thouturn Votary? 

Gond. He'll pray in no language but the 
High-Dutch, the angry tongue, which feems 
to threaten more than implore. 

Grim. Six thoufand Duckats for a Man- 
fion in an Hofpital, no bigger than a Cothn: 
where like Carthulians, we muft feed, not 
but to hinder luft. Prin- 
ces may eafily pay their debts, when they. 
inforce their Creditors to buy Titles and Pla- 
ces too at their own ratcs. 

Vollt. Hark! there’s fome body ap- 
proaching hither. *Tis no fate game co 
{port with Kings. Pll be gone. 

Gond. Grimuld, now trutt to your own 
performance, I may have ule for my ears, 1 
would not yet leave them in the Pillory. 

-[Exeunt. Gond. Vollt. 

Grim. Gondibert, Vollterri' forfake the 
form ¢’re ye are wet? Weczels! Monkeys ! 
Dogs! [ Drops down in’s Chair. 

Enter Albovine, Hermegild, Thefina. 

Herm. Madam, you are now fully fatis- 

fied 7th? intention of this vilit. ¥ with 


King of Lombardy. 


a age ae 
you’d be as free with him, as your modelty 


will give you leave. 
: Thef- Tratt my obedience, and my skill; 
ire 

Alb. He looks like a watchman in that 
Rug. 

Herm. Your Majefty receives new caufe 
to doubt the truth of bis difeafe, from my 
Servants information. Who {wears, this 
very morn he hath been {ven in all the vio- 
lence of drink, and ?ch’ Burdellitoo. For, 
Sir, though he be old, he’s given much to 
the old fport. 

Alb. Let us retire tween th’ Arras, and 
we fhall thare, ?’th’ whole difcovery. 

He groans: 

Thef? Alas, who is’t, that fo Re the 
tongue of pity! 

Grim. An old Souldier 0” the Kings 

Thef: Hah! Captain Grimold! how come 
you thus imprifon’d in a Chair ? have you 
the Gout ? 

Grim. Lam not rich enough t’ enjoy the 
Gout. 

Thef. What name then do you give to your 
dileafe? 

Grim. The Phyficians call it Famine. 

Thef: How ? Heaven fecure the State! 1 
hope we aye not guilty'of a fin fo horrible, 
to deny a Souldier fit materials for confer- 
vation of his life. . ‘ 

Grim. Tis fourteen days fince I have had a 
a juft occation but to pick my teeth. 

Thef: Alas the day! 

Grim. Each of my thighs are dry’d, and 
hardned like an old Weft-Falia Flitch. All 
m’ interals are fhrank up: and were my 
lean Jaws-unmuflled, you fhould fee me 
mump,likea Matron that had loft her teeth, 

Thef: O cruel Stars! ; 

Grim. Hab! Does fhe weep? 

Thef: Could you on this wide Earth, find 
no obycét for your fury, but brave Grimold? 
or is’t becaufe you faw, it was my chief vir- 
tue to affect a Souldier? 

Grim. If the fhould be in earneft now ? 

Thef. L hope you do not utterly dufpaix 
of life ? 

Grim- 1 may linger out a {core of years, ” 
or fo3 butI cannot live long, 

Thef. Since you are_mark’d for fudden 
death, cold death that filenccth all congucs : 
and fince this place is fo {ccure from n-igh- 
bouring, ears, t will dilclote, what until now 
my modeity infore’d me to conceal. 

Grim. I thall forget to counterfeit. 

Th.f: Know, Sir, that f have lov’d you 
longs lov’d you with foft and tendct 
paffion. 

Grim. O Roguc! what do I like the pi- 
ture of Winter, in this wither’d habit? I 
muft recover my health. But alas, Madam, 

Lai do - 
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do not deride his dettiny, that now ‘jis ta- 
king flight to reach that place, where your 
beft Star inhabits, and fhall have power to 
tell loud tales: if you prove thus cruel. 
How could you e’re love me? I have been 
old, even fince 1 knew you firft. 


Thef- But if you will permit I may ex- |. 


prefs a little vanity in love, I can inform 
you, Sir, how much we Ladies prize. ape 
before youth in Lovers, . Old men are dif- 
creet finners, and offend with filence: But 
young men when the game is done, do crow 
like Cocks boaft to the world their ftrength 
in folly. Befides (Sir) am authentick Lady 
{ays in her Problems thus: “it 
The young and flender Graft is eas’ly broke, 
But who can thake, or bruife the aged Oke? 

Alb. A rare Adage. ; 

Hevm. The Lady Authour, fare, is o’th? 
Moderns, , 

Grim. My joy is turn’d to a difeae; it 
makes me {pecchlefS! I ever thought thefe 
Court-Tits were much taken with my 
{mooth looks; but that their modetty {tll 
kept them from my reach. Foolith mode- 
{ty / it has hindred my prefermen: much: | 
for, fince I left the Camp, I have been in j 
Jove with fome three hundred of ’em, yet | 
never durlt lay claim toone. Wh! uh! if! 
Heaven thould fo affect our mutual appe- 
tites, av to reftore my health, would you 
continue fill to doat upon an old finner? 

_ Thef. O, Ufhould grow more fond 5 pre- 
ferve you long alive with zealous Orizons! 

Grim. "Las! poor Maulkin! the’s caught! 
I fhall grow rich: for I have heard, thefe 
Court-Ladies allow large penfions to their 
Paramours. Help, help, to move me higher 
in my {eat 

[She takes him by the hand, be ri Ss 

Thef. Blctsus! methinks, Sir, you begin 
to ule your legs with active ftrength. 

Herm. A pretious Ape! 

Alb, He will thew fine tricks anon ! 

Grim. Some ftrange influence from your 
fouch, hath givena tecond youth unto my 
faculties: before I feem’d to crawl like to 
a Crab: now my joints grow fupple, as if 
I were provided for a Races This hand in- 
{pires my firength 


Enter Cunymond, Frollo, Conrade. 


Cuny. Vhave a Key, 
here to th’ Park. 

Thef- Unhand me, Sir, for I fhall forfeit 
all my fame elfe. They'll think, I am im- 
modett 

LHe {pies them, then drops down in’s 

Conrad. Captain Grimold ! 

Frolls He fits like a Witch, failing in a 
Sieve. 


will give us paflage 


Chair. 
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{then -my cure 


ch, avoid the 
with his breath, 

and whence it came, 
m wear a Curtain fore 
w the newett fathion that 


Cuny. Hah’! itck' Gentlem 
windy fide, lett he infe@& ye 
I know his difeate , 
thortly you'll fee hij 
his Nofe 5 that’s no 
came from Paris. 

Froll. 1,’tisit: he has them growing on 
his Temples here They'll fhortly be as 
big as wild Dove's Egs. 

Conrad. He mutt toR 
Doctor there, and be ft 
he {pit his venom out, 

Cuny. And whilft you aré in Ph 
tain) you fare like Oberon. 
der diet. The lean thigh of a Wafp to din- 
ners and fome two or three of your own — 
penitent tears for your beveridge. 

Grim. Vve but {0 much breath left, as 
would make up a fhort Prayer to fecure my 
laft jaune: Yet J will {pend it in a hearty 
curfe for your dear fakes, - 

Cuny- March on! if he do find himflf 
agriev’d, let him fend me a challenge after 
his deaths and I will mect him, ith? Eli 
zian Fields. 

[ Exeunt Cunymond, Conrade, Frollo. 

Grim. ¥ will eat that Cunymond ! 

Alb. How prompt the Slave is, in’s me= 
tamorphofis? : 

Herm. To him again, Madam ? 

Thef- Alas, dear Captain, what bodily 
hope can a young Lady have of your per- — 
formance, that fall {0 foon in a relap{e ? 

Grime When you depriv’d me of your 
hand, you took away my ftrength and heat: 
touch me again, and I thall walk {tiff aS Ca= 
cus. [She lifts him ups 
ur motion, Sir, 

I creep as ‘other 


—— 


otterdam, to the fat _ 
cew’d in a Stove, until 


yfick( Cap- 
°Tis a very flens 


Thef: Take leifure in yo 
Grim. Look, Madam. 
mortals do, on the furface of the ear(i 

Thef? Methinks you ftand upright too. 

Grim. J,a Ladies warm hand will do mi- 
racles. A little Phyfick from your Lip, and 
is quite finifh’d Hem! 
fare this was Neffors receipt to recover his 
youth. Hem ! ' 

* Theft Vthallbe fainted for this miracle, 

Grim. Tam as wholefom as 4 Nut, and 
have as proud fleth about me, as the youngeft 
Gamefier of ’em all. 5 

Thef: Fye, Sir. 

Grim. If this 
call for a Julip, 
next foil I mect. 

Thef- Your tongue is blifter’d. 

Grim: When thail we folace our bodies? 

Thef- Your meaning, Sir? 

Grim. I mean i’th’ dark. Speak, pretty’ 
Finch with the green tail? Hah? mutt we 
kif clofe and often? wriggle up and down 
like young Eels 
[Hermegild comes behind bim, 

him by the arm. 


— 


heat continue, I muft een’ 
or fow my wild Oats in the 


ana pulls 
Herm. ° 


King of Li 

Herm. Captain, I have brought the King 

~ here to view, and tocommiferate your lean 
~ ficknefS, and your feeble wants. 
Alb. Thou old ravenous Goat. 

Herm. He looks now like an Alchymift 

thatis broiling 0’ red Herrings. 
Thef- Or like the brazen head,when’t was 
about to fpeak 


Aas 


[ He takes the King afide: 
Grim. You mean to hang me now. 
Alb. Hatt thou deferv’d an eafier fen- 
tence ? 
Grim. When 1 am dead, then all my 
debts are paid. For I leave {mall Lands and 
Chattels behind me. But heark ye ( my 
Liege) you may pay your debts in your life 
time, fo deprive your Executor of a trou- 
*. ble. 
~ Alb. O what a trivial exit fhall I make 
- from my own world? for when I die, Idie 
for love. 
Grim. And for lechery. Sir, would fain 
_ depart in quiet like other young Chryfomes : 
~ fain make all even between the world and 
me. Ibefeech your Highnefs dilcharge my 
Arrears for my laft fervicein Hungary, then 
hang me when you pleafe. 
Herm. Captain, I will be a Sutor for your 
 feprieve. You fhall only foricic what his 
Grace owes you; and then your life’s {ce- 
ue cur'd. _ [Grimold kneels. 
/ Grim: Uwillrather dye twice. O Sir, pay 
me fix thoufand Duckats, and then proclaim 
_ your fentence here aloud. I would fain dye 
‘merrily. I have not been drunk at my own 
_ ‘charge, this four months. 


© Enter Rhodolinda. 


a 


Alb. Hermegild, now {peak to hers for’ 
by the gentle carriage of her eyes, f do per- 
‘ceive fhe ’gins to pity me. 
Thef. Away,Captain! be gone whilft you 
are yet alive) YT have much power with 
Hermegild, and will wpon your patient fate ; 
ferance redeem my credit with you. Quick | 
then, move with filence. | 
. [Exeant Grim. Thef. | 
* Herm. Madani, the teather’d Arrow lings 
“Pth? Ayr, Cre it arrive where it mutt wound 5 | 
fo this fweet harmony, I’d have you coun- | 
 terfeit, but tempts him to fecurity in fleep, | 
before his death. . 
Alb. Ym much oblig’d to that good foul. 
‘Herm. True, my Royal Lady! jet 
“now perufe the greatnefS of his being, his) 
ay in battles, and by your reriembrance be 
 intorm’d of our Captivity. 
Alb. Honett Hermegild ? . 
Rhod. He was too cruel to a nature fo re- 


¢ 

sab, 
x 

% 


“ater 


mils and timorous as mine ¢ 
Herm. Alas, this crime he expiates with 
fighs. 


* 
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Alb. That’s complement! 

Herm. Thefe angry frowns upon your 
brows make you appear aged. 

Rhod. Could TV affure my heart; he would 
no more triumph o’re my dear Fathers me- 
mory; I'then fhould meet his love with too 
much paflion. 

Alb. When lam more my Chronicle, or 
{peak my deeds with pride, may my tongue 
blifter. ; 

Herm. You hear. his vows? Seem 
fond. If you can fhed a tear or two the 
more; to credit this Atonement, ’rwill much 
advantage our pretence. Sir, now enjoy 
what your indulgent grief merits to kecp, 
e’ne from the hands of death. Good Lady, 
fee how thee weeps? [ King kiffes ber. 

Alb. Ym foon o’reeome in this fott War. 
S’death all can thaw but J. I never wept; 
but when th’unruly wind blew in my eyes 
ands no argument for battles elfe I would 
fight. To teftifie the joy m¥ foul conceives, 
Vil drink 

‘Herm. Sir, you negleé to uf her like a 
Lover; this dull German phrafe, makes her 
fafpcét your temperance. Mark how the 
trembles. * | 

Alb. Y muft go learn to complement. 
Doft hear? is’t ft 1 proffcr her my embra- 
ces thou know’ ft 

Hirm. Sir, not to night. TTaat was a fe- 
rions {ute fhe bad me make, when firft fhe 
purpov’d this Atonement, 

Alb. 1do obey. Though I have thoughts 
would fain perfwade me to rebellion. 

[ Exewne Alb. Rhod. 

Herm. This wasafubal caution! elfe my 
hopes had twice been Cuckolded. © Let’em 
‘revel with their Lips. Th’other {port is ful- 
fom. But Paradixe dilturbs my fleep, he’s 
young, enrich’d with all the ftrength of Na- 
ture? and needs mult prove more riotous in 
finthan¥. The Queen hath tafted him, and - 
may, perhaps, ftill like to poffefs his lufts 
remove Valdaura from this Soyls then 
make him Lord of all my hopes. This to 
prevent, Ihave decreed, Valduura firft {hall 
minifier his death. ve taught her too to 


‘make him now believe, thac the King told 


her of 5 adulterous luft; good, for when he 
thinks the King doth know that guilt, his 
own fafety then, will foon provoke him 
haften ow his murther. This may be done 
before the Poyfon operatcs,tor that delays its 
power, tll fourfcere hours expire! which 
then no Antidote nor humane. skill refifts. 
Mount, -mount, my thoughts, that I may 
tread on Kings, 
Or if I chance fo fall, thus foaring high 5 
{ mele like Icarus, in the Suns eye. 

[ Exit. 


Tii 2 Enter 
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Enter Paradine and bis Page. 


Parad. The Sun doth mele us with his 
fcorching beams. Go fill my ufual draught, 
VI) drink tillLam cold. 
The conftitution of my foul, agrees not with 
this Climate. I grow weary of mortality. 
Even in my childhood I took my breeding 
in the Camps where had I fill remainrd a 
dull practick Souldier, and ne’er {cen a wo~ 
man, nor the Court, I might have had (ome 


[ Exit Page. | me now rth’ Bowl? 


rethains unpardon’d jn her felf. - Mine wag 
a dire miftuke: but hers. that muft be: 


| known, and then her Vcins fhall weep. 


Vald. You axe, poyfon’d, Paradine. 
Parad. With that cold dranght you {cnt 


4 


Vald. The Vipers vomit bears not fuch 
a dangerous enmity ’gainit humane Nature, 
as that you drunk, 

Parad. Stay! methinks I feel.no infur~ 


, rection in my blood {ure it {wellsnot yet. 


Vald. A; takes a {ubtle leifure to difperfe 


hope, to gain by faith, but now I reach at } through all your Organs and your Arteries, 


wild defpair. 


| (Enter Page with a Bowl. | that it may firaight with abler violence con- 


Page. My Lady, Sir, commends her love, fume your ttrength, 


and this to your acceptance 5 fhe made the 
mixtuge with her own hands. 


Parad. Will’t make my cyes ftart from 


my skull, or drop down at my feet ? Speak, 


Parad. The Queen. prefcrib’d this. hour | thall I foam at mouth like fome young Cour- 


"Enter Valdaura in clofe mourning. 


Parad. Hah! why, Valdsura, doft thou 
appear like a Funeral night, in dark mourn- 
ing weeds! 

Vald. Y mourn for you, fince*you mutt 
haften your cternal abfence now from me, 
and all that elfe are mortal. 

Parad. Speak things, that are lefs dan- 
gerous to my fenfé. This wonder will di- 
{tract me. 


Vald. Ere Time fhall with {wift motion | 


add another hour, to th’ life of this fick days 
thou fhalt begin thy aft fleep. 

Parad. A Swan hath fung my Dirge! O 
fatal mufick! but how comes this intelli- 
gence to ears of flefh and blood? my facul- 
tics enjoy that pleafant ftrength which ap- 
pertains to youth and temperance 3 why 
fhould I yet dye? 


Vald.‘How, Paradine? art thou fo full | 


of guilt (moft ulcerous and deform’d) yet 
thinkft to keep thy life at Natures charge, 
rexilt till age makes thee a Cripple: then 
in thy Bed, (like fome good old Patriarch ) 
thy foul difmifs with a divine rapture? No, 
no; jult Heaven provides more horrid 
deaths. for fach, as in adultery bathe their 
wanton Limbs. 

Parad. Hah! 

Vald. 1 know thy guilt; the King hath 
told me all. Twas wondrous ftrange ! 
our Vows but new arriv’d in Heaven, that 
did oblige our mutual Faith in love: and 
thou with favage luft to break them ? though 
grief hath much confum’d my tears, yet I 
have fome ftill left t’exprefs my pity. 

Parad. My adultery already known, both 
to the King, and her ? why, .thefe are prodi- 
gies indeed. How fin imboldens the afpect! 
fhe doth accufe me for a guilt, which yet 


for her return. Say,{ greet her health.[. Drinks fer, that is hot and angry with his Bit ? 


LExit Page. | 


Vald. Not the firtt Chaos was fo ugly and 
confus’d, as you'll appear, when this diftil- 
ment works, 

Parad. Yet I forgive you all, Cen from 
my heart: whillft my cogitations now .are | 
fober, and can diltinguifh things Ido ap- 
plaud this cruel benefit. Thede fubtle vani- 
ties of Court have tir’d my obfervation, FE 
was nurs’d within {ome Armory, and took 
a proud delight jn aGtive Wars but fince our — 
Drums have, ceas’d their noble clamour, I 
find no buline{S upon carth for me; ’tis fit 
I grow immortal. a 

Vald. \ did not think his fancy at this. 
news could prove fo temperate. i. 

Parad. Tofleepincold earth, whilft-my _ 
dead Neighbour never at my Coffin knocks, 
for all are filent in the Grave. Harfh defti- 
ny! fuch as J could ne’er expect from thee, 
Valdaura. 

Vald. My nature you fhall find much dif 
ferent, from what your knowledge hereto- 
fore dilcern’d. I have contriv’d another 
way to punifh thy adulterous heat. 

Parad. You find my fufftrance tame _e- 
nough. Publith all! 

Vald. Tomect your fin with apt revenge, 
I’m grown a foul loofe whore. 

Parad. Hah! contain thy {peech. Ex- 
prefs but fo much modetty;, as may fecure 
thy lite: for my death doth not concern my 
rage fo much, as this foul murder of thy 
fame. ' ‘ 

Vald. Tis truth ; and I confirm’t with 
pride. 

Parad. Oh, oh! thefe are the Mandrakes- 
groans (fatal!) for whoto hears them, ftraight _ 
incounters death. Now {mile ({weet Heay 
ven) fince thus F but return her own juftice.~ 
For my adulterous act, fhe takes my life, 
and fhall [et that bold Aduiterefs live? 

Stabs her with’s Ponyard. 

Vald. Ob, oh! Hold, hold! leave mea | 

litele 


* 


little breath to ufe in Prayer. 


bork?’ 


x 


Parad. { am not fraught with Divels 
fpleen; I would not hurt thy foul: here 
fit, whilit I fend up an humble facrifice, 
that fhall befpeak a pardon. for thy erime, 
ere thou arrive near Heaven. 

[ Puts her in a Chair. 

Vald. Dare you truft my laft words? 


Parad. O (peak, ere thou doft go, and | 


fhalt be heard no more. 
Vaid. Y am not falfe unto your Bed: I 


 ne’er in act, nor guilty thought, did violate | 


my marriage Vows. 
Parad. Art thou not a Whore? 


Vald. No Veltal that preferv’d with | 


quickning Oyl, the facred flame, was in her 
chaftity more cold, more timorous than I: 
nor are you poyfon’d. 

Parad. Hah! was not that a mixture of 
diftill’d Venom, which I drunk ? 

Vald. ?Twas healthful, as the blood of 
Grapes to age, and all your faculties do fill 
preferve their wonted harmony. 

Parad. Sweet fpirit, do not riddle thus 
with Heaven, nor {port thy foul away. 
Why didft accufe thy felf of murder, and 
pernicious luft; yet art thus clear from 


Vald- >Twas to inrage your violence, 
with hope to make you foon my execttio- 
net. For hearing you were falfe, I found 
no joy in lifes your hand hath feal’d my 
withes. ; 

Parad. New arts Cincreafe my wonder : 
Vm. o’rereach’d, where I thought my na- 


ee 
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ture was moft skilful! een in love! O fiay é 
had not diftraction {eiz’d my memory; I 
fhould at firt have told you the miftake, by 
which the finful Queen and Hermegild be- 
tray’d my chafte intent. ans 

Vald. Nam?d you Hermegild guilty of 
that fin? he’s then a horrid hypocrite: he 
did entice me by a poyfonous pra@ice to 
contrive your death, but found my nature 
loyal. 

Parad. New wonders ftill! 

Vald. 1 feel the frozen hand of death. 
Oh! oh! oh! - 

Parad. Valdaura! Bride! O noble Girl! 

Vald. Mercy! mercy ! [ She dyes. 

Parad. Already turn’d a‘Ghoft ! ’tis hea- 
venly mufick now indeed, fince thou art’ 
gone Vincreafe the facred Quire. I may be- 
hold thee in the purple skie, mix’d there 
with other Stars,but never on this foil again. 
Be this thy Tomb awhile. The Curtains 
foftly drawn Hermegild treacherous ! 


‘with poyfon too ? that was her word. Tis 


fit Tfeem t?have drunk the med’cine up. 

Good! the rough young Souldier may {py 

at laft thefe (pirits of the Court, that walk 

in artificial Clouds: or if their high con- 

ceptions foar above my reach, yet they have 

mortal hearts; fuch as our own dull Steel 

may with feeble motion pierce, 

Pierce till they groan: for I have now de- 
creed, 

Whom my dull fenfe cannot fubdue, fhall 
bleed, [ Exits 


ACT V. SCENE. I. 


Enter Hermegild, Thefina, Paradine, Rhodolinda. 


Hall I belye my felf. 
Be fudden and confirm my words : 


Thef- 
Herm. 


then difpofe ene of my wealth and perfon.| grope out her way to Hell 


make any ufe of this new intereft. 

Thef. Sir, you'll forget my merit in this 
danger ? 

Herm. Never. My Lord, Ihave dif- 
coverdall. See how aguith her guilt hath 


 madeher. How the trembles. Nay, Lady, 


ne’re fcatter thus your wild looks. Confefs 
thetruth, and you'll gain mercy. Valdaura 
(whofe Soul Heaven keep from purging 


fires) hath told herLord, the King knows 


of his wanton ftealth with our good Queen. 


You were the Inftrament that betray’d him 


ie “to th’miftake, and whofe fecrecy to doubt 


ie 


but yours, our reafon cannot yet inform 


Sus 


yy Thefs Thus kneeling, I confefs with pe* 


nitence, *twas I reveal’d it to the King. 
Rhod. Tear forth her eyes, and let her then 


Herm. Stay; dear Madam! 

Rhed. Paradine is poyfon’d, who knows, 
but {he doth amply fhare in that guilt too ? 

Herm. At my humble fute, contain your 
fury! we fhall difcover all. My noble 
Lord, itis a grief that will deprive my life 
of many years, to think, Pm held fufpected 
as an Agent in that practice. 

Parad. V have reveal’d the evidence, that 
doth perfwade my faith. 

Herm. What, Lady, do you know of 
this? Speak with courage, I am your 
fatety. ‘ 

Thef: Ufaw the King reach to Valdanra’s 
hand a poyfonous Viol, and with religious 
hints, taught her to mix it in‘her husbands 
draught. Parad: 
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Parade Hah! 

Herm. Perfittin my inftruGions! [ Aide 

Thef. ?Pwas that might when he enjoy’d 
her perlon——— 

Parad. Injoy’d her! how ? 

Thef- As you injoy’d the Queen. 

Parad. Heaven! will thefe miracles ne’re 
ceafe 2 

Rhods X hall convert to ftone ! 

Eerm. Now retire, Thefina, till 1 have 
begg’d your free reftorement to the Quecn’s 
mercy 

Thef My Lord, you'll not forgét your 
kind premife, you'll marry me. 

Hern» Vve nought elfe, to trouble my re- 
membrance- Away, away! [ Exit Thetina. 
* Rbod. What did remain in doubt, is here’ 
contirm’d : 

Herm. Now, Sir, yave heard fach real 
circumftance, as needs muft fettle your be- 
lief, and free my heart, from your unkind 
diflike. 

Parad. Valdaura’sdamn’d! the howls {o 
loud, that fhe difturbs all hell! O perjur’d 
Whore ! 

Rhod.: Now Paradine! inftrud thy felf- 
Is’t evident he ever could affect thy perfon 
with fincere dotage, yet thus betray that 
Fort, where thy honour ftill ftood Senti- 
nel? 

Herm. Uhave other motives to make you 
doubt his loyalty in love, which my fond 
heart cannot conceal, though’t would ad- 
vantage much my own profit. He hath of 
late hung thus upon my necks ‘until 
his amorous weight became my burden; 
and then lay flabbering o’re my lips. This 
fport my ferious brain abhorr’d. Twas my 
wonder ( Since you are call’d his Minion) 
he could ere afle&t my look. Ethat am like 
Winter, old and froward; you the darling 
of the Spring. 

Rhod- Speak, is thy Gall fhrunk up 3 haft 
thou nothing bitter in thee? Thou art far, 
fax more opportuncly ftor’d with time and 
place. for thy revenge, then we i’th’ midit 
of day; when the bright Sun moft power- 
fully doth warm the. world, in thy fecret 
Clofet he takes his ufualfleep, go, drill his 
heart! and make the Couch whereon he lyes, 
his eafic monument. ; 

Herm. And then enjoy a Queen, with all 
that doth belong to her high birth. As for 
my fervices, they’ merit no reward. I] 
know my:own creation much unhit for Court 
affairs. 

Rhod. Do’t, Paradine! and Fame no 
Trumpet then fhall need to {peak thy praife. 
Thy Country will atford thee power to {an- 
tine the chief o’th’days within our Kalen- 
der. 

Herm. And to thy memory high Statues 
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build, "bout which our Tr yew ay? | build. *bontawhied oll Gober vienih gin Virgins once 
a year fhall dance in Circles, ‘and fing, until 
they make the Marble move, like to thofe 
which or’reheard Orphews and his Harp. Or 
if thefe cannot infpire heroigue fury, yet ar- 
gue thus; you knew his Bed, but by miftake; 
which was our guilt not yours 5 and for our 
Countries benefit contriv’d. But be-defil’d 
your fheets in the pride of luft. Horror! 
this would incenfe the temperate Dovey 
Turn all his Taye into gall. 

Parad. Fire! fire! and blood! [Exit. 

Herm. Follow, follow him, my. dear 
Soveraign! add new heat unto_his rage. 
And dye hear! iince he is poyfon’d, *twere 
moft fir, forme learn’d Phytician did indea- 
vour £0 fecare his health. 

Rhod. U heard bim fay, he is already fur- 
nifh’d. with a powerful med’cine. 

Herm. Should you now forget your Roy- 
al promile, I lofe all my induftrious merit, 
and remain a facrifice to love. 

Rhod. Doft thou grow jealous ? 

Herm. Valdaura now is fever’d from her 
foul: and Paradine is abler in delights of 
youth, more amorous than I. 

Rhod. Away, fool! I feal thy fafety with 
my lip. [Exit 

Herm. Thus Narfes buth their froward 
Babes afleep.. Thefe femal Arts can ne’er 
my dark authientick practice cheat. Para- 
dine mult die! fo 1 fili fecure my hopes, 
When that fad hour arrives, wherein the _ 
poyfonous draught muft work, no charm’d * 
med’cine can refift its frength, Ihng my — 
Genius! ’Twas a fubtle reach to tell him, 
that the King hath horn’d his brow: for 
that will more incenfe’his wrath, and ag- 
gravate the Queens revenge. The wien i 
bear, doth make 
My motion flow: flow as the Snail I rena 
Who travels with his tenement on’s head. 

{ Exit- 


Enter Grimold in new Clothes, Condi . 
bert, Vollterri. 


Goud: The King has pay’d him all’s Ar- _ 
rears. 

Vollts "Twas by Thefina’s {ute to Herme- ' 
gild: the Snake has cali his skin too now. 

Grim. I, Sir, ’tis a poor ‘Snake that can- 


not cait his skin once in a Summer. 


Exter Canymond, Conrade, Frollo. 


Cun. Slight, here’s Grimold! didft not 
thou fay he was dead ? f 
Conrad. But I have heard fince, his Ghoft 


walks. 


Froll. Look! ’t has found the hidden 
-treafure then, which made it walk for the 
Ghoft 
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Ghoft hath bought it {elf new Clothes. 
Grim. Nay, nay, ttay, Gentlemen! let us 
forget old quarrels, then end. our new ac- 
quaintance. We are for the Country now. 
Pl but tell ye a few of your faults, and 
leave th’ amendment to your own leifures: 


but you all think y’are wifer than I. 


Cuny. 
elfe. if fF 
Grim. Mark, this is a new Court-thrift: 
when you are loth to maintain Flatterers, 
you publifh your felves with your ‘own 
praife. Lay your Fingers here-——Not a 
word, left I return ye a blow. I know ye 
cannot {peak without a complement. 

Volt. They ule it in their prayers,they. 

Gond. Cunymond, in one fmgle comple- 
ment, fo much wafted his Lungs, that I was 
fain to call for Ajua vite to recover his 
breath. i 

Grim. Pve heard you have tranfported 
from Paris the Geometrical cringe, and the 


We fhould abute our judgments 


— Art of numbring the hairs upon your 


Chins. . 
. Vollt. And af tatching your Beards. 
'Gond. Yes, and of perfuming your very 

fhadows. 

Grim. And they fay, it is your cuftom to 

fleep in Pomatum Mafques. . . 

Voli. And-that you paint “your pretty 

Vis’gnomies. 

-» Grim. Yes, and colour them fo zed, that 

you feem to bluth more, than the Sign of the 

Kings-head before a Country Inn. 

Gond. Yabufe Aftrology too; for you 


King of Lombardy. 


.| too, thofe 
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Stay, Gentlemen! One word more! this is 
‘a hot Chmate: when you mutt needs mar- 
ry to increafe your Tribe, your beft Way is 
to g0 a wooing in the City: for certain tich 
Widows there, love Court: fools, Farewell. 
[ Exennt omnes. 


A Campy is dram, the King is difcover’d 
Sleeping over Papers : Enter Paradine, 
with his Sword drarwn. 


Parad. Tomake him bleed, and leave his 
Arteries (where the delighted {pirits walk ) 
fhrank up, until they curl with heat. The 
wither’d frame {traipht to convert to dult. 
Then th’ umerous wind to fin it o’re the 
world. Speak, juft Heaven! is this fit u- 
fage for a King? Caffius was rath: Hah! 
but Bratas, neble Brutus! the Pride of Arts 
and War: fo temperate, his {oul Was more 
harmonious than the Spheres. Inftru@ Che- 
roick Lord ) thy young Papil! why did 
the mighty Cefar fall, by thy cold wrath? 
all filent as the night ! he fleeps: before him 
Papers that concern my Houle Af. 
fairs; and here he comments on my Letters! 
here with thrifty documents limits my ex- 
pence. Can this indulgent care be counter- 
feit? and meerly carry a pretence of love? 
he made my Wife a black Adulterefs. © 
horrour! yet who knows, but ’twas rather 
his revenge than lufts a furious Fiot, after 
that he knew I whor’d his Queen 

[ He blinds his own face with a Scarf, 
Sheaths bis Sword, and then kneels. 


clip Black-Taflaty into Stars; and for a foil | Sir! My Lord the King! Sir! 


to your beauty 5 fix’em in {éveral Regions 
_ of your face. 

Grim. Which.makes it look like the Pi- 
_ Gture of Doomfday; when all the Planets 


are darkened. 
Vollt. Nay, nay, ftay awhile. 
Grim. Leave off your jigging motion, 


__ when you mix your felves ina falute 5 your 


Pu 


pinion up your Elbows thus: 


ei 


lets truft upon a fpit.. Then wreath your 


i 


bodies feem to dance upon your knees. You 
like Pul- 


Hams int thus; and move with a difcreet 
Teifure, as if you meant to number all the 
Pibbles in the S:reet. And then you fleer, as 


~ ify’ had wath’d your Gums in Vinegar. This 


. 
’ 


you admire for gefture of the newett fathion. 
I fay, *tis fcurvy. 


__ Volle. If you will take Phyfick for your 


fouls health, retire into that part of the 
Kingdom which lies fartheit from France. 
Gond. He counfels well: for the French 


_ air hath made many of our Gentry drunk. 


_ Grim. And now move hence; but with 
your lips fow’d up, for fear of a comple- 
Ment. You two fhall ftraight take Horfe 
With me, and be billited in my Quarter. 


. 


Alb. Hah, Paradine! what Witty em- 
blem’s this ? the more to certife thy love, 
dott thou appear blind. 

Parad. O, Sit,do not mock my penitence, 
nor f{eem thus to difguife the kno wledge of 
that crime, which hath detil’d my modeft 
blood, and makes me now atham’d to mect 
your eyes. 

Alp. Heisdrunk! Maudlin drunk! 

Parad. Sir, I could creep alive into mi 
Fomb, and mix fociety with Ghofis, could 
I but hide my guilt from your perfpicuons 
fight. 

Alb. By Heaven, drunk with Beer; Pm 
fure the Corlick Grape’ infufeth no fach 
whining patffion. 

Parad. Thofe immaterial powers, that 
fee the thoughts of men, when growing in 
their hearts, can witnef$ Tabus’d your Koy- 
al Bed, but by a dire miftake. 

Alb. Hah! . 

Parad. Your black adulterous Queen be- 
tray’d me to her Juft by wicked Arts. 

Alb. This is a fober paffion, but implies 
fomething that is horrid. | 

Parad. Had not heroick war taught me 

Vaficcr” 


. 


counts. 

Alb. Sufpition maybe rath. Make your 
face known ! [ Suatches off bis Scarf. 
He bluthes like a young Brides 1 muff coun- 
terfeir, and feem to know. all. Paradiné, 
*ewas far from my conjecture, that a heart 
fo much oblig?d unco my love as thine, 
{hould wrong my Honour in a fenfe, which 


hear it. 

Parad. Thunder and fulpherous fire 
{natch my.cold limbs from this dull earth. 
Sir, whillt my foul affords me reafon, and 
can direct me unto whom my true allegiance 
is adebt, kill me! when Iam mad, I fhall 
forget all duty, and refufe obey your Roy- 
al Charter. Thrut} your Sword home, till 
my heart fhall kifs your Hilts. Are you {o 
flow in jultice? think, how by a dark mi- 
ftake, Iwhord your Queen: whord your 
Queen! O prodigious phrafe! 


Alb. Howl Wolves, and hungry Tygers! 


the refurrc@ion is too long delay’d, fince 
we want horrour to celebrate this ‘news. 
Good ! Ihave now decrecd it. Draw thy 
‘Weapon! 

Parad. For what dire ule? : 

Alb. That we may meet in fingle com- 
bat here,. and ftruggle till we want our 
Souls. 

Parad. Though this high enticement 
charms my blood, yet my remembrance 
calls you King; my Royal Matter. 1 would 
not join rebellion and ingratitude to the 
number of my fins. 

Alb. O foud, indulgent Boy! I mourn at 
this decay of courage. Doesit become my 
great being, and my glorious name im flory, 
to offend without refiltance? Draw: and 
be nimble in thy motton 

Parad \ dare not fo difgrace my Religi- 
on, and my love. 

Alb. ’Yis time that I were dead, for I 
thall elf outlive my chicf prerogative. 1 
have forgot how to command. Unfheath 
thy Sword f or this breach of duty  fhall 
teach me think, E ne’er enjoy’d thy real 
love, and °twas not a miftake, that uther’d 
thee to fin between my fhects, but a confide- 
rate luft 

Parad. No provocation like to this, could 
tempt a danger frommy arm 


[ He draws. 
Alb. Why doft thou dally thus with fee- 
ble motion? bear up/ and ufe more vio- 
lences 
Purad.. Some furgery from Heaven ! are 
you hurt, Sir?’ you willingly oppos’d your 
breaft againit my: Steel, and never fought 
 indanger me with yours. 


The Tragedy of Albovine 


Alb. Th’aft perform’d, what my wifh 
did prophecy: Um wounded here, about 
the heart; and my Veins grow empty. i 

Parad. Then glorious war, and all proud: 
circumitance, that gives a Souldier noife,for 
evermore farewell . 


[Falling on his Sword. 
. Alb. Hold, Paradine. ’Tis my lati fute, 

that thou furvive to minilter a juft revenge 

on thote whom ¥ protcribe, help my quiver- 


‘ing Limbs, and feat me in the Chair— 
but to mould in words would deafen all that |; 


Parad: Shall pofterity read it in ftory, and’ 
belicvés a Prince that doth deferve to be the 
firft ’eh? Lift of thofe that gather’d famein 
War, can be thus covetous t’expire in filence- 
Fall on my fatal point, and yet command 
that I frvive the Tragedy ! 

Alb. ?Fwere in me an affectation to che- 
rith life, now Rbodolinda’s falle. For 
fhould I fil! preferve my foul in fleth, 1 know 
my mercy is {o fond toher, Ifhould forgive 
herall: and wert thou dead, my hope were: 
then depriv’d of future jufticee Live to re- 
venge her falfhood. 1 kngw thy heart fo’ - 
fincere”and noble, that I fufpeé& not thee a 
fharer in her guilte When thou didft firkt 
confefs th? adulterous crime. join’d with: 
thy own miftake, through Hermegild’s deep 
Art, my faith concciv’d the truth. fort 
thy Nature is much too blunt, and credu- 
lous for Court ? 

Parad. Should I but fpeek each cunning 
circumftance LOM 

Alb. Contain thy breath! to hear, that 
told, would make my foul wander in my 
laft journey. °Till thy relation brought it~ 


to my ear, J never knew her falfe. 


Parad. Still my amazement doth increafe® 
were you not told of this before s 

Alb. My knowledge only learnt it of thy 
Tongue. 28 

Parad. Stay! nor with Vuldaura, you — 
did ne’er projeét my death by poyfon ?_ 

Alb. Never. OF 

Purad. Yet one reply, then make my joy 
excecd my wonder. Did you never in my 
Bed commit:a huttful ftealth ? : 

Alb. Angels m that, are not miore free 
from guilt. 4 

Parad. What Potter made this earthy’ 
Skull! pardon (dear Valdaura) my dull fu- 
(pition! fing out the Hymns in Heaven; and: 
never liften more to my fond fpeech; for 
they have made me mad! 

Alb. Now my laf; and fhort minute is ar" 
rived; I do, refign my Crown 
Parad. To whom; Sir? © 

Alb. To him hate. But be thou fure, 
he wear it not dill ne’erhis death: for it’sa 
happinefs to live enthron’d, but ’tis not fafe 
to dye a King. 

Parad. He doth pervert my fenfe. 


Albs 


_ , Alb. Let the Drum ceafe! Ihave no, 
- tmore Battels. He that to wafte his trivial! 
 xage, doth fight a Battel, rides a hawking 
~ withthe Devil. : 
~. Parad. Mad as the Northern wind! 
. Alb. He fends a thoufand drinking, Ani- 
_ mals to take their flight ?th? ayr, whilft lit- 


_ Took like Ravens. * Mark how thcy prey on 
_ thofe immortal Fowl,.and gripe ’em in their 
_. Talents! Ido, not like this Falconry: it is 
too fad a. game for finners+—— Oh! oh! 
= on! 27 Sites is \[ Dies. 
_~ Parad. There dy’d the nobleft- Trophy of 
~ our War! The Lombards now’ have loft 
> theirviétory, All that are nours’d in war, 
- fhall mourn for thee. Our Entigns now we 
_ will of Cyprefs make. _- [ Rnocking. 
Hah! it is the wind that whifpers! he muit 
behid, Vm fare this noyfe can never wake | 


him—— . 
He puts him behind the Arras, opens the door, 
3 Enter Rhodolinda: , 

©, are yecome? . -- 
> — Rbod. Thou hata wild afpect! is it done? 
© Parad. He has paid his hire already, and! 
 isnow entring Charons Boat. 
_* Rhod. Tivart pretious as my foul! 
a so,» LHe opes the Arras 
1 ~—s- Parad. There’s the old Face. 

_ Rhod. Our, chief) defign is finifhed: but 
thou muft add one knot more t’oblige my 
gratitude; and then we_thall triumph with 
fatety. Hermegild mutt dye; he knows too 
E much. , Fea 

Parad. It is asif the Parce fpoke. If there 
_ be any other whom your envy, or your hate 
~ would have difmifs’d the world, make him 
bit known, and he is numbred with the 

- dead. 

. Rbod. Dear Paradine, ¥ {ure fhall ravith 
' thee, my appetite 1s grown fo fierce. Let 
me begin with thy moilt lip 


Oh! och! help! help! 
Parad. Ceafe your loud clamor, Royal 
Whore. 
- Rhod. Thou didf eat my lips. 
Parad. Thy fleth is tainted for elfe like 
the Authropophagus, 1 had devour'd the up. 
This made Valdaura bleed, and mutt let 
~~ forth thy leap’rous foul— [Stabs ber with 
— Rhod. Oh! oh! oh!— (his Poniard. 
— Par.For Albovine my Royal Matter,this— 
And this to pacifie Valdaura’s Ghoft 
~ -Rbod. Oh, oh, oh! 
. - Parad. So hard and ftony is thy heart, 
- that it turns the point of my bright ficel. 
'— Rhod. Mercy Heaven ! [ She dies. 
Parad. Since thou haft receiv’d my juttice, 
with thee mercy too-——. [Knocking 


; = I 


1% 


"tle, black Rivels (d’ye not {ee ’em?) they |- 


[ Pulls ber to kifs biminthe Chair. | 


[ Both are bloody about their mouths. | 


at | 


- fonous draught. 


of Lombardy. 
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Hermegild within. My Lord. 

Parad. *Tis Hermegild, now Y thall end 
my chicf difcovery. What a full Sepulcher 
is this iy [Carries ber in. 
Now I mutt. practife my difguife. 

Knocking again. 
Turn the Spring twice and ie ieee 
LCounterfeits a fick voice*fittings 


Enter Hermegild; Thefina. 


Thef; My Lord, Ihave loft my honour in 
your fervice, you may chufe one that fhall af 
fect you worfe, | 

Herm. Lady, this is no time to wooe: 
but d’ye think ’m fo profane to violate my 
vow? nimblyidepart, {do conjure your ab- 
fence with this kifs 

Thef: Af you fhould prove falfe 

[ Exit Thetina. 

Herm. “Slight, thefe Wenches at fifteen, 
are as riotous as Elephants. ‘There he {it§! 
Hah, fick! my {weet Lord, how thrives 
your health? déyour pulfes ftill preferve their 
temp*rate mufick ? have you effected yet our 
great: bulineds ? 

Parad. The King is dead, that bloody 


| inftrument did fet-his foul at liberty. 


. Herm. The Lawrel, Mertle, and the Bay 
fhall fill cold and naked ftand before the 
Winters frofiy breath; {till ftrip their 
Boughs, to make your head triumphant 
wreaths, Where is the Queen? methinks, 
my Lordgyour body and your mind feem 
much diiturb’d. 

Parad: Oh, oh! ‘the poyfon works 
Herm. Alas, my {weet dear Lord! (pre- 
tious med’cine! ) he cannot poffibly furvive 
the next minute. Does it deftroy your 
ftrength ? rae 
Parad. Oh, oh! it fcorches all my en- 
trails up; asif like Porcig Lhad {wallowed 
coals. 
Herm. And you are faftned in the chair 
with weaknets? . 
Parad. cannot rife. A ftiff convalfion 
in my Sinews fetters all my limbs 
Herm. Hah, hah, hah! 
Parad. O heaven will you permit him 
laugh? i 
| Herm. (know th’ Ingredients of thy poy- 
>Twas I that gave it to 
thy wife. ?Twas I did counfel her to min- 
gle it in thy wine, when thou wert-hot, and 
all thy Pores open. 
Parad. Oh, oh, ob! 
Herm. Do, groan, till thou raife an eccho 
in this (quare foof, E’re long thy Ribs will 
| ftart from their places, and thy lank Belly 
{well into a hill. 
Parad. O horror, horror! is Heaven 


afleep ? 
Kk Herm. 
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Herm. The King ne’er knew of thy adul- 
terous crime. ’Twas I toldic to Valdaura, 
and made her think, thy guilt proceeded not 
froma miftake, but trom thy wilful laft, and 
now I triumph o’re thy fate. Thisis Italian 
{pleen. j 

Parad. Had I but ftrength to finifh my 
revenge ? 

Herm. Good, dull Souldier! why didft 
thou Icave the Camp, thy rufty Morion 
theres thy batter’d Corilet ; and,thy fhi- 
ver'd Lance, t? amble here at Court in filks; 
to walk in cloudy mitts of perfum’d air? 

Parad. Draw near, 
kill thee 

Herm. Troth, thou art: fo feeble now, 
that were I kilPd by thee, I fearce fhould 
think that -were dead. 

[Paradine rifis, and fnatches Hexine- 
gilds Sxord from his fide. 

Parad. No! that fhall arrive unto the 
teft. Dog! grim as th’ angry Fiend, that 
mutt devour thy foul ! I'am not poyfon’d. 

Heem. Hah! does he counterfeit 2 

Parad. See here, what abje@ ruines 
thou haft made 0? th’ nobleft Stru@ures in 
the world 

[He draws the Arras, and difcovers Albo- 


and let me then but 


vine, Rhodolinda, Valdaura, dead in |’ 


Chairs. 

Herm. The Queen there too! O trivial 
Arts, with my own Myne P’ve blown my 
{elf e’en into duft. 

Parad. I will now fee, if thou cantt 
bleed 

Herm. Depriv’d of my defence! if th’aft 
a foul (great as chy fame) reftore my Sword. 

Parad. Thou bark’{t azainft the Moon! 
I will requite thy own tyrannous fcorn. That 
deftiny was juft, that thus’ betrey’d thee to 
my mizth, There, Stygian Dog 

[Wounds him. 


Herm. Oh, ob! 

Parad. Where now are all the fubtle Tro- 
phies of thy brain > Plots dark as Hell! fuch 
as threatned Nature, and feem’d to fright 
the Genius of the world. Now, now pre- 
vent thefe dire falutes ; 

Herm. Return my Sword, and let me 
meet thy fury 

Parad. Thus I falute thy heart 

Herm. I ftagger, and am drunk with my 
own blood — 

Parad. Take my laft anger, 
night! 


and good 
[ Falls. 


will diftra@ the world. 


The Lragedy of Albovine, gc. 


Herm. Oh, ob! thou hatt reach’d my 
heart ! ; 
Parad. Now I do {well with horrour I 
Fire! fire! fire! 
Murder, Treafon, and inceftuous rapes! Fire! 
Fire: oY [ Exit. 
Herm. Y {pie a white Soul hovering in 
the air! one that was fure fome humble Her- — 
mit here on earth. Hes acquainted with 
the way to Heaven: fhould mine take flight 
alone, I fear twould ftray ! hoa! you, you 
that afcend the Spheres! We finners {ill 


'|feem hoarfe to Angels cars. What, hoa! 


he turns not yet: 

Vain Arts! ambition in all facred Schools, 
Is held the fin of Heathens, and of Fools, - 
[ He dies. 


f 


Enter Paradine, Governour, Cunymond, 
Conrade, Frollo, the Guards, @c. 


Gover. O dire and tragick fight ! the King, — 
the Queen, and fair Valdaura flain' 

Parad. Here’s another objec fit for won- 
der, though not for pity, 

; [ Spurns Hermegild, 
Gover. Hah! he dead too? Whence 
thould thefe forrows flow ? Lay hold on Pg- 

radine 1 

Parad. All ftay awhile, hark, the big 
Drum recovers breath, and fpeaks: March 
on, the {catter’d Foe retires, and all the glo- 
rious Horfe are flain. I am magnanimous 
and high! O ye unkind falfe Stars! ye mock 
poor Paradine! a few clean tears to wath 
my fins away, and Tam {een no more. 

Gover. Seize on him, on forfeit of your © 
lives. , 

Parad. Their lives are forfeited to me— 

| He fights with the Guard, they wound 
and difarm him. 

Here, here; it gauld my very heart—__ 

Gover. Convey him gently in, and ufe 
all help of furgery to flop his wounds: for 
from his mouth we mutt receive the know- | 
ledge of thefe fatal deeds. Some give the 
Allarum to the Ports: you Signiors, lead to 
the Citadel 3 where we'll proclaim Albo= 
vines young Son, by’s former Wife, to be 
his lawful Heir. 
Wild Fancy may projet things ftrange and 

new : 
But Time records no Tale fo fad and true. 


FINIS. 
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THE 


Juft Italian. 


A 
TRAGI-COMEDY. 


To the Right Honourable the Earl of Dorfet, Gc. 


My Lord, 


; HE uncivil ignorance of the People, had depriv'd this humble Work of 
3 lifes but that your Lordjhips do ees flept in to fuccour it. Thofé 
, many that came with refolution to difpraife (knowing your Lordfhips judement, 
to be powerful, above their malice) were either correited to ax underftanding, 
or modefty: and this large benefit hath betrayed your Lordfhip to a Dedication. 
I am bold to believe, fancies of this compofure, have been nobly entertain d, by 
the moft knowing Princes of the World: The ignorance, that begets the change 
in this our age, it may become your Lordfhips example, to correct, me to la- 
ment, if fo tame a pajfiox can pofefs a Poet, and one, exalted with a hope to 
_ be receiv’d 


Your Lord/hips humble Servant 


Wiztptiam D’avenanrt. 


To my friend, M. D’avenant, on his legitimate Pocm. 


ven fo the filly Midas judg°d of old { What wonder then, if thou the lawful Son 
-Twixt Pan and great Apollo. As this| Of Phbaus,talte what was te him begun. 
bold Hence, giddy Fools; run to-the noifeghey 
Herd, of his race, that th’ untun’d Pipe ad- make 
mire At Paris Garden; or your felves betake 
And hear thy ftrains, as the dull Afs the | To the new Motion, the fine Puppet Plays, 
Lyres And there adore. Commend the learned lays 


Kkk 2 That 
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reais Sa ee Ca oe ' . 
That make a din about the Streets, or els 
¥ xtol che Tews-Trump, or the Mortis Bells. 


The Fuft I taltan. 


That thou fing’ft the fame Tunes) admitd 


Ae 


ted be 


Thefe your grcat heads may manage. On-} To thy Seraphick Mafick, and {et free: 


Sy he¢ 
v he wifer few (whofe blefled ears have 
, ace ‘ 
The harmony that all the Mules make, 
Aad Grom chole heavgaly founds afluranige 
take, ’ ; 


a 


To entertain their Souls in that high 
Quire, 
Which, notweak 

admire | « ’ 


Will Hopkins. “7 


Yo my worthy Friend, M. D'avenant, upon his excellent Play, 
The Fuft Italian. 


"LE wot eeifpend in praife, the narrow room 
E beevow snebes teats the Garlands bloom 
Fro thine ows feeds, tbat crown each glorious 
page & wee i 
OF shy erismpbant works the fullen Age 
Requires a Satyre. What Star guides the foul 
OF shefe our feoward times that dare controul, 
Yet dare uot learz to judge? When didf thou 
five 
Frow besce, clear, candid ingenuity ? 
T bave bebcld, when. pearch’d on the fnrooth 
brow bate 
Of & fair modeft troop, thax did? zllow 
Appl sufe to flighter works 5 but then the weak, 
SpeGator, gave the knowing leave to fpeak, _ 
Now nosfe prevails, and be is tax d for drowth 
Of wit, that with the cry, fhends not bis mouth, 
Tet ask bia, reafon why be did not likes 
Him, why he dids their ignorance will firike 
Lay foul with feorn, and pity: mark the places, 
Provoke their fmiless frowns, ov difforted faces, 
Whea they admire, nod, bake the bead : they ll 
be 


A feene of mirth, a double Comedie. 

But thy trong Fancies Craptures of the brain, 
Dreft in Poetick flames ) they entertain 

As a bold impious reach 5 for they'll pill flight 
All that exceeds Red-Bull,and Cock- pit flights 
Thefe are the men in crowded heaps that throng 
To that adulterate Stage, where not a tongue 
Of th? untun’d Kennel, can a line repeat — 


Of ferious fenfe: but like lips, mect like meaty 


Whilft the true brood of A€iors, that alone 

Keep natural unttrain'd attion in ber throne, 

Behold their Benches bare, though they te~_ 
hearfe 

The tearfer Beaumonts op 
Verfes 


great Johnfons” 
Repine nat thou then, fince this churlifh fate . 


Rules not the Stage alone s perbapsthe State 
great and ba? 


Hath felt this raucour, where men 
good, .a 
Have by the Rabble been mifunderftood. 


So was thy Plays whofe clear, yet lofty firain, 


Wifemen, that govern Fate, fhall entertain. 


Tho. Carew. 


The Perfons prefented. 


Altamont 
Fiorello 
Mervoile 
Sczolto 
Roffa 
Molard 
Nicste 
Dandolo 
Stoceata ) < 

| Peento ; 
Altexs . 
Charinthz 
Scapertg ‘ 
Befognia 0 , 
Mutes, O-cs Fa 


/ His Champions. 


The Scene FLORENCE. 


The Juft Ktalian. 
A caft Souldier his Brother 
Friend to Altamont. 


Ao 
i 


- 


Fegis, but fuch as know, 4 3; 


rt 


A young Florentine. —~ - 2 laser 


Companions to Florelfo. 


Uther to Als amonts Wiles 
A Count of Milain. 


Wife to Altamout. 
Her Sifter. 

Sificr unto Altamonte. 
Woiman.to Alteza. 
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ACT L SCENEL 


Enter Mervolle, Altamont. 


Mervoll. La IS puzles my belief: can it 

_ be that fhe fo foon recoyls from 

grace, and. the harmonious quiet of your 
bed? 

Alta» My dear Mervolle, the is loft: as well 


may I collect the fcatter’d winds, as bring 
-. her heart within. the quiet lift of wives that 


will obey and love. 

_Mervoll, Can the Duke (her Unkle) give 
an encouragement to her revolt, maintain 
the females Charter ’painft the male ? 

- Alta. Him and his fupream title the ftill 
names to juftifie the glory of her birth, and 
then recites the Villages and wealth the 
brought to me for Dowry, in parallel with 
what I formerly poffefS’d, the doth affront 
my memory with ftories of my Jean and nig- 
gard fate, and urging then her vait fupplies, 
doth challenge leave to call her pride and ri- 


- gour juft. 


“ 


Mervll. Tam forry to hear this. 
Altam. The heart hangs heavy on the 
firings, when it alone contains the caufe and 


_ knowledge of its weight: for troubled 


winds in their difperfion lofe their ftrength 
fo gricfs whilft th’are reveal’d, diminifh. 
But the calamities, that do perplex the Nup- 


tial bed, ought to be hidden even from 
friends: for on fuch fecrets Fame doth feed 


with fierce and eager appetite; and as {wift 


_ Fame doth travel with them, they encreafe. 


So much commerce I have with humane 
Arts, that I can fteep my Gall in my own 
tears; and make that falt which fhe intend- 


. ed bitter. Shew her crime to {pring, not 


from poyfon’d malice, but from the femi- 


~ mine miftakes of wit: 


For modern Courts now preach, Wit doth 
" refide. 


In Ladies fubtle riots, and their pride. 


have receiv’d on Earth. 


Enter Florello, Roffa, Molard, in Souldiery 


mean habits. 


Mervoll. Behold your Brother, Sir, whofe 
fafe return, this morn I mentign’d to you— 
Alt. Thy growth hath fo °o’re-reach’d 
my fight, that P’m enftrang’d to my belt 


blood: and but, thy figure in my heart I 
~ wear (by which my memory’s inform’d ) 


Tfhould not know I had thee here 

Florell, I reckon this the chief delight I 
And, Sir, your 
love is of fuch fov’reign quality, a little 
foon will overcharge my fenfe. Give but a 


all our wealth 


part to me,the reft confer upon my fri¢nds-— 


who, though in wither’d habits, do deferve, 


fociety with Kings : for never yet did bolder 

Souldiers Jiften to the Drum. 
Alta. Gentlemen, ye fhall enrich my 

knowledge 
Ro? Noble Signior, unprofitable love is 


_ 


Molard, But we'll contrive our felves for 
your beft ufe 

Flor. ve faid, confider them within; 
their Garments have been worn too long. 

Alta: Brother, (howe’re wife Fate may an- 
{wer it) methinks, thefe your own Robes 
are not the richeft nor the neweft in the 
world. . 

Flor. Even thus, Sir, poor, ahd with 
{mall victory am I return’d from our caft 
Troops. Our pay reftsin Areres, and Pifa’s 
loft: but you, Ihear, have found a Jewel, 
that contdins all price and Juftre; and you 
do wear itin your bofom: (A noble wifc) 
whofe birth and beauty are alike unvallu’d 
as her Dowry. _ This I encountred on the 
Lips of Fame; and I madé haffe to fhare 
in your fuccefs, and put your bounty to the 
teft. 

Altamont. Florello, 1 have loft my fleep. 
Things differ much from the fincerity of 
their firft growth: Alteza hath forgot the 
allegiance of a wife, the doth practife how 
with her riot to impoverifh States. This 
Theam is fad; but I will give you canfe to 
expect the utmoft ftrength and power of my 
relief. 

Flor. You teach my feeble wants a confi- 
dence. 

Alt. I€ you a while obfcure your elf 
(for fearyour poverty increafe her {corn ) 
you fhall perform a rational requelt. Our 
young, fair Sifter, is conceal’d for the fame 
caufe. i 

Flor. Your mention doth anticipate my 
love. Is our fair Sifter well ? 

Alt. She doth enjoy fome beauty, and 
muchhealth. 

Mervoll. I hear your wife. 

Alt. You and your triends move back and 
be not {een 


Enter Alteza, Charintha, Niente. 
4 
Alteza. Try Signior Allidore, Antonio's 
Son: VUtruvio, or the rich Piraccd. Grita~ 
lin, or Old,\Contarini Of Placentia-——— 
; Nicate 


pi. eI a 3 
Nientes Madam, your Husband hath pro- 
cefted >gainft your credit, even to thefe. 
Altoza. Slave, go force an anfwer more 
delightful. 
Niexte. Lobey you, Madam. 
Alteza. 1s’t come to this? ’ 
Altamont. What is the caufe my Princefs 
thus delights in frowns? anger fits on her 
brow like age. 


[ Exit. 


ite 


Alteza», Hence, the Raven’s not fo omi- } 


nous and black. 

Alta. Yet urge the caufe (my Love’) why 
your defiance is fo violent and lowd ? 

Alte. A Millanoife fhew’d me to day for 
fale, fome bright large Jewels; but your 
malice hath betray’d my faith, with Mer- 
chants. You have now mycredit wrought 
f» low, I cannot ftand depos’d for th’ loan of 
forty thoufand Crowns. 

Alta. Y would furvey a lift of all your 


wants, that I may fo have power to haften, 


the redrefs : Do you diflike the Furniture of 
your Houle, your Veftments, or fervice of 
your Table; give but a name unto thy 
with ? 

Alteza. Y would have my Garden 
pav’d with Agats. 

Alta. O, and your Garden walls rais’d 
high, Phedge in Paraquetos ? 

Alteza» Thou hatt a rude heart, and a 
blitter’d tongue. | 

Charinth. Well, the firft day of your con- 
junction, Sir, I little thought you would 
have us’d her thus. 

Merv. Charintha’s become her Sifters Pu- 

il. 

i Alt. Come,Love, be gentle as thy bridal 
fmiles: for by thy felf I fwear, my fpeech 
did purpofe nought that might offend, to 
tempt thy fpleen. Lend me thy hand. 

AlteZa. There tis to reach back the 
heart I gave ye 

Alta. You fpirits, that fecure all humane 
love, be ftill official here! why fhould we 
not for ever thus remain. ?Tisympathy, 
and love, that gives the world continuance 
and life. Each {pecies love preferves. ’Tis 
love that makes th’ eternal wifdom thus for- 
bear the crimes of dull humanity: 

And fuffers us, like each delighted Flye, 
To play the trivial wantons in his eye. 

Alteza- You preach of love, but your o- 
bedience would more pleafure me. 

Alt. This argues thy revolt / and isa ftra- 
tagem againft Nature. Thou wouldft ufurp 
the Charter of the Males ’Tis my confeffion 
that thy Dowre was vaft and opulent, and 
{uch as may fupport thy titles, and thy birth, 
with all the pride and cunning of magnifi- 
cence. Let my fincere phrafe inftruét thy 
heart. Reaffume the bluthes of thy youth; 
with timerous modefty behave thy felf; and 
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then, thou fhalt fiand up exemplary to all 
triumphant Courts: the envy of the Eafiern 

ueens: th’ Aftrologers miltake, who fhall 
direét their Opticks unto thee, as toa new 
and unknown Star.” 

Alteza. Sifter ! 

Alta. The fimall Muficians of the air 
thall be thy food. Thy Maids fhall eat young, 
Pelicans, and Squirrels hearts: 

Alteza. Exc’lent! 

Alta. Thy drink fhall be prophetick and 
divine; for thou fhalt drink that Sov’raign 
dew, that hangs upon the frighted Lillies 
cheek. 

Alteza- © bounteous Sir! be 
Altamont. The foft entrail o’th’ Perfian’ 
worm, th’ Ermines pale Fur thall clothe thy » 

tender body. 

Alteza. More pretious ftill / 

Alta. Thofe Gums and Spices which the 
Arabian Bird colleés to make her tragick 
piles, fhall be thy Winter Fuel. 

Alteza. Pretty, Sir, proceed. . 

Alta. Thou fhalt have Marmafets, and» 
Dwarfs, the male and female too, to pro- 
create in thy houfe; that thy delights may 
ever be renew’d- Thy Jewels fhall increafe,as 


lif the low’d Indies were thy Quarry. The — 
Almighty Sun fhall rife, and fee a nobler 


day break from thy Cabinet, than yet the il- 
luftrious Eaft e’re knew. ; 
Alteza» But how will you perform thefe ~ 
hopes ? 

Alta. The misacle and power do both. 
confift in my large wealth. 


Alteza. Death on my Tribe! Your 
Wealth ? ; 

Alta. Y, my {weet Love. Fy: 
 Alteza. Your Wealth? ae 


Alta. Yes; Why not my wealth ? 

Alte. Canft thou perfift m fuch accurfed 
(chifmm ? 

Alta. Did you not then intend, when — 
you endow’d me with your wealth, thatl 
fhould call it mine ? ae 

Alt:. By Heaven, not f. 1 forfeited! the 
love o’th’ great Duke (my Uncle ) to marry 
thee; that wert a thing fhrunk from thy — 
fate, and loft in poverty; but yet in moftaf- 
fured hope, that thou wouldft prove an 
humble and obedient husband. 

Alta. Th’art more impudent than the 
Bafilisk, who ftares i’th’ face of man, until 
he kill him with his eyes. 

Alte. Hear, Altamont! for I will give fo- 
lemnity unto a Vow, that fhall for evermore 
divide thee from my Bed 

Mervel- Dear Madam, hold: I bluth ta 
hear your wild rebellious wrath. Hath not 
the Church nam’d him your Husband, and 
your Lord? ; 

Alte. M’opinions of the Church, !’ll tell to 
th’ Conclave,not to you— . Alta. 
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altamont. Is this the help Divinity gave 
man ? 7 
Alte. Thy anger’s vain. Here I do ba- 
_ nifh thee my Bed, And we will never more 
~ embrace. 
dita. Rebellious Fiend. 
Alte. Ynow divide my houfe: this fide is 
mine,.for here my Family and I will rule. 
That fide you, and your meagre ragged 
grain poflefs. Thou may’{t henceforth my 
Neighbour, but no more my Husbayd be. 
Charixtha, come away- 
Alta. I mutt parfue, left the her. anger 
make too loud, fo we inwite the publick 
 fcorn. 
(Exeunt Alteza, Charintha, Altamont. 
Mervol. Js not thy Brother’s Wite a pure 
tame Hen? how doft thou like her noife ? 
Flor. Were fhe but mine, I'd teach her 
keep a noife too after death. 
if Merv. How fo? 
Flor. Vd firip her skin o’re her ears, and 
~ make a Drum on’t. 
“a Roffz- She was born ina ftorm. 
Flor. Mervelle, you have nam’d Charin- 
tha, asa Virgin, ef Nature moft remifs, a 
quiet tongue, and fuch a heart, as might be- 
5 come an able facrifice, t’expiate the whole 
world? 
Merv. This I efteem’d my juitice and her 
» merit, but it feems her Sifters documents 
* ove-rule her now. Her Dowry’s large, 
and may deferve the chief of our Italian 
youth. ‘ 
Flor. What’s Dandalo, that {ues to her 
3 for love? ~ 
i Mery. Dandalo, the Count of Millain? @ 
g thing, compofed of perfume and ftarch! Na- 
ture contriv’d him im her fleep: If’s igno- 
~ xance might anfwer for his fins ; he would 
~ accompt amongft his wealth, the land he 
’ hasin Heaven. 
Flor. Uheard you fay, fhe never faw him 
yet. 
Mery. Never, Sir: he woos her by his 
‘Letters. She detiring a perfonal furvey e’re 
" profecution of the fute, he fent her word, 
hed make’s addrefs by ftealth, but we ex- 
pect him not this month. 
Flor. Will his arrival be fo long de- 


¢ 


et 


“ 


lay’d ? ____ { Enter Altamont. 
_ Brother !———how thrives your patience 0’re 
your Wife ? 


Alta. Some hope remains: the ftorm 
can’t laft, becaufe ’tis fill more violent. 
Sh’ath ta’ne Caroch for the Palace, and 
“means ftraight to difgrace me to the Duke, 

__ by her complaints. . 
_ Merv. Her Veins o’reflow with Gall! 
- Alta. Florello, Y defire thow’lt not appear 
before her until thy Habit’s chang’d. My 
prefent power fums but a thoufand Crowns, 
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which 1 have brought thee here. 
Gives him a Bag: 

Flor. Sir, it is fit your bee Cae 
creas’'d 5 and that your wife had read your 
worth. 

Alta. My Art betrays my hopes, or I have 
found a remedy to cure her pride: your 
help, Mervolle, 1 mutt crave, and with {wift 
{peed. [ Exewnt Altamont, Meérvollc, 

Flor. Roffa, Molard (friends to my Soul 
and Brain) advance your Eyes! The fove- 
raign Mine behold, that makes the folemn 
Patriarch dance, and the anointed King to> 
skip, as doth his imber Dwarf, ‘ 

Koff. Yellow as foot of Kite. 

Molard. Shall we be tender natur’d, and 
divide? * : 

Flor. This is the portion will procure us 
all high dignity and place. Roffz, you mutt 
take pains and number thefe—Go, ranfom 
out Our captive weeds, and the rich -habit I 
trom Pifa brought: -whilft you (Molard) 
with the afliftance of thefe few—procure us 
fit materialsto-adorn ourbodies. Enquire 
for Pearls: Stones of the cunningfi foil, 
we'll like them, and disburfe. 

Roffa. Is there fome aged Veffel now a- 
fleep in the Dock, that will pay for her 
calking ? 

Molard. Florello, mutt we ftop the publick 
leaks 2 

Flor. E’re long we fhall be great, be able 
to advance with {miles, and wit our frowns 
deftroy. You, Roffa, Pll create a Magiltrate. 
Go practile the aufteer Cough. Pale delin- 
quents thou fhalt learn to jeer, and to fleep 
o’re men condemn’d. 

Roffa. TheCalling (Sir) I do vouchfafe 
accept. 

Flor. Thou(my Molard) thalt rule in Vil- 
lages, grow popular, and miftake the Lawse 
Thou thale delight ’th’ Kalendar: the Ru- 
brick days thou fhalt obferve, and then de- 
ftroy thy Becf. Whilft thy dull earthy Te- 
nants feed until they fink. | 

Molard. My Launceprefado then thall fop 
his Cruft in Wine. 

Roffa. And my dread Corporal fhall fin 
no more for Leeks. 

Flor. The folitary Hoftefs thall no morz 
boil the Carrion meat that the muft truft, nor 
with a Requiem bring the fervice up, as if it 
were the Haunch of her dead Husband. 

Roffz 1am entire flame. 

Flor. Thefe are the victories of wit: by wit 
we muft atchieve our hopes; which to refine 
and purifie, with paces doubled let’s defcend 
a Marble Vault; there tafte the rich legitimate 
blood of the mighty Grape. It magnifies the 
heart, and makes the agil {pirits dance, 

It drownds all thoughts adulterate and fad 5 
Infpires the Prophet,makes the Poet glad. 
Exennt omues. ACT, 
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ACT I. 
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Roos nih Or acacia ; 


Enter Altamont, Mervolle, SCOPEMERS 2 


Have receiv’d a mandate from the 
Duke, that will, I fear, encreafe 
her infolence. Like an old Tyrant he be- 
ftows his threats; as.if his anger did obey his 
will, not juftice, nor the Laws. 

Mervoll. Dots your wife know this pre- 
pation you have made fo cure her haugh- 
tinels as < 

Alt. All is difcover’d to her cate: She 
_ now boafts of reveng®, as if the thunder were 
her own. 

Mervolle. >Twere fit your pretty Agent 
here, receiv’d inftructions how to thape her 
garb and port, jult as th’employment doth 
requiré. 

Alta. Her knowledge is already atistid. 
Alteza’s threats fhall only move her {corn. 

Scop. I will perform my beft in your be- 
half; but J do fear {am not valiant, Sir. 

[ Enter Niente. 

Alta. O, you that call your tins your duty, 
that obey your Ladics riots out 0° zeal! 

Niente. What mean you, Sir? 

Alta. To cleave Ser from.the pate unto 
the twilt. . 

Niente. O mercy, Sir! fo rottenare my 
Limbs that you may blow me into fand— 

Alta Coward! creep firaight into my 
Houreglafs then, and there eternally diftin- 
guith time -—-—- [Enter Alteza. 

Alt. What flave difturbs the quiet of my 
ear? [Niente (teps behind her. 

Niente. Ne’re look, Sir! I ferve my Lady, 
and J do {corn to vidld- 

Alta. D’ye briftle, Porcupine ? 

Nientee ‘Take heed ! 

Altez. Stay, Altamont! withdraw thy 
violence! if thou diforderft but a hair, that 
doth belofg to th’? meaneft Groom J have; 
1 will proclaim my fuperiority, and rule i’th’ 
fircets. 

Alta. Hell cannot mifs thee leng! 

Altez. Infult beneath thy own low roof! 
This part o°ch’ houfe doth call me foveraign. 

(She {pies Scoperta, and comes meer ber. 

Alta Retire ! 

Altex. Is the Piece you have fo magnifi’d, 
fhe you boaft of for your paftime Royal? 

Altas This is a gentlesheat, whilft thus 
we bill, methinks we immitate the love of 
Doves 

Scop. That kifs, Sir, was fo powerful, that 
* you rob’d my Lips of all their wealth! 


Alta. 


Alt. Take back thy wealth again !—— 


Altez. Are ye fo hot ?———— 


Ata.’ Thy. Lips are thin and lank, discal 
Hers gently {well, and are, more {oft than — 
is the fleecy air that clothes: the Infant morn, 

Alteza» Pray a word 5 is there in this Pa- 
gentry ought like to truth? difcover your — 


intent. 


Alta. Pll meke my: anger equal unto 
thine, and my revenge above them both. 
This beauteous Maid, thall govern in my 
bed. She is my Concubine: the Of {pring of | 
her womb fhall triumph here, maugre thy — 
fight: whilft envy does contume thy fleth 
until thy body lighter giow than thy loofe ~ 
mind. 

Altez. How well my Stars knew this: 

Alta. Mervolle, go, conveigh my Miftrefs - 
unto thofe lodgings that o’review the Gard- | 
en mount, a 

Scop» It you retard your prefence whilft — 
the Sun, in’s race, .fill up one hour, youl 
find before your next review, that grief hath — 
made me old, and I fhall look more likea 
Matron than a Brides fo much your, ablences 
mortifics. 

Alta. Thou art to every fence I haven 
Spell. Condué her ftraight,Mervolle, to fome — 
Throne. [ Exeunt Mervolle, Scoperta. 

Alteza. Then are the vows, with which 
the zealous Pricft oblig’d us to an abftinence * 
from change and various love,quite cancel’ 
by your lutt? 

Alta. Accule thy pride. 

Altez. Thou art a perjur’d man. 

Alta. Go, thou art light as feathers, or 
the Air. Alteza, bath in penitential tears 
thy leaprous heart, or when the Elements” 
are mix’d and the fad day arives, that dooms” 
the world unto eternity of joy, or pam, thou 
fhalt be hung upon the walls of Hell. I 

Altez. Uimileat thee and thy. thin Artss 
like to fome homely Village Levite, thou doft 
preach of terrours, to keep dull faith in awe <” 
I pray ftay; Lam not angry, Sir. 

Alta. No? 

Altez» 1 practis’d all this while fuse to 
endanger your fpleen, Sir, not my owns 
which if-my powers prove juft, I fhall per- 
form e’relong. Niente, fend the party in— 

Exit Niente. 


Alta. More wrath! 
Aliez. A flow device, Sir, but o’my own 
Brain. 
Te Seiolto: ' 


Alta. Who art thou? 
Sciolto. 


he Fupt Tealian. 


' Sciolt. A keen Guett invited here-———. 

- Alta. To what? 

Sciolt» To tafte—what your Wife pleafes. 
Aliza. Bold Slave! * be im thy fpeech 
‘more plain. 

 Sciolt. 1am come to get your Children 
for you. ; 

_ Alte. Dye want a clearer paraphrafe? he 
ig my Servant, Sir, my Gallane if I pleafe. 
A courtly implement, and much in ufe a- 
“mong Ladies of my growth and birth. 

* Alta. O my cold blood! my patience 
will be wrought fo low, I fhall be point- 
| a : 

Alte. Since 'm fo aptly furnith’d with 
delight, your Concubine may fearlefs walk 
‘about the houfe, and fhare the wholfom 

Sun in peace. . 

Alta. Thy threats 1 do neglect: but you 
(Sir) hall e’re long thake of your mortality : 
‘The minutes you mult wafte on carth are 
few. : 

‘ Sciolt. This I confider,Sir, and therefore 
“make fuch hafte to embrace your Wites that 
‘the kind world may have fome of my 

“iffue. 

* Alta, Ycan endure no more. 

4 (He draws bis Sword, Sciolto bis, Al- 

By teza her Stileto. 

* ‘Alteza» Hold, Altamont, or elfe I wound 
‘thy heart 
“Alta. If there be Gall in Heaven, it falls 
“jn fhowers. ¢ 
 Scislt. *Slight, Sirs I come t’eafe you of 
your labour,” and you want courtfhip to re- 
turn me thanks. 

Alte. Hang hiny Ingrate. 

- Sciolt. But what hereafter I perform, thall 
be for your good Lady’s fake, and not tor 
yours. 
- Alta, Pray (Sir) lets enterchange a few 

words; withall (if youconfent) we'll put 
our Swords toa more quiet ufe— 

 $ciolt. Now, Sir, you. may believe my 
blood affects to skirmith more with Ladies 
than with men. What would you fpeak? 

_ Alt. My true opinion, Sir, concerning 

“yous I know you do but counterfeit this 
Juft, this lawlefs heat. You purpofe not 
' Pabufe my Bed. 

_ Sciolt. Who told ye fo? 

© Alta. Vread itin your noble feature and 

- your looks. You have Religion in your fhape, 
-and can it be you fhould fo foon commit a 
crime fo offenfive to the Angels fight ? let 
me now make a forfeiture of my eyes, tf ever 
Theheld a man that’s more oblig’d to Nature 
‘for his Limbs. A frame fo tull of equal 
ftrength J never faw. 
~ Scivit. The better fhap’d I am (Sir) the 
“more caufe you'll find, to love the iffue I thall 
get upon your wife. 
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Alta Do not belie thy own true merits : 
th’ adulterate fire did ne’re inflame thy heart, 
I know thou {cornstodo’t. 

Sciolt. NotI, believe it, Sir! Sir, I will 
do’t. Is your Lady fruicful? IT would be 
loth to lofe my labour on her ? 

Alta. Peftilence! and blood ! 

[ He draws, and they as before. 

Alte. Fling a danger from thy arm,’ Pll 
fummon ftraight (with Trumpet and with 
Drum ) the world to hear thy infamy— 

- Sciolt. O fie! you an Italian, Sir, and 
thus declare the knowledge of difgrace with 
lowd and popular complaint. 

Alteza. Nay it becomes you finely; docs 
it not? . 

Scivlt. You think, becaufe y’are curs’d, 
we llallow you fhort Horns: Pll graft up- 
on your head a pair fo tall, they thall go 
neer to over-look the higheft pinacle in Flo- 
reHnces 

Alteza. He fleeps. 

Sciolt. Signior, go! take down a Cufhion; 
and pray! you cannot chufe but know the 
frailty of the times: and how great Ladies 
do relieve their appetites. Your own con- 
feflion of my parts, commends your wife 
in her wife choice. There be that fin with 
teeble Ufhers and the wither’d Dwarf. 

Alteza. He wants a judgment to confi- 
der this. 

Sciolt. I merit better looks, Sir, that mu 
take pains all night for ye, and without 
wages, Sir. * 

‘Alteza- Dead aS 2 monument. Let us 
leave him [ Exeunt Sciolto, Alteza. 

Alta. You {welling mountains (that o’re- 
view the Earth) fall now, hide me éternally 5 
Philofophy contract thy mee ae 
let Patience be no more thy Saint. F 
thou art more fond than teeming, 5 
tamer than fleeps Divinity which calls our 
anger fin, and courage pride, hath {ene this 
filly Cherubine on Earth, Paticnce, 
(The Cowards Sword ) which only doth aif- 

arm 
Dull fleep, that neither can nor would do 

harm. [ Exit 


Enter Sciolto, Alteza, Niente. 


Scioltoe Florence knows me well: I’m 
call’d Scéolto. 

Alteza. 1 needs moft fing my Ubhers ~ 
praife: he madea moft difcreet election of 
a man. 

Sciolto. Your mercy and your kindnefs 
(Lady) thus advance my fhape> your plea- 
{ure was 1 fhould detpife your Husbands 
frowns; and I behav’d my felf with terrour 
matculine : but-now we are referv’d, [know 
humility, a foft and quiet garb; a diftance 

Eaka that 
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that thall well become the ftate {0 eminent 
and rich a beauty claims. : 

Alteza. Sir, that we do expect, and then 
you thall o’retake our noble thoughts with 
newer love. Our Husband is a trifle, fuch 
as can no way difturb your peace or fafe- 
ty here. 

Sciolt. Madam, ftore me with arms and 
weapons to refift his ‘perfonal affault, and I 


ikall need no more proteétion than my | tor) is arriv’d. 


felf. 
-  Alteza. AGive and bold: Nicnte 
haft made a choice out-parallels the world. 

Niente- 1 will affure your Ladithip, the 
Bawds give hima good report. ° 

Alte. Do they, Niente? 


| The Fup Italian. 


Sciolt. Think on the frailty of the fleth’s 


thou | month e’r 


u 


and be not Jong unmerciful——_— 
Charintha within. Sifter ! Madam ! 
te. Away; Icome, I come 


| Exeunt Nicnte, Sciolto. 


Enter Charintha, Befognia. 


Charintha. The Millain Count (my Su- 3 


Alte, Signior Dandolo! Why °tis yet a 


here. 


Befog. Tis he, Madam, and fucha he as 


mutt be only likened to himfelf. 
Charinthz, More rich and gaudy than the 


e he fhould meet your expetation — 


‘wil 


ae 


: 
; 


Niente.He’s great with Ladies of all ages, | Eaft. So lib’ral too, that you would think © 
all Degrees. he Nature’s Steward were. He gives amongft 


Sciolto. Excufe me, Sir, th’are great by 
me. . 

Alte. As how, Sir? 

Sciolt. Madam 
Child. 

Alte. How, Signior? is your appetite fo 
flrong? 

Sciolt. Madam, blame the Plancts that 
orerule the blood. E’re yet this prefent 
Month expires; (lets fee—I, ) Some three 
and forty Ladies/or there about) will quick- 
en with male Twins. 

Alte. All of your begetting? 


They are all with 


Sciolt. So wife Fame fings. I will make 
bold to gather my firft Fruits—— 
[Goes to kift her. 

Alte. Stay, Signior! our love is not yet 
ripe: there is a larger diftance too belongs 
untoour Lips. “+ 

Sciolt. How, dear Lady ? 

Alte. Yam too proud to have my favours 
foon and cafily conferr’d. Sach {miles are 
cheap. I mean to meet you by prefcription, | 
its. im 

Sciolt. Death, Pm Sutor unto Gallen’s | 


Widow: Madam, I know it not becomes iP 


the high demeanor of your’ birth to dance 
(jult like a Kid) to th’mufick of each wind 
that blows. E’re you admit of my embra- 
ces, I fhould ufe my Tongue, to court and 
and woo you toconfent. 

Alte. Keep back, if you'll continue life. 
When I am pleas’d to be delighted, I can 
command you, Sir, 

Charintha within. Madam. 

Alteza. Sitter, I come. Shew him to 
his Chamber—__ 

Sciolt. Hatt no good book, whofe com- 
fortable ufe may fill th? exXpence of time? 

Alte. What would you read > 

Sciolt. Any oth’ Moderns. Rablays ith? 
praife of Midwives. ° Aretine on copulation: 
or th’ Odes of Theopbile unto his whore. 

Alte. My Uther in my Clofet can appoint 
your choice of thefe. 


my Slaves, as if unto Ambaffadors he did _ 
catt donatives. ; i 
Alte. Milk him (my Charintha) oft TY have — 
preach’d unto thine car’a Sov’raignty ore 
man. Take all he gives, it’s princely fathi- 
on now. Could but thy acceptation begger 
him, thy little wit were ever magnifi'd. %, 
Charintha. You know I am o°th? wits, — 
T have been {worn to begger Sutors, and 
jear my Husband. , ‘ me 
Enser Florello in rich Habit. Rofla, Mo- 
lard, hifted like bis fervants. | 


Florello. Which is the Lady that IT come _ 
to woo? sf 
Charintha. My Name’s Charintha—— ~ 
Fiorello. Prefent me thy Lips! I fay ad- 
vance Sub : 

Alteza. Youare not underftood 
[He kiffesCharintha,thew gives ber a Fewel 
, Charintha. My Lord,] {carcely owne de- 
fert enough entice this Jewel from your - 
Cabinet. he 
Fiorello. Stone,a Stone! the thing, grows; 
ve enow— Soe 
Alte. So free? I am Charintha’s Sigger, y 
Sir OY af a 

Flor. It may be fo. A fine Houfe, fine 


4 


Town too! were Florence mine, I would 


not give it for the beft winter Scat my Fa- 
ther left me. TF 
Alteza. °Tis, Sir, th’ ambition of my — 
love, that you would knoty me for Charin= 
tha’s Sifter + t 
Flor. Uthall. Roffz, remember it 
Roffa. My Lord? 
Flor. 1 muft know her ‘for Charintha’s 
Silter. 
Charintha. 1s there no trick in Ceremo- — 
ny, Sir, to give your memory a better 
hint. v 
Flor. 1 kifS none but thee: moft Princes 
have one toy or other ftill, t? make their 
defcent 


_. hot than Hell, a Satyr or a Goat. 
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defcent known.—There, a Diamond that, 
and that a Ruby [Gives to Alteza. 

Alte. What means your Lordthip ? 

Flor. Th’are none of mine. Ihave enow 

wear "em 

Alte. Your Lordthip binds my great ac- 
knowledgment. He’ll give away an Empire 
in a moment. 

Befoge Pm Charintha’s woman, Sir-—— 
Flor. Who can help it? Miftrefs, wilt 
thou not bid my Servants welcome ? th’are 
rich Choughs, th’ave ftore of Villages, and 
plough’d earth. 

Charinthas Their judgment is fo kind 
(Sir) as to know they may command the 
Houle. 

Roffz, Molard. We thank your Ladithip. 

Flor. This is my Parafite, and this my 
Pimp. YVveaFool, a Dwarf too at home. 
I made my jaunt too early by a Month, or 
elfe my Train had been enlarg’d. . 

Alte: Th’are rarely fix’d, if they import 
as much as you denominate. 

Flor. 1 keep my Parafite to cure the dull 
melancholy of State. He does admire my 
wit and Beard. HefaysI cannot fin. Princes 
would ftill be fad but for fuch worms. 

Alte. But how (Sir) does your Pimp ad- 
here to ule? 

Flor. He is as pertinent to Lords as luft. 
My Fool I keep to laugh at me. My Dwarf 

is for my Wife. Ido intend. the thall affect 
_ the Court, and then fhe?l] quickly learn to 
make the toy ufeful. 

Charinth. My Lord, be: pleas’d to walk, 
and ufe th’advantage of the air. ; 

Flor. Vve Inftruments diftiné,that take a 
charge o’th’feveral quarters. of my Frame,my 
Dwarf doth drefs me up unto the Knees,and 
when his ftature leaves his reach, young Vir- 


Pm nor/yet at leilure. 
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gins then (th’iflue of decay’d Barons) do be- 
gin and govern to the Navel. whilft up- 
nae Barbers, Painters, and Parafites are 
usd. 

Charin. But will your Lordthip walk and 
fee the Spring? we have a Garden where it 
ever dwells. 

Flory. And-fhall we be delighted and en- 
tranc’d ? 

Charin. We'll facrifice the utmoft of our 
ae and love, t exprefs your: welcome, 

Ife ; 

Flor. Wilt V faith 2 There’s a Saphyre 
Chain: Tye thy Monky in’t Take it; 
for by this hand J am in hafte, and, cannot 
offer twice. 

Befog. If you fhoyld chance (my honour’d 
Lord) to drop thofe trifles here, I would be 
mannerly, and reach ’em up. 

Flor. 1 will give thee a Bufhel of Sced- 
Pearl to embroider thy Petticoat. 

Charin.. Thisway——— 

Roffa. Your Lordthip hath forgot to leave 
notice for thofe Princes in difpuite chat thall 
by chance demand ye at the Gate 

Alte. Who does he mean ? 

Flor. A leath of German Dukes that walk 
in Rug-Gowns. I fhould confult with ’era 
about the fubverfion of a State or twos but 


Alte. My Lord, they | 

Roffa. Your hypo: 

Molard. Your. bounty will impoverith us 
too foon. 

Flor. Yeboth do lye, 1 weave my cun- 


ning clofe. Fortune, redeem the credit. of 


hall be anfwered fo. 


> Wants.a GC File 


thy Eyes. 

Thou wilt (ifthou art partial now and kind) 
But wink on me, though to the world chart 
blind, | Exeant ommese 


ACT UL SCENE. L. 


Enter Altamont, Mervolle, Sciolto, at the other door. 


Alta: "7 His is the truth, therefore confi- | 
der now my Fate. Hah! Sciolto! 
Merv. What makes he there? 
Alta? *Tis Sciolto, the brute Adulterer, 
he whom I lately mention’d, a Slave more | 


Sciolte And fhall be ftill fo, Sir, unlefs 
your wife difmifs her pride, and vouchfafe 
to cool me. 

- Alta. Devils and death, ?’'m murder’d | 


through the ear 
[He draws, Sciolto pulls forth a Cafe 
of Piftols. 


Sciolt. Take patience, Sir,awhile; know | been a 


if there be a boifterous motion us’d, I have 
for each of youa Plum, and they thal] enter 
your nice ftomachs the wrong wiy-+— 

Alta. Though thou wert hardy 25 the Ly- 
ons races and arm’d with ali th’ Artillery 
on earth, I durftaffantt thee as Yam) but to 
I cannot fatishe revenge. 

Merv. Sciolto, now my. memory begins 
to kmow you better : for your riots and low 
demeaner in this City hath been long ob- 
ferv’d.. 1 wonder much y’ imploy your pre- 
tious minutes in a courfe fo vile. 

Sciolt. What,to increa(é mankind? it has 
vocation ever fince the Sun fpy’d man 
Lhi2 thus 
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thus crawling on the Earth 

Merv. But what excufe canft thou in ho- 
nour urge, for wearing fuch advantagious 
defence, againft his juft and fingle violence? 

Sciolt. 1 havean odd humour not to be 
kilPd. 

Alta. O Altexa, had but my name been 
hid beneath fome fold in the voluminous 
dark Book of Fate, Y might have mifs’d of 
my creation then, fo I fhould ne’er Have 
feen thy face. 

Sciolt. My curfes, Sir, have caufe taffault 
her mote than yours: for the has ftarv’d me 
here with want of natural delight. My free 
large growth and tin@ture of my hair de- 
note, my conftitution cannot futfer me to 
wear a Surplefs, or procesd Eunuch. 

Alta. A Salamander that doth feed and 
clothe it felf with fame, was thy Progeni- 
tor. 

Sciolt. Have 1 not equal reafon to com- 
plain? in three hours not fo much asa dry 
Kifs. 

Merv. Fine calumny ! 

Sciolt. A Negro might be-ufeful now, al- 
though fh’ad but one eye. 

Alta» Vl ftrew upon thy food the teeth of 
Snakes. 

Sciolt. Signior, prefume no more upon a 
fond eafie nature. Ihave been abftinent too 
long. Halte, and with pliant fteps .prefent 
your wife; orelfe Pll affure ye you fhall {eek 
{ome other man to Cuckold ye for me. 

Merv. Sciolto, this is barbarous. 

Alta. Vil thoot thy heart with Needles, 
that thou may’ft dye, and yet not know that 
thou art kill’d. 

Sciolt. 1 thank ye, Signior, but we Flo- 
rentines do fleep like Levorites, with our 
eyes open: howe’re I could vouchfafe to 
fhoot you now, and prevent your kind- 
nefs 

Mero. Sciolto, hold. Ifeither charge do 
mifs, he that furvives, fhall pierce thy 
heart. * 

Sciolt. I meant not to give fire. There is 
a trick of gravity 1° th? State call’d Law. 
Befides, you dead , the Children which I 
chance to get upon your buckfome wife, I 
fhould go near to keep at my own charge. 

Alta. Africa breeds no montfter like to 
thee. 

Sciolt. Yl to my Chamber now, and for- 
tife there, J remain (during the pleafure of 
your wife) your Tenant (Signior) in fee 
tail. [ Exit. 

Alta, Xt is a cunning, and promifguous 
Slave. This ftory of Alteza’s abftinence, he 
doth but counterfeit. 

Merv. Had the Devi! himfelf crept into 
flefh, and undertook this fervice to your 
wife, fhe had poffefs’d the weaker inftru- 
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ments He hath in’s Veins a moft intempe= 
rate blood 5 his Valour’s {0 renown’d, that 
all the {mooth, the curl’d, and filken No- 
bles of the Town, do homage to his Sword s 
and by fuch adts as thefe maintains him- 
felf. 

Alta. Thy faith was jealous, I fedue’d 
thy ear to an untruth: but now thou knowf 
too much. 

Merv. Now, Sir, my temp’rate Leétures 
ceale. Obey revenge, and I will follow it, 
until my wealth and life are forteited to 
Law. 

Alta. Hah! wilt thou? O my quickned 
heart (entomb’d before. within my. breaft 
wilt thou? This, this then is the direful 
night, wherein Pll give a ftriét and cruel ju- 
ftice to Revenge. 

Merv. This then is the night, whercin 
my bold love fhall merit me th’eternal name 
of Friend. 

Alta. Come {wear, fwear now, (on this 
victorious Sword ) thon wilt obey th’ injun= . 
Cions of my wrath, and yet not move, but — 
when my will appoints. ott 

Merv. My Religion, and the honours of 
my blood, I here do pawn to ratifie the 
Vow [Mervolle kiffes the Hilts. 

Alta. Now work my injur’d fpirits, till 
you make dull forrow rife into flame. Anger, 
Is blood; pour’d, and perplex’d into a froth, 
But malice is the wifdom of our wrath. 

[ Exennt. 


Enter Florello, Charintha, Alteza, Roffa, - 
Molard. 


Charinth. Your Lordfhips Letters were of 
an excellent ftile / . 

Flor. This orinet Roap is yours, and you 
mutt wear’t. 

Charinth. Your bounty choaks my thanks. 

Alte. Take it. Afict me fame, if cre I 
knew his parallel; he woos at Nero’s rate. 


Enter Befognia. 


Befog. Madam, there’s anew Dandolo, a 
a new Count lighted at the Gate, and craves 
entrance. 

Flor. Thats rare i’faith; have I a tha- 
dow walks without leave o’the Sun? 

Alte. A Confpiracy. 

Flor. Did not Mervolle fay, twould be a 
month e’re he arriv’d ? 

Roffa. Be bold and meet your chance, 

Flor. Stand firm, and ftifly by me then, 
avouch me {till for the true Dandulo. 

Alte. Charintha,’tis {ome ftratagem 5 but — 
if he Jewels bring, and ina hand as large 
and open as yon eafie Snipes,thou haft ill luck 
if you can’t begger both. 

; Charinths ~ 
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Charinth. Vl {mile no longer than thefe 
sich {parkles fhine in my eyes. 


Enter Dandolo. 


Dand. The Lady that is nam’d Charin- 
tha, which is fhe ? 
' Flor. Slight; this is the great Cham 
Heark ye, Signior 
Charinth. My Lord, J pray afford him 
leave to {peak. 
~ Dand. What is that faucy Groom? 
Florello. Vil thew ye my Trades a poor 
Sword-man, I . 
Alteza. Sir you deftroy the quict of my 


Houle: he fhall have fafety here, and leave | Th’are poor, and put me oft to charge. 


to fpeak. 

Charia. Pm call’d Charintha, Sirs pro- 
ceed and (peak. 

Dand. Vil firft do fpecial grace unto 
your Lip——my Pen hath woo’d you oft; 
but now by ftealth thus fingle I’m arriv’d, 
a Moon before the time J did prefix. 

Charin. I Sir, the caufe. 

* Dand. "Twas Winter when I fpecifi’d 
athe date of my approach, and then my 
blood was cold; but now the Spring is 
come, The String of Pearl there in your 
hand is round and orient, Lady. 

Alte. 1, Sir, and in fuch Toys fhe much 
delights: although her modefty be loth to 
make her fancies known. Would you had 
brought fome few to match’em. 

Dand. Do you affect em, Lady ? 

Charinth. 1 rejoice in all the works of 
Nature. 

Dand. 1 am inftruGed then. 

Alte. As how, dear Sir ? 

Dand. That I did ill, to leave my Pearls 
behind. 

Alte. Sifter, this Hulk is neither rigg’d 
nor fraught. . 

Charintha. Vl have no more of him, he 
is too coftive. 

Flor. Sir, a word. 

Dand. aes this Houfe the priviledge 
of peace ! 


Flor. Ladies, this Impoftor fteals my Ti- |. 


tles, and my Name; I ask leave to punifh 
him. 

Alte. We'll not protect his crimes, ufe 
~ your juftice. — [Florello draws his Stiletto. 
Flor. Unlefs you are an‘Eftridge, Sir, and 


~ can digeft Stecl, cool your Lungs, and calm- 
‘| Eaft, has fuch another. Be not difpleas’d, O 


ly wait th? inquiry I hall urge. 
Dand. Hence, and be dead! 
Flor. Molard, reveal how long thou haft 
been Pimp to the Family of the Daadolos? 
Mblard. About fome thirty years, Sir. 
 Yve procur’d both time and place, for your 
good Fathers game, ¢’re fince he was capa~ 
ble of knowing, woman, 
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Roffa. Heus’d the Trade, Sir, in his in 
fancy. . 
Molard. V{carce could walk, when J be- 
gan’t: the firft I brought him 
Nurfe. 7 sae 
Flor. Canft point at ought he did fome 
two and twenty yearsago? 
Molard. DiftinGly, Sir. I know that Gen- 


tleman, he was got on a Tripe-Wife of 
Lucea. 


Alte. My Lord? 

Flore Pm an old Jew at Genealogies. This 
Fellows defcent I know now, and where he 
took’s beginning too. By chance I thus 
have met forty of my Father’s Baftards. 


Brother, welcome.—— Roffz, give him a 
Quardecus. e 

Charintha- Your train of Parafite, Pimp, 
Fool, and Dwarf, {peak you at firft, to be 
the true young Lord. 

Alte. Yet th’ other has fome marks that 
do belong unto a Count, o’th? laft edition 
too. 

Dand. D’ you think y’are the Count ? 

Flor. I do think it, Sir. 

Dand. Thought’s free. 

Alte. He fhould be a Venetian, by th’ wit 
and policy of his courage. 

Dand. Beauties, were your hands clean 
they fhould be kifs’d. 

Flor. Bold Baftard. 

Dand. Sir. you fhall know no man 
e’re got me, but my own Father. [ Exit. 

Flor. Befognia {peak in my behalt; Pll 
give thee a Pearl then, big as a Wall-nut. 

Befogniae Which, when your Lordthip 
does, I'll return ye a pointed Diamond, big 
as a Steeple. 

Alte. Y’on thrifty counterfeit, has much 
perplex’d your Servants wit. 

Charinth. My Lord. Lets in, and jeer. 

Flor.Slow method Fools obey. To th’Stars 

advance 

His head, who thus refifts the power of 

"Chance. [ Exeunt omnes. 


Enter Scoperta, Sciolto. 


Scoperta. Like to my Genius he doth 
move about the Houfe. Our fouls are furely 
near ally’d 

Sciolt. Calls he her his Concubine? by 
this hand , there’s not a Prince in all the 


‘young and beauteous Lady! 

Scoperta. The Garden, Signior, doth con-. 
tain more walks: I do befcech you change 
your path, and leave me here. 

Sciolt. You muftnot leave me yet- 

[ Holds her in bis arms. 


Altamont 
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Altamont, Mervolle, from above. 

Merve My Vows have promis’d you the 
ample truth of my intelligence. Behold, 
whom there Scio/to keeps in amorous em- 
braces. 

Alta. Hah,- Scoperta! libid’nous Girl, 
what makes fhe with that Horfe ¢ 

Merv, Shall I call to her, Sir? 

Alta. No, my words fhall never pene- 
trate her ear, until I am reveng’d for what 
my eyes have fcen. 

Merv. There is a general tainture in the 
Sex. 

’ Alta. She is proferib’d. Vve fd her in 
the Lilt with thofe that tafte'to night a bit- 
ter fatee Away, away. This object ruines 
all my kindnefs for her. 

[Exeunt from above. 

Sciolt. 1 figh, my firtt falute was fo intem- 
perately perform’d. Bet O! the puitice of 
my Stars! my love is now reveng’d upon 
my luft. With pure chafte Hame I court the 
MiftrefS unto Altamont 5 one here referv’d 
for finful ufe. Stay, flay 
Scoperta. If 1 am feen, my life is for- 

feited 

Sciolt. Haft thou net heard my Vows, 
whofe violence and number well might. fa- 
tishie the moft fufpicious. 

Scop. How dare J trathck thus for love 
with thee: when thy accompts with Hea- 
ven are yet not clear’d, that luft betray’d 
thee to? 

Sciolt. With what advice of modefty 
canft thou accufe my blood; when in this 
Manfion th’art contain’d for the like fin ? 

Scop. Were! well known unto the quali- 
ty of thy new love, I would reveal my felf, 
and take from thy belief the falfe opinion 
of my guilt. 

Sciolt, If ere I practife impious heat a- 
gain, fome Fiend that in the Centre dwells 
reach me, and pull me into flames. 

Scop» Bear witnets, Truth, chat ?’m offici- 
al here but by pretence, My Veins are cold 
and chafte as Northern {now. 

Sciolt.. Thy name, and then my doubts I 
will forfake ? 

Scop. Scoperta is my name. I Sifteram to 
Altamont, not Miltre(s of his lutt. 

Alta. O dire affinity! my love is now al- 
ly’d unto my hate. Yet Altamont ne’er me- 
sited my wrath. It is the wit the policy of 
fin, to hate thofe men we have abus’d. When 
firft I {py’d the grace and luftre of thy fhape; 
methought I lov’d, and my fick heart in- 
form’d me love was good. 

Scop. And you when I beheld, I faid to 
Heaven, O make but his immortal part like 

“to the Garment Nature clothes it in, and 
he'll remain a Type, from whom fhall be de- 
riv’d the Prophets, and the Kings that rule 
the earth. 


— 


| Votry. 


Se nds SY Bt 
.. Sciolt. Her beauties {0 increafe, that they 
do make my comprehenfion poor. 

Scop. I thould have us’d more leifure and 
nice art, when Fdid give my love away. 

Sciolt. O ftay, until my Vows afford a lar- 
gér warrant of my faith 

Scop. Our new fociety muft not be feen. 
But it thy love be free from carnal Arts, 


(fuch as the ‘curled Youth of Italy do ufe ) 


make me thy fudden ftealth. Early, (e’re the 
fucceeding Sun arrive i’th’ Eaft) appear be- 
neath tny Cafements view, and I will follow 
thee along the {pacious world. _ LExis. 

Sciolt. Go, noble Maid, wert thou divi- 
ded from my teach, by Elemental fire, by 
ftreams of blood, or winds (when met to 
blow each other from the earth) yet I would 
pull thee to my heart. Falfe tuftI take of thee 
eternal leave 


Enter Niente, Alteza. 


Alte. Convey thofe odours thither, and 
dilperfe the coftly fmoke about theRoom, . 

Niente. I fhall. 

Alte. Place foft and eafie finger’d Lutes. 
behind the Arras; Voices feminine and young. 
And {pread the Cowch, with the gieen Per- 
fian Quilt. 

Niente. All is prepar’d. [ Exit. 

Sciolt. For what are thefe defign’d ? 

Alte. Come, follow meand know. 

Sciolt. Now am Jas rafcally a finner, as 
ever. 

Alte. Why comft thou not ? 

Sciolt. O Love! A little grace. 

Alteza. Is not thy blood well? Kifs me 
Sciolto. , 
Sciol. Shall webé wrapt in foft embraces 
then. 


Alte. We'll grow together in our loves. 

Sciolt. Go, kneel to your Etusband, and 
beg, from him lawful embraces : my {elf in- 
tend to purchafe a few Beads. - 


and 
3 ahd 


turn 
Alte. What motive (Sit Jpperfivades ye 
ufe me thus? 


Sciolt. Why—ye are not handfom. 

Alte. Uncivil Slave. 

Sciolt. Quettion your GlaG, 

Alte. Villain, thou ly’tt. 

Sciolt.. Thy Teeth, in diftance ftand like 
the decay’d Arches of a Bridge. 

Alte. Better, th’ adtt been unborn. 

Scio/t. Wilt not yet go? thy Fingers are 
all crook’d, like the Tallons of a Griffon. 
Thou walkft on Cloven feet. 

Alte. Hoa! Niente. 

Sciolt. Thy Bones are pil’d acrofs, much 
like the fticks ona Conjurers fire. 

Alte. Are my Grooms dead? what hoa! 
Pil have thee fead. —_. 


Sciolta 


" « ~~ — Pee 
ees cs oe tyne eee hat 
a al ait 
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flex! 


Sciolto pulls out a Cafe of Piftols. 
Sciolt. It muft not be. For with thefe two 
there fhall be paflage forc’d. Farewell Oy- 
’ . [Exiz. 

Alte. Where are my Grooms, my Slaves? 
injurious Wolf. Bark at my feature, and 
thus ftrew my beauty o’re, with infamy 
and duft? Strike my green youth, with E- 


 pithetes of age ? My Altamout ne’er us’d me 


thus. He oft compar’d me to the Stars, my 
Eyes t’Eaftern light, when day {miles at her 
birth. O! Icould curie the giddy judgment 
of my blood; that thus feduc’d me to for- 
{ake that Saint, and mix my knowledge 
with this Devil. He’s fled too, untouch’d by 
my revenge. Niente, hoa! 


Enter Altamont. 


Alta, ’Vis Alteza, I know her finful 
voice [ fhe knecls. 
Alte. O, Sir, if anguith, or datirefs, can 
make an humble heart, bzhold your Lady 
now ; thus proftrate at your feet ? 
Alta. What may this fore’d humilty por- 
tend? ~ 
~ Alte. Sciolto(cruel as the winds in March) 
hath ftruck my woman-hood with tyranny, 
and {corn. Can Fate prefent fo large a teft of 
your true love (both to your felf and me ) 
as that you minifter revenge upon that Vil- 
Jain: Go, and pierce his heart with your 
bright Steel, and then obedience claim re- 
leat with fond idolatry and love. 

Alta» The Fiends are furely marry’d too; 
for there’s no torment like a Wite! falfe 
Alteza. 

Alte. So ill I merit charity : thatall my 
paffions argue cunning and pretence. 

Alta. This is a wife hypocrifie, to hide 


_ thy luft, or fnare me in fome guilt, where- 


by the Duke may claim my life, and thou 
receive more quict fpace, enjoy Sciolto’s 
perfon. 

Alte. Thofe angry fpirits that refide be- 
low, are not more crue] in their envy, than 
am Tin hate to him. 

Alta. So {oon doft fteep him in thy Gall, 


whom thot haft took into thy heart. x 


Alte. If ere Y knew him with more guilt, 
than what my wifhes and my thqughts con- 
tain’d; let wrath then make me her experi- 
ment, to try how much of pain mortality 
can bear. 

Alsa. Thy perjur’d atteftations ceafe 
for though the hours are few, fince firft you 
did confer,yet you had both the care to make 
the time advantageous to fin. 

Alte. Exprefs {ome mercy in your faith, 


_ and hear me {peak. 


Alta. Keep thy denial ’tween thy blifter’d 
lips, if utter’d thou art dead. 
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Alte. Love is for ever fled. s 

Alia. Dott weep? I fooner thought to 
have feen the Flint fupple as Spunge 5. th’ob- 
ee Diamond melt at the Glow-worms 

re ‘ f 

Alte. How hath the pride of Courts mifs- 
led my youth, that you fhould think I’ve 
loft all tendernefS and love. ; 

Alta. Thou wert a Virgin (weet, {0 pre- 
tious in thy frame, that with thy hair thou 
might’it have fetter’d Kings. When thou 
didfi fing the quiet Stars, would fall afleep 
and wink. Thou art all difcord now: thy 
glory’s dark, thy blood is turn’d to Ink, 

Alte. Ihave out-liv’d the help of peni- 
tence, and benefit of hope. : f 

Alta. Oft have I faid, let’s leave the falfe, 
the bufie world, and fleep beneath our Vines; 
Nature (not cunning ) then, augments our 
wealth; the dew of Heaven is cheap, nor 
need we pay for th’Suns warm light. If 
kind Divinity allow teach humane foul a 
Star our iffue we'll increafe, unti! the 
bright and numerous throng be all employ’d: 

Alte. But I am fieril as a wildernefs, my 
name is ficknefs to your memory. 

Alta. Witnefs you filent powers, the 
crime isnot deriv’d from me. T’explain 
my innocence, know, fhe that here | hous’d, 
affront thy pride, was my chafte Sifter, not 
my Concubine. 

Alte. Then you are loyal ftill, Poth’ Mar- 
riage Vow. 

Alta. But Scoperta is now thy Rival in 
Sciolto’s luft. 

Alte. All {prings from the ambition of 
my guilt 

Alta. Although thy penitence be rath, it 
doth become thee well, and thou haft quite 
diffolv’d my ftony heart. This night I pur- 
pos’d thee a cruel death, but now rife, and 
continue mortal fil] Vil lay my mercy 
on thy Lip, and for it take my laft farewel— 
Pll never fee thee more. 

Alte. This is a inercy that confounds the 
willand ftrength of all my gratitude. O fad 
Decree. You have divorce’d me from your 
Fyes. 

Alta. Two neighbouring, Lillies whom 
rude winds difperfe "mongft reftlefS dutt, 
may fooner meet upon their ftalks again, and 
kifS each other in'a fecond’ growth, then we 
our loves renew. 

Alte. Take heed, Sir, how you prophecy ! 
for my humility with moift contrition 
join’d, may hope to wath my leprous {tains 
away. - 

Altamoat. Ono! my jealoufic is grown 
fo fick, that my doubt informs me, ic will 
ne’er be cur’d, 

Alte. Y creep thus to my Tomb, indebt-. 
ed for your love, till all the’ drowfie ye 

ia 
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fhall rife to general Accompts; and then 
my want of earlier gratitude will make my 
debt a {in [ Exit. 

Alta. O trivial property of life! fome 
do attend the mighty war, and make Divi- 
nity their yoak; till for the {port of Kings 
th’ augment the number of the dead. Some 
walk in flippery paths of Court, and feed 
on filent fmiles; fome travel in the fearch 
of humane Arts, but knowledge is referv’d; 
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She fits fo high in Clowds, we cannot reach - 
her with our Eye: or if with patient fteps 
we toherclimb, death fays we cannot reach 
her with our time. For wither’d age arrives, 
when numbring,on our griefs not years, the 
tedious {pace ot life we tiraight accufe. For 
life is like the fpan 
Forc’d from a gouty hand; which,as it gains 
Extent, and active length,the more it pains. 
[ Exit. 


ACT IV. SCENE IL 


Eater Dandolo, Befognia, Stoccata, Punto. 


Paid N® journey was by fiealth, elfe 
Thad brought with thefe, Le- 
gions of Dukes to {peak my birth. , 
Befog. My Lady ’gins t’enquire, Sir, after 
fleep, for it grows late. i 
Dand. My thrifty method thall be broke, 
ere Pll mils her view. This Britifh Groat 
isthines ¢raffick for Pins. 
Befog-Make the Devil your FaCtor3 there’s 
a ftock to fet up with. [Flings it again. Exit. 
Dand. No bribes? Iam belov'd. 


Enter Florello, Roffa, Molard. 


Flor. Brother, I wifh you would avoid 
my haunts. °Tis not for my credit, nor yet 
for our dead Fathers, thus to make your 
perfon known, being y’are illegitimate. 

Dand. Go, Jet that Fellow dye. 

Stoccato. Why, let him, Sir. 

Punto. Were we his Heirs, w’ had caufe 
to haften his deceafe. ; 

Flor. D’ye walk like Neptune in a mask, 
attended on by two 0’th’ calm winds ? 

Dand. Th’are Nobles both. This is Stoc- 
eato call’d, and that Punto. They are come 
to warrant me the true Dandolo. Upon the 
Gauntlet of a Giant or a Whale. 

Fior. Maintain your birth——were you 
my Fathers Bawds ? 

Stoccato, Alas, you are young, Sir, you 


know not us! we cannot {well and rant like | 


things that would be rather heard than felt : 
but we can thruft our Whinyards home,with 
joy and quiet too. 

Punto. Swect-heart; you are not read i’th’ 
Rudiments of wrath. You fhall perccive 


fome that are lowd and adtive with their: 


Lungs courage in them you may fufped : 


but when you fee a cool and filent anger like 


to ours, then keep your wandring hands at 
home. Soft, Sir, beware. 


fhall I? 


Punto. Pve bufinefs now of a more feri- 
ous garb. Difpatch him thy felf. Early 
to morrow! I'll do as much for thee on the 
two Zits. 

Flor. D’ye make no more o’th? Infants of 
the Earth ? ; 

Stoc. Fie, Sir. Draw your Weapon in a 
Lady’s Chamber? You {till difplay a cou- 


rage ill brought up, moft vainly nurtur’d, 


Sir, believe’t. 
Punto. Forbid it, Heaven ; but you fhould 


have free {pace t’employ your beft ftrength 
in your defence. But, Sir, ’tis fober pati- 
ence makes us {afe, 
Haunch you did confer a kick; our fecret 


If now on eithers 


wifdom would dire& us how to bear it for 


the time, and in our own advantage too. 


Flor. Is’t poffible ? mae 
Stuce Hear, Sir, th’ advice of an old fhot. 
Pve hit the mark more than once in my 


time, and tam’d many a mad Boytoo. If 
either of ’s vouchfafe to greet ye with a hand 


or foot, take it,and be thankful: left by re- 
turn of wrath, worfe do enfie. 

Flor. Not I, believe’e. 

Punto. He’s young, Stoccato, carve him 
gently up! 

Flor. They take me for a Capon. What 
Weapons fight ye with, Demiculvering or 
Drake? 

Stoce Steel of Toledo is all we manage— 

Fier. What then remains, but Roffa and 
Molard affault you two, I, my Baftard Bro- 
ther . 

Roffz. Come, Sir 

Milard. Well jerk you with our Iron 
Rods 

Stoc. Keep your Sword warm, it “longs 
to the Scabbard : 

Punto. O, Sir, your Valour ftill imports 
fome want of a difcreet and temperate 


| breeding. 
Stoc. Stay, wot thou kill him, Pxxto, or | 


Enter 


ey 


cere iyter Charintha, Befognia. _ 


 Charintha. His bounty ne’er will give 
me caule advance my wit:, he grows much 
‘troublefom. pai 
~~ Dand. Lady ' behold two Worthies heres. 
Dragons in fight.. They come to preach my 
birth. Th’are knowntoFame 
Flor. Fame blew em from her breech. 
Punto. Signior, you fill forget the quiet 
and the courteous ways of {plecn. 

Flor. 1 will try your pollitick “patience, 
‘Sir ' ce [ Kicks Cm 
~ Punto. You fee we fill aré calm—— ° 

— Stoc. He has bat. thin Philofophy that 
cannot fuffer this— iz 
~ Charin. Yon matmalet Count defervesas 
‘much too. , 

~ Dand. 1 do oppugn the motion with my 
{corn. “etait 
Flor. D’ye {corn, Sir, to be kick’d ? 


thé proudeit wight on Earth {hall not kick 
me, excepting, your dear felf. 


bh 
ene J have privacies, Madam, for 
your car Us 
Flor. You, and your fierce Champions, 
firaight removes craul hence, and be not 
vifible again. % . 
Punto. Enhaunice our pay, we ll kill him, 
in the dark. pie eae ny 
 Dand. Agreed, fix Duckats you fhall num- 
ber more. Pie i 
} Exeunt Dandolo, Stoccato, Punto. 

 Niente. The Neighbours fay, forty Ser- 
jeants wait his departure hence, who give 
hima new name. 

~ Charintha. Hah ! what do they call him ? 
— Niente, Florello, and report him Brother 


Enier Nicnte. 


. 


Flor. Sweet Love, 1 
give away one or two of thy Farms to thefe 
y Foll’wers, they are kind wretches both, 
and love thee well. 

_ Charintha. Indeed ? i 
Fiorello. Yes, faith. They bid me rather 
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~~ Dand. Pardon me, Sir! *S fay’t alowd 5] 


| yet unfpent. 
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than thou fhould’ft thus pine for love, to 
marry thee. 

Charintha. Stand off! more diftant yet. 

Flor. Would’{t view my Limbs? 

Charin. When you do make your Chri- 
ftianity more. known, you mutt be call’d 
Florello. 

Florello. Hah! 

Charin. Forty blew Fiends wait to arreft 
you in your paflage home. 

Flor. Madam, I am traduc’d. 

Charin. Could your abufive Arts make 
choice of none but me? Be fure this vilit is 
your laft. 

Flor. I muft not, dare not, leave ye, till 
Pve clear’d the errours in this.calumny 
_ Charintha. Return, or I fhall think your 
love, is, as your perfon, counterfeit. The 
firength of all my Charity affords you but 
this Key,’ which in my Orchard Gate you | 
may employ, and free you from th’ Arreft. 
Befognia, Pll to Bed 

[ Exeuint Niente, Charintha, Befognia. 


Florello, Roffa, Molard, look, ghoftly 

awhile at one another. 

Flor. A fober truth. Sums ¥ ow’d when 
I embark’d for Pifa 

Roffz. Now {hall I, like a melancholy 
worm, feed on saw Roots 

Molard. Sing, Canticles of woe! I muft 
e’en go tag Points in a Garret. 

Flor. This Key, with the help Of our Ra- 
piers will bring ushome. 

Roffz- No Moneys, Sir ? 

Flor. Faith we muft all difrobe our old 
Veftments, ftitch on again, and morgage 
thefe to raife a fum that may affift my li- 
berty. 

Molard. Creep in our, Rags, in our thin 
and dufty webs again. 

* Roffa. I feel a heard of {mall Cattel graze 
on my left fhoulder.— 

Flor. O my forward bounty! there’s but 
fick hope my Jewels, will return; fince Cu- 
ftom fhews 5 ‘ 

What Ladies thus from their dull Sutors get 
They do preférve as Tribute to, their wit. _ 
weet LExeunt omnes. 


Scoperta, and her Woman nude? a Canopy. 
Woman. The gteateft part’of the Night is 


Scoperta. Since time grew old, he flowly 
finds his fteps i’th? dark: by day he fwifter 
moves. Get thee to Bed. . 

Woman. Madam, good night. LEixztas 

Scop. Come, my Scivlto, and confirm the 
virtue of thy faith, or I difperfe my foul ip 
fighs, and make this Chair my eafie Monu- 
ment. [Reads 
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Enter Altamont, Mervolle. 


Merv. All are departed that to Charin- 
tha made vifit: your Servants have begun 
their fleep, and Guards are plac’d upon the 
Gates. 

Alta. Are my bold Inftruments in Am- 
bufh Jaid, and {catter’d for the beft advan- 
tage of their conceal’d action, and their 
View ? 

Merv. They are. +e 

Alta Expeé me then beneath the Gar- 
den Mount. [Exit Mervolle. 


Altamont ffeals ta Scoperta, and fhews ber 
bis Arms befmear’d with Bluod. 


Scop. You fwelling Clowds hide my af- 
flicted fight ! 

Alta. Behold my hands, they feem to 
bluth with guilt of humane facrifice. Me- 
thinks T look like toa Mempbian Prieft, that 
had diffe@tion made of Hecatombs Vappeafe 
their falfe Divinity. Alteza’s dead. 
Scop. Can I believe your hands depriv’d 

her of her breath ? 

Alta. Fathers that feed on Sons, and 
Sons that drink their Mothers blood, reach 
not that cruelty which her ftern guilt did 
throw into my Breaft. ; 

Scop. May fome kind Saint weep o’re 
your Soul until: with holy dew, he wath 
this fin away. 

Alta. Thou doft mif-fpend thy charity. 
I’ch’ night I come, to find thofe Angels that 
have bufinefs now on earth here with thee : 
hoping I fhall receive reward for my juft 


Scop. The hotiss that gave her opportu- 
nity to erre, were known fo few; that my 
belief concludes her guiltlefs of the fin. 

Alta. Before her foul forfook her Lips, 
fhe did confefS Sciolte had enjoy’d her. Sci- 
olto too,confirmn’d her atteftation as a truth. 

Scop. Be deaf ({weet Heaven) to this. Did 
Sciolto iterate her foul {peech? 

Alta, He did, which I o’rchear’d, and 
forc’d a paflage to his heart. 

Scop. is he dead too? the Genius of the 
world is fick, all Forms muft ceafe. 

Alta. Dott weep for him? This obfeguy 
doth make compaffion fin. 

Scop. O Sciolto' Art thou fo early fled, to 
tafte eternity, and unknown fate. 

Alta. Stint thy complaint, pernicious 
Whore. I had fome hope, the interview that 
you enjoy’d might be enforc’d by bis unru- 
ly ftrength : But now, I tind it was with 
thy confent procur’d. All now is evident as 
got. 

_ Scope ¥ bring my innocence, to th’ clear 
forvey of Heaven. 


the more. 
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Alta. Though dull, to men of harth, ftri& 
difcipline, yet know, I have fome cunning 
in my rage. I came to fright this fecret from 
thy heart: My Hands 1 did net bathe in 
humane blood, Alteza and Sciolto are alive. 

Scop. This joy will make my heart leap 
in my breaft 

Alta. Sink into th’ Earth, where forrow 
dwells. E’re yon Dim Morn fhall add 
one hour unto her Age, Sciolto’s foul thall 
take a doubtful fight : it only ftay’d to min= 
gle company with thine. My anger was fo 
jult, I would not profecute thy life, until my 
doubts were clear’d. Go, go and number ~ 
o’re thy Beads. ‘ 

Scop. Is there in all your Veins, no drop 
(unmix’d with Gaul ) that from our Mother - 
is deriv’d , and fo may tempt compaffion 
from your breaft ? : 

Alta. Altexza mourns, as if t’expiate a 
Nation with her gricf. Hadft thou reveal’d 
fuch penitence, it might have foftned my 
Decree. But thou art hardned in thy fin. 

Scop. No mercy for our noble Mother’s. 
fake ? 

Alta. My Mother when fhe lay, a cold 
pattern for the Figure on her Tomb, {pent 
her laft breath in praife of thee. She faid, 
for my fake ufe thy Sifter well : th’ acquain- 
tance that fhe hath in Heaven is great. Ith? 
bloffom of her growth the fhall o’recome the 
Eyes of men, and in her age, the hall have 
skill in Prophecy. But O falfe lore! Our 
Mother kind (whom I Sybil held) thou now 
haft prov’d a Witch, 

Scop. Lam too weak to force from ybur’ 
belict miftakes fo ftrong, 

Alta. Go pray, the Houts are {wift : Pve 
purpos’d thee a Pris’ner here till my Re= 
turn 

Scop. The laft of all my merits fhall be 
call’d obedience to your will: If you do owe 
a kindnef$ to your felf; think on Religion 
and the Laws. [ Exit. 

Alta. Nature, do thou dire my {pleen. _ 
The Laws are finfully contriv’d. Juftice 
thould weigh the prefent crime, not future 
inference on deeds. But now they cheapen 
blood: ’tis {pilt to punifh the example, not 
the guilt. Religion too, on our Italian 
Earth, grows like the Cedar big and highs 
but yields no fruit. The abject race of 
men fhe doth 
Confound with hope,and bids them not obey, 
T’augment humility, but her own {way ! 


[ Exit. 
Enter Mervolle, Sciolto, and three Mutes. 
- Merv. Your fticngth does but intangle ye 


Sciolts 
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© Sciolt. VIl not be trufs’d, Sir, likea Pul- 
tet thus —— 

Merv. Leave nothing that cah minifter 
defence. 


*  Sciolta. Pare my nails too—— 


Merv. Soon as we {py’d you fcaling o’re 
the Orchard wail; we guefs’d at your if- 
tent. There have been {nares laid for your 
feet, e’re fince you left the Houfe 

[ Exennt Mérvolle, Mutes, baving rifled 
bim of bis Piftols and bis Sword. 

Sciolto. There is fome danger in this 
chance, my dull heart beats with an omi- 


Scoperta from her Window. 


Scop. Pale Planet fhine! it muft be he. 
My ears perfwade me ’twas his voice. Sir, 
Sir! 
 Sciolt. Hah! Scoperta? a cruel deftiny 
hath murder’d all our joy: endeavouring 
an addre(fs for ftealth of thee,I was furpris’d, 
difarm’d, and bound thus. 

Scop. There’s not a Star in all the Firma- 
ment belongs to us. 

Sciolt. Onone! or if there be, their in- 
fluence is too weak to fuccour us. Sure our 
creation we have took unknown to Fate. 

Scop. Our love was of too nimble growth, 
unlefs we may believe, that after death we 
may converfe 5 this is the laft of all our in- 
terviews. 

Sciolt. That fatal Prophecy will thake 
-my foul from out my flefh; and like tome 
tame Hermit I hall unwounded dye. 

Scop. The Sand that limits both our lives, 
is fallen into the reach of number now : and 
Thave fpent with thee the halty time pre- 
fix’d for a devout employment of my Beads. 
The murderers are within. 

Sciolt.. Horrour! haft thou no weapons 


_there that I may ufe, and fall here like a 


man. 

Scop. Unto thy Lips Vd throw a Kifs; 
but that they’ve bound my hands ——- 
Whence is that noife ? 

Sciolto. Vl be as calm as are Arabian 
Winds. Scoperta, flay unheard we will 
converfe-—— 

Scop. They come, they come, dear love, 
for evermore farewel. 

[The Mutes fnatch her from the Window- 

Sciolto. O for the Giant race, to help me 


~ heavé thofe Mountains ups that I might bu- 


ry this proud Structure and my felf. 
Enter Altamont, Mervolle. 
Merv. You have o?reheard all, what do 


you gather from it ? 
Alta: Hex foul isill prepared. 


wondrous flame and {pirits do poffefs thy 


2 
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Merv. 1 gave command they fliould a 
while delay her death, left want of lcifare 
might deftroy her penitence. 

Alta. Remain within my call, and leave 
me here. I charge thee by thy Vow, and by 
our friendfhip that thou depart. 

, [Exit Mervolle. 

Sciolto. Speak what thou art ? 

Alta. Some call me Altamont. Vve {een 
thee walk arm’d like a Magazine; but thou 
art fitly now prepar’d for fufferance. 

Sciolto. Not thy tame facrifice, but victory 
Vil be. For naked as Iam I will refift my 
death; and fince unfurnith’d to revenge, 
yet I fhall trouble thy beft ftrength— 

Alta. Sciolto, though, thou merit treche- 
ty, and oppofition that, by darkeft ftealth; 
may coufen thee of thy luxurious foul, yet 
I will give thee fair and equal tryal. 
 Sciolt. Falfe tyranny ! 

Altg, Stay. This I will perform, dnd 
tis to know the utmoft of thy might, what 


{pacious breaft. 

Sciolt. What’s your intent ? 

Alta. Vd try the juftice of my Fate; try 
if they’ll let me fall befote thy. beftial 
ftrength , receive thy Sword 

Sciolt. Miracle of bounty ! 

Alta. Vf whilft we ftruggle thou canft 
fo weaken my defence, that I become dif- 
arm’d; thy liberty is gain’d. 

Sciolto. With folemn penitence I could 
accufe my crimes ’gainft thee: but grief’s 
akin to fear. Y know not which tafiord 
thee moft, my envy or my love. 

Alta. The Moon hath now put on her 
brightet Robes my anger too, doth carry 
fire enough to light us to the charge. Guard 
well thy heart 

Sciolto. A little refpite— Muft we needs 
fight ? 

Altamont. You then would cozen me of 
my revenge ? my 

Sciolt. Yet ftay!—Know I do love thy 
| Sifter well. 

Alta. Mark. ({weet Heaven) with what 
exalted triumph he boatis the foul remem- 
brance of his fin— ['Thrufts at bim. 
| » Scioltoe Stiff as a Column ! 
' Alta. Th? Arcadian Wraftler told young 
Thefens {05 but he did yield as if his tinnews 
had been made of filk. So tierce ¢ 

Sciolto. This clofure hath intangled us, 

let’s make another charge ? 

dlta. Even thus divided Billows part, 

that they may meet in greater foam 
| Sciolt. Wilt thou not bleed? not yet 9— 
| I skirmifh with unbodicd air. 

. Alta. Thy guilcbétrays thy hand 
| Take that Sciulto. 

Sziolt. That wound gapes wide.— [ Falls. 

Mmm 2 Altas 


Alta Thy Sword is mine. Mervolle, hoa ! 
Sciolto. I have fome courage yet, left.in 


my Teeth, if thou art kind, come ncerer 
with thy Throat : 


Enter Mervolle, Mutes. 


Alta. O the Celeftial powers are juft. See 
there, fee how he bleeds, whilft I remain 
untouch’d. a 

Merv. Has he not loft the benefit of 
breath ? ; 

Alta. Stop all his wounds, and give him 
time to {pend the reft of’s time in repen- 
tant tears 


[They bind him with fcarfs. 

Sciolt. My wounds clos’d up, what means 
this courtefie 2 

Alta. That thou might’A Jeifure have to 
pray Be fure, Mervolle, when’s devotion’s 
done, you firangle him. 

Sciolto. Can thy young honour ftoop fo 
low? 

Alta» Unto an equal danger Yexpos’d my 
ftrength, to try thy courage and my fate. 
This was my juftice to my felf: Juftice Pu 
give to thee: Thy crimes do merit death. 

Sciolt. O'footh my laft ambition then, be 
thou my Executioner. 
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Alta. Thou art difarm’d, thy blooming: 
honours now are wither’d on thy Creft. f 
fhould deprive my anger of her fame, to 
kill thee tamely now. 

Sciolt- Scoperta, ftay. My foul fhall hover: 
ftraight with thine. Stay for me, in the 
Milky-path. 

Alta. Let Italy avouch the juftice of my 


‘revenge. Dull Britains know no wrathe 


Thunskilful youth, that equal Duct give 
to him that firft incens’d the blood ; but 
tempt . . 
The courtefie of Fate, fuch take delight 
To ftroke abufe, pay injuries with right. 
Mervolle. This way, Sir, leads unto your 
Grave. You fhall have time to gain (ome 
friendfhip with the Saints— : 
[ Exezat Mervolle, Sciolto, Mutes. 
Alta. Afudden froft congeals my heart 5 
I thrink like crooked age , as if my Vcins 
were emply grown, [Opens bis Dublet. 
Wounded. His point his ftoln into my_ 
breaft, Ob help. “Pve yet fome ule for life, 
Th’ nice fearch I made to know Heav’ns fe» 
cret jufticeisaveng’d. Repentance is 
An immaterial Salve, ic cures th’unfound 


.Difeafed Soul, but not the Body’s wound. 


[Reels off, Exits 


» 


ACT. V. SCENE. I. 


Euter Niente, Alteza, zz ber Night-Gown. 


Bia 
they there been plac’d e’re fince 
the farft arrival of the night ? 

Niextee Mervolle keeps the Keys, he'll let 
no fervant ftir about the houfe. 

_ Alie. The Sun begins to bathe i’th’ morn- 
ings tears! haft.thou Lucio call’d, and bid 
Pytho join with him ina fad Song? 

Niente. Lhave, Madam. : 

Alte. No more (Nicute) thalt thou fervice 
do for me: laft night I told thee I had loft 
my vanity; that courtly Lady ferve who 
finds it firft. But left thy wants asgment thy 
fins, my charity affords thee this_——. 

[ Flings bim a Purfe. 

Nientee Well, Pm refoly’d to mend, or 
become worfe. [ Exit. 


A Song between two Boys: 
te °F His Lady, ripe, and calm, and fre, 
As Ealiern Summers are 5 
Mist now forfake both Time and Flcth, 

LT’ add Light to fome fmallStar. 


Guard upon my Gates, and have | 2+ 


Whilft yet alive, each Star decay'd 
She may relieve with Light: 

But Death leads Beauty to a fhade 

More cold more dark than Night. 


1+ The famey faith of man doth blind 
His pride, till it conduce 

To Deftiny all bumane kind — 
For fome eternal ufé. 


2- But ask not Bodies ( doom’d to dye) 
~ To what abode they go 5 
Since Knowledge is, but forrows Spy, ° 
It is not fafe to know. 


Enter Mervolle. 


Merv. Howl, howl], until you wake the 
inhabitants of Graves! “till you difquiet alt 
the Spheres, and put harmonious Nature 
out of tune. 

Alte. What means this fatal {ummon, 
that doth make amazement cold as Ice. 

' Merv. Great Altamont, your Lord, whe 
full was prompt to curb th’ incitements of 
your 


ae seat . 


* Fae 


ces 


your wrath, threw wife advantage from his 


reach, and ftruggled with the bold Scia/to, 


in an equal Ware , 
Altezz. I would not have the power to 
prophecy. 


~ Merv. The furly Lyon and the Bove, did 
ne’er maintain refiftance with like fierce and 
ruinous return of ftrength: for from their 
Eyes Lightning flew, *till bold Sciolto.rag- 
ged with his wounds; did bleed away his 
itrength. 
band bid me proftrate at your feet 
tis the laft memorial of his love. 

Alte. Ambiguous Hiftory! he Conque- 
rour, yet this the laft memorial of his love! 

Mere. Wife Heaven did mock your dlta- 
mont :. for whilft o’rejoy’d with Victory, he 
fpies in’s breaft a large deep wound, and 
thence his foul took flight. a 

Alte. OQ my poor Lord! how foon haft 
thou begun thy immortality. The hafty 
{park fo upward mounts, and then no more 
is feen, ‘ 

Mery. Veh? laft remainder of his dying 
{peech, he btiefly told his Teftament. To 
pleafe his Ghoft, fhew now a little loyalty 
and Jove, rife, and be conducted by me. I 
will inform your knowledge all that he en- 
join’d. 
Alte. Th’ obedience which I {canted to 
his life, unto his memory Pll ftrictly pay- 

Merv- You have a lofs that doth out-{peak 
complaint! if fwect and pliant difcipline 
of Courts, if feats of mighty War, or fo- 


and 


_ ber Arts advance th’efteem of humane qua- 


lity | 
Tis fit your Altamont we firive to raife, 
Above the charity or skill of praife. 


Enter Florello; Roffa, Molard, zu their old ba- 
bits. Dandolo, Stoccata, Punto, bound. 


Flor. Who did affift your paffage to this 
walk? : 
Roffz: Mervolle, Sir, with whom we us’d 


your name. Do you obferve the Count, and 


his two lean Janizarics?  * 

Flor. What, incaptivity ? 

" Roffa. Certain ftratagems, Sir, have been 
levell’d againft your life. 

Mblard. E’re fince the hope of day, they 
waited your defcent from the Cloyfter 
Bridge: but doubting their own courage, 
and'meeting us difguis’d, thus in our origi- 


_ nal weeds; they would have brib’d us tor 


two Piftols taffift the profecution of your 
death. But have bound them to their good 
behaviour. ; 

Flor. They walk like Caterpillers on a 
22 ee [Takes Dandolo afide. 
Yield me the :caufe why you contriv’d my 
death. 
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This his falfe Sword your Haf- | 


“in hafte 
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Dand. Good faith, Sir, for no harm. 
Flor. Give mea Knife 
[They fearch Dandolo. 

Roffa. Here is one belong?d to Hans van 

Geulicke. ‘. 
[Florello cuts Dandolo’s bonds, and gives 
him the Kuife. 

Flor, Take your {elf {olemnly afide and 
cut your Throat! do’e ftraight, and neatly 
too, y’ had beft. 

Dand. The motion I ditlike, ’tis dange- 
rous. 

Flor. Have you three throats, can you re- 
vive as oft as you are kill’d, to take new pu- 
nifbment, that thus you mutiny ’gain{i kind 


-reafon? 


Dand. Thefe thoufand years ’t has been 
oblerv’d, th’.eldeft Brothers of our boule, 
Sir, could ne’er endure to cut their Throats. 

Flor. ?Tis fit, dear Count, that you muft 
dye, Pmelfe unjaft unto my felf. 

Dand. With fapicnt Arts, we will project 
to fave the reputation of your juftice. 

Flor. -As how ? : 

Dand. 1 will declare that Iam dead, and 
both my Champions here {hall {wear’e. 

Stoc. We'll venture one Commandment 
to {ave another, Sir. ‘ 

Flor. This cannot fatisfie. How’ere (Sir 
Count) if you will patiently accept your 
death, Pll turnifh ye with Guides, for your 
laft jaunt. You Panto and Stoccato too! no 
more. of your Philofophy. Fix Brow, to 
Brow , knock out each others Brains, and 
fhew your Lord the way, unto the Elizian 
Field. Do i€ at firft encounter too: 


tor J?m 


Stoc. Slight,Sir,J ne’er was in Eljziom,7. 
Nor fhould I find the way thither, thorugh 
Signior Argos lent me Ninety Nine of his 
Eyes. 

"Proll Then Punto thall be Condué to ye 
both. 

Punto. Good Signior, any courtefie but 
this you may command. You fiili as raolt 
prclume upon the calm and afie nature. 

Roffa. They all are torfet, to the Law. 
If you'll beftow ’em but as pris tO US, 
they fhall futfer, or give us large zon\0m, 

Flor. How? a ranfom? thefe two ore 
poorer than Carthutian Monks: }2n as a 
Romith Lent. Slaves, who pretend fick- 
nefs, that they may lye in Hofpitals to fieal 
the Sheets. 

Rofl The Count, Sir, will untye his 
ftrings forem. .. 

Dan.Ranfom Vl give:for I do hate to dye. 

Flor. The ranfom muft be fmall. Shuttic 
’em together: and pack ’em hence. I will 
not hear a fyllable of thanks. Roffz, {ee’em 
hors’d for Millain. | 
[Excunt a'l but Forcllo. 

Enter. 
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Enter Charintha 20 bin. 


Charinthz. O difmal change ! does your 
victorious Sword hang now on aged Belt 
‘of Bandeleer? is your high Plume moulted 
to 2 {prig. 

Flor. Who can refift the frowns of defti- 
ny ? My fauflerance gives my merits their 
reward. ; 

Charinth. Your fpeech was wont to be in 
a more high exalted Key : lowd as a Gulph: 
your heart was full of Jigs, and your feet 
did wander even like Autumn leaves. 

Flor. Affect fo much humility as may em- 
ploy your thoughts with more compaflion 
on my ru’nous fall. me 

Charintha. | threw on you perpetual ba- 
nifhment. 

Flor. Vm come to manifeft the fin of my 
difguife: though it proceeded more from 
hope t’enjoy your perfor than your wealth. 

Charintha. ?Has got a {weet and power- 
*. fal way in fpeech. 

Flor. This is my real fhape, in which I 
do appear a thin and wither’d Souldier, 
born i’th’ later age of war: when glory’s 
‘fick, and honour is fantaftical. 

Chariutha. He was not.wont to ufe this 
Dialect. 

Flore Grant now (thou beauteous wealth 
of Italy) an expiation for my Crimes; for 
know, I would be clean when I {hall dedi- 
cate my future Vows to th’ abfent Altar of 
thy heart: left Ido lofe the ufe of my ido. 
latry; and make repentance fin. 

Charintha. Do all harmonious gifts re- 
fide within fuch courfe and humble weeds ? 

Flor. Deftroy me not with {corn : I know 
you Ladics mott delight in name, and guild- 
ed pomp, which was the fatal caufe I pra- 
€tis'd them on you. . 

Charintha. Y’ endear the worft of fafhion 
unto us, by making it a cuftom i your 
felves. If men did not provide fuch follics 
for our fight, we knew not where to find 
their ules for they digett them firlt,’ then 
. they become our nourithment. 

Flor. Vain men. We alter our creation 
f> with female fhapes, that Heaven fcarce 
knows its amp, and Nature (that diftincti- 
on fill commands veach Sex) forgets the 
work of herownhands. © 

Charintha. 1 ne’ex beheld a feature maf- 
culine till pow: had you but thus appear’d 
unto my firlt urvey, | might have lov’d in 
hafte, and yet excus’d the rafhnefs of my 
eyes. I’ginto feel (ome danger in my ftay. 


Flory. E’re you depart, a {mall memorial’ 


from your hands, Icrave, to wear upon my 
Creft, that it may tempt kind fate to look 
on me, when I in glorious battel ftrive 5 


and I will abfent my felf for evermores 

Charintba. 1 nothing keep for fuch fad 
ufe, as to deprive me of fo {weet a mira- 
cle. 

Flor. Grant my requeft, or I'll purfue you 
for it. . 

Charintha. Vf you continue fiill to beg, I 
fear my bounty will prove rafh: and I thall 
give fo much of love, as you can ne’er re- 
Pay: 

Flor. O my anfpicious Stars! fhould I 
not now make ufe of your good influence, 
I were unworthy of your care—— 

[ Enter Mervolle. 

Merv.. The choice you make can ne’er 
deferve your chatte and Jawful fire, fhe is . 
Florello of a heart and ttrain, foo infolent 
for nuptial happinefs. 

Flor. Thou halt been call’d my friend. 
But if thy malice continue a diflike of hex, 
Pll blow thee from my memory, and with 
my chiefeft ftrength PI punith thy mi- 
ftake 

Merv. A des’late grief .will more become 
thy breaft than this proud rages Thy Bro- 
ther’s dead, and his deceafe caus’d by het 
Sifter’s pride. 

. Charintha. My Sifter’s Husband dead. 
Flor. Into my ears thou hatt uch horrour 
thrown, it hath already ftiffened every hair . 

on my amazed head. 

Charintha. Wilt thou negleé& to cherifh 
the {wift growth of our new loves? 

Merv. Like to her Sifter, fhe but counter- 
feits a paffionate efteern, that thy fond na- 
ture fhe might tempt beneath her govern- 
ments If Altamont be dear unto thy thought, 
leave her, and ftraight attend his Hearfe, 
that in the Chappel waits thy obfequy.{ Exit. 

Charinths. Th infpir’d Needle’s- not 
more true unto the North, the Sun to his 
diurnal race, nor Rivers to the Main, than 


lI to thee. 


Flor. Sorrow and love, my fenfes do di- 
vides If I remain with thee, then only love 
I ferve, if with fad fteps, I tread the way 
unto my Brothers Hearfe, I both obey.[ Exit. 

Charintha. Thou doft requite the {corns 
which I did throw on thy firlt lovee My de- 
ftiny muft needs be tragick now: fince the 
contracted {cope of all my joy refts in di 
eafed hope. [ Exit. 


Enter Mervolle, Alteza. 


Merv. Behold the Throne, your Lord 
commanded me prepare: and here you 
muft be pleas’d to fit 

Alte. Can this advancement ought refer 
to your delight, or to my Lords lai Tefta- 
ment ? | 

Merv. Jultice hath laid her Sword within 

your 
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got 


your reach: and you have power to theath 
zt fo; that where you execute, you may a 
murder do, or facrifice. Brinig the delin- 


quents in. 


Enter Sciolto, Scoperta, at feveral dvors, 
each led in, bound, and hoodwinkd, 
by two Mutes. 


- Alte. Sciolto and Scoperta {till alive? 
Sciolt. Thy (pirit, Altamont, afcended with 
the love of all my chiefeft orizons. 
Merv. Thefe two were by your Husbands 
jealoufie anid hate, ordain’d for death: but 


~ ere that we could well perform his will 


his noble breaft receiv’d a wound, that bad 
him firaight provide for’s own eternity. The 
laft of ali his {peech referr’d them both un- 
to your power. You may appoint them live 
or dye: and I’m oblig’d by Vow, to {ce 


a. perform’d what you command. 


Alte. O dire, finifter accident ! 

Merv. Your Jewels arid your wealth, I 
have pack’d up, to affift us in our flight, 
when we have finifh’d this ufurpation of 
the Laws- Let them enjoy their eyes; that 
they may know their Judge. 

[The Mutes unmuffle’em. 
Seop- Hah, Sciolto ! 
Sciolts Scoperta, O my foul 
Merv. Keep them divided from each o- 

ther’s reach. 

Sciol. 1 thought thy beauties had been 
dark and cold, and th’ddft e’re this begun 
an eafie fleep within thy filent Grave. 

Scop» And ¥ fuppos’d thee fled a Harben- 


- ger to Heaven : with purpofe to befpeak my 


lodging ne’er to thine. 

Sciolt, Since this fad night did blind the 
drowfie world, they thus have manacled 
my firength. They?’ve watch’d me, ’till lam 
{o tame; that now a child may Matter me. 

Scop» We cannot, Sir, be mortal longs 
therefore xeceive a hope our fufferance will 
ceafes 

Merv. Scioto, now requite the Icifure I 
have given thy penitence, by xendring 


firaight unto the world, how far thou didft 


corrupt thefe Ladies with thy guilt... For 
know, I ftill perfwaded Altamont thy luft 
enjoy’d no more, than what concern’d 
withes or hope. And I wasufher’d to the 
belicf of this, by knowledge of thofe fecret 
fpics which he employ’d to watch your per- 
fonal removes, about the Houfe ; whofe la- 
bours ever mifs'd of finding that fuccefs he 
prophecy’d. 

Scivito. do confels m’imagination orice 
did fin apainit them both: but if it e?re ex 
tended unto a@3 lee me lofe Heaven. 

Merv. I€ Altamont were now alive, fure 


~ this:confeffion would clear his faith, Madam, 


you hear that he Scoperta vindicates by oaths 
though his own crime doth carry an import 
more evident, and black ; but yet when you 
behold his feature, and his youth, your mer- 
cy may conceive *twere pity that he fhould 
fo foon depart from time and flefh. 

Alte. Sit, you have skill to know my wo- 
manhood is weak as ignorance or flecp. 
Why fhould you feat me here, thus to di- 
fpofe of Law: that ne’er knew any juttice 
but revenge. 

Merv. Your feintence lam.bound to exe- 
cute. 

Alte. Have I not heard you fay, my Haf- 
band did ordain them both for death? 
*Twould ill become the duty of my know- 
ledge talter his Decree. 

Merv. Keep your intent, I will pronounce 
their fentence. Mutes, ftrangle them. 

Sciolto. If in thy functions, gentle Na- 
ture claims an intereft, let as embrace, be- 
fore we do forfake each others view. 

Merv. 1 grant what you requeft: make 
your performance fhort ; whilft I reveal my 
opinions (Lady ) to your ear. 

[ Sciolto, and Scoperta kneel to each other. 

Sciolto. O Scoperta' this is the laft of all 
our butie dreams; what we poffefs is but 
imaginary now: Thy fhadow I embrace, 
not thee: for like toit, thou’lt flye from my 
enjoyment, and no morc be feen 

Scop. So much of various fate, fo foon 
expre{s’d, two Lovers yet ne’er knew 3 fince 
fimpathy firft dwelt on earth. 

Sciolto. E’re long we mutt be cold, cold, 
cold my Love, and wrapp’d in fiubborn 
fheets of Lead: hous’d in a deep a gloomy 
Vault; where no fociety will mix with us. 

Scop. Whilft ftill there’s noife, and bufi- 
nefs inthe world; whilft {till the wars grow 
loud, and Battels join. 

‘Sciolt. But O! how many Ages may fuc- 
ceed in Heaven’s dark Kalendar; e’re we 
again fhall meet in our warm fleth ? 

Scop. And whether that our fouls, when 
they’re preferr’d to tafte eternity will ever 
think upon the bargains of our humane love; 
is unto me a defolate fulpence. 

Sciolte. Philofophy doth feem to laugh 
upon our hopes, and wile Divinity belies 


| our knowledge,with our Faith: jealous Na- 


ture hath lock’d her fecrets ina Cabinet, 
which time ne’er faw: and he that in it prys, 
Unto Religion forfeits his bold eyes. » 

Scop. Our Reafon frights our Senfes to 
diftrult’ My Lips do beg from thine a Le- 
racy ———— 

Sciolto. O fad accompt. How is my 
bounty now exhauft: this is the laft Le’xe 
fhall give 

Merv. Blind them again, and ftay their 


deaths awhile. Madam, your knowledge 
is 
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is already taught Scoperta’s innocence. Scz- | ufe the ftrength of {welling floods, and help 


elto’s deed. {fands ne’er your punifhment 5 
but diftant far from remedy. Mark his 
goodly feature. with what magnificence 
he’s built ?. Befides this Morn his Uncle too 
(the wealthieft of our Senators) is dead, and 
has been pleas’'d t?intitle him his Heir. 

Alte. Should I not chide ? 

Merv. Think how you lov’d him once. 
He will (to fave his lite) difcard Scoperta’s 
intereft, and marry you: a happinefs com- 
-pleat for both. 

Alte. Hah ? 

Scioto. Slaves» Stretch now your Cor- 
dage out, pull till my eyes do {tart like Bul- 
Jets from my skull, murdering where they 
flye- 
sai Hold, hold Did my dead 
Lord bid you perform, what I decree? 

Merv. He did: and Laffured it with my 
Vowse 

Alte. Hear then without refiftance of my 
breath, Sciolto is condemn’d by Law 3 as 
known the fatal Inftrument that did deprive 
my Lord of precious lifes fo he muft dye. 
> Twere fit my care fhould thew fome mercy 
in Scoperta’s doom ; fhe’s Sifter to my 
Lord: but her {weet innocence doth make 
her fafe. She muft remain among the liy- 
ing f{till; and in herroom, 1 do condemn 
iny felf. For my {tern pride, was the original 
caufe of this black Tragedy. Kind,Sir,as you 
efteem your Vows, fee my edict perform’d : 
and give me priviledge firft to cndure its 
wrath [She defcends, 

Merv. This carries wonder in’t. 

Scop. Vl not refign:thefe bonds of death, | 
unlets Sciolto thare in the compaflion too— 

Altes Give me your pardon (gentle Maid) 
I have depriv’d you of a Brother that de- 
ferv’d more Pyramids, than all the Egyptian 
Kings. Inftead of him, receive my prayers, 
my wealth. When o’re his Herfe you raife 
a Monument, and fix my Marble Figure 
ne’er to his, then carve me weeping 
I thall go with fo much forrow to my Grave, 
that being dead, my Afhes willhave power 
to penetrate the Stones. Releafe this pious 
Lady and perform your execution upon 
me 


[One oth? Mutes pulls off bis Vizard and 
difcovers bimfelf to be Altamont. 

Alta. Away you dreadful Minifters of 
death. The Lawrel Sprig, the Mirtle 
wreath’d in Coronets, my Love deferves 5 
for fhe is-grown too good for earth__— 
Alte. My Altamont [ She finks. 
[Mervolle wnmuffes, and unbinds Sciolto, 
ana Scoperta, who flraight embrace 

each other. 
Sciolto. This deceipt brings wonder, great 
as our joy. They that divide us now, muft 


of Thunder too 

Alta. Put all thy beauties on again, and 
{mile at the return of our long abfent love : 
My wound is clos’d, and will have inftant 
cure-—— 

Alte. The Earth groan’d at my fall, fo 
heavy are my fins, fo much they did increafe 
my weight. 

Alta. Rife gently like aflame, from in- 
cenfe {prung. Mervolle, to appeafe my. jea- 
loufie, ordain’d me this -difguife, that 1 
might hear how in your featence you be- 
hav’d your love to me: had{t thou conti- 
nud falfe, 1 had increas’d the anger of thy 
fate: but now thou art indeer’d unto: my 
heart again 

Alteza. Sir, Y have hope my future loy- 
alty will manifeft, your mercy well be- 
ftow’d ) 

Alta. Scoperta, thou’lt excufe the carri- 
age of my doubts, I look’d on thee with 
th’ eyes of love, and love is fiill too ftri@ 
in her furvey 

Scop. My memory. would fin, fhould it 
record ought that might nourith my diflike 
of you: you made me tafte of forrow, not 
of wrath. a: 

Sciolt. °TisI, that have moft needful ufe 
of your kind charity : forget my errors paft, 
and to oblige my future gratitude, give me 
your Sifter for my Wife. My Uncles death 
hath lent me power {till to maintain her in 
fuch quality as fhall become my dear refpeéts 
to you, the greatnefs of her virtue, and 
her blood. 

Alta. Take her, and be as tender of her 
health, as Heaven hath o’re thy wounds; 
which in their cure expref$ much miracle— 
My joy’s fo {well my breaft, that I do find 
there’s danger in delight. How blefs’d, Mer- 
volle, axe thy Arts? . ‘ 

Mervolle. Some Angels care affifted the 
fuccels. 


Enter Charintha, Befognia. 1 


Charintha. Not Altamom’s return to life, 
nor yet Sciolte’s and Scoperta’s glad reprive, 
nor all the joys in reconcilement of your 
loves, can my cold fenfes pleafe: Florell is 
unkind 

Alta. Tell me, Charintha, is thy love fin- 
cere: fuch as i’th’ fimple youth of Nature is 
exchang’d by Lovers with a_harmlefs 
plight? 

Charintha. It is fincere, as holy Hermits 
Vows, and true, as their confeflion at their 
deaths. 


Merv. Appear, Florello, and receive thy 
doom. 


Enter — 


as{ 48 "Enter Floréllo. 
Hines 4 VoL Acigilany ox 4 Yat 
| Alta. It was, Mervolle’s, care\thus to af 
~ fase thy Miltrefs real love and, conftancy, 


eter 
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away,» But now seccive ber from: Alrexa’s 
hand ST Ee GRO ME 
CHlte. Charintha’, thy eletion’ is fo fafe 


but hemuft needs participate in virtue too. 


till we dye with age. 

Flor. The gentle Turtle thall dire& us 
how taugment our loves; the Eagle to re- 
new our youth, and we ‘will firive.to imi- 
tate the Vine in our increafe 
Alta. Joy,joy the firmament is now un- 
mask’d, and each of us, hath found his 
Star. 
Flor.’ MyAov’d’ Sifter Ihave io’rehear’d 
_ the ftory of your griefs, and from this no- 


.’ 
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4 My Lord, 


| of uty xeal to your Lordfbip: 
7 haratter in both: 


The Cruel Brother, | | 


le Signior, I muft beg the. name of Bros 
re thou fhouldite give too ‘much’ of thine 


Paes 


Charinthae We-will embrace éach other, | 


THE | ‘pont 
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Should do uy inclination wro 


ther too. 


{ Seivlto. ‘You do me honour too. 


Enter Rofla, Molard, funtaftickly cloth’d 
ss  Gy Dandolo’s ‘habit. 


“4 Molard: The great Dandolo and his Giant 


; ‘whelps, are mounted on a Mule. 
thou never wilt repent. ‘Hecannor be. for} 
—ne’er ally’d unto the blood \ of Altamont, 


Rofa. Naked they ride as Scouts of Zur- 
Alta. What aré thefe? * ' 
Flor. My friends, and thare in my good 

fortune. Dull meno’ war, behold the Tro- 

phy of my Victory, fhe’s mine: bow, and 
do homage to her lips 
Alta. Still thou doft mourn (Altezza) like 

a Dove. Heark, heark— [ Soft Mufick, 

the German Viols wake the Tufcun Lute ? 

The facred noife attend, that whil{t we hear, 

Our fouls may dance into each others ear. 

[ Exeunt omnese 
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: To the Right Honourable the Lord W stor, Lord High- 
| Treafurer of England.” ’ 


ng, to call this the ferft teftimony 
For I did never think the wonder, 


or. the praife that I have written, j i 
and yet the Age is grown unworthy to receive 


Noo 


uft, until I found your Lordfbips 
fuch 
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a 
fuch truths; therefore, fome were purpofely conceald , and this fit 


efteen of your Lordfhip, ts chiefly left to delight Pofterity. Icould 
urge ‘the dignity of Drammatick- Poems, but that were vainly to 


dire&t, rather than woo, an acceptation. Thofe errons, your Lord- 


fhips leifure {ball vouchfafe to read in this Tragedy, are its ori- 
ginal Crimes, ‘having received no examination fince the Birth, 
and being advifed to corveét it, by a furvey, I faid, I bad fiu- 
dy'a your Lordfbip, and would not leffen the noble office of your 

Mercy. This confidence (I hope) foall nothing prejudice ! 


Your Lordfbips 


bumble Servant 


Wiritam D’avenant. 


f 


The AGors in this Tragedy. 


The-Duke of Sienna. 

Lucio a Count. | 

Forrefte, Creature to Lucio. 

Caftruchio, a {atyrical. Gourtier. , 

Coftmo, a Courtier, and Coufin to Caftruchio,.. 
Dorido, a Gentleman, Companion with both. 
Lothario, a frantick young Gallant. 

Borachio, a Ruftick, Tenant and Servant to Lotbario. 
A Monk, a Sutor. 

A Gentleman, a Sutor. 

Corfa, Sifter to Forefte, Wife to Lucio. 

Luinna, Wife to Forefte. 

Duarte, Woman to Corfa. 

A Boy, whofings. « . 

Servants, ¢ve. | 
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The Scenel PAL YT. 


The Cruel Brother. 


ACT L SCENEL 


Enter Forrefte and Lucio. 


oT Matt not ‘be fo rude as to believe 
that you (my Lord) can your af- 
fetions fet upon 2 Maid, fo humble in her 
birth as fhe you name, pray do not mock the 
Sifter of your Servant. 

Lucio. O my dear Forefte! Thy Sifter with 
fuch noble wealth is fraught, that to be co- 
vetous for her, appears, a holy fin. But thou 
art cruel grown, thy memory is fick. The 
old’ effects that witnefs how I love thy 
learned foul are quite forgot. 

Foret. My Lord, difclaim that thought! 
here I declare, that you my Patron are, you 
found me in eftate fo poor, io low, that you 
were fain to ftoop to lift me ups you are 
the Dukes Creature! arid what is fhe whofe 
Virgin blood difdains to qu:nch your law- 
tulire? or whom the Duke would not pro- 
cure to climb your Marriage Bed upon. her 
Knees? and thal] I then (like to the treache- 


that fuch a giddy Snipe: a fool (that meerly 
lives to difparage Nature) fhould creep to 
this ambitious Government. Still he Poles 
the Ruler. The Duke is Ward unto a Page, 
and there’s his Inftrament, a dark fellow; 
that with difguiled Looks could cheat an 
Hypocrite. 

Dorid. I’ve heard a better Character of 
both, fuch, as to the young Count, Wit,.and 
Valour gives unto Forefe honelty. 

Cuft. Report is then become a Bawd to 
Luck; whom Fortune doth enrich Fame 
doth flatter. 

Duke. Sure this tame Prieft will make us 

all Cowards. We mutta trace confirm with . 
Genoas Well, be it fo. Where now (my no- 
ble Boy) fhall I occafion tind, to teftifie that 
you deferve my love, by your own virtue. 

Lucio. In this I dare difcredit Fate. They 
are not fo wealthy in affliction: with for- 


yous Moon) ftrive to eclipfe the Sun ‘that | row fo well ftor’d, as could futhce to try my 


gives me light? My Lord, though you are 
wife, you are but young. 

Lucio. Shall I ne’er be old, that my de- 
figns may have fome reputation and credit 
in the world. Ydo not ask thy Sifter for my 
Miftrels, but for my Wife. 

Foref. Sir *tis already join’d unto my 
faith, for I would ftab-your heart, fhould it 
contrive a way in thought, how to cheat 
amy Sifter of her pure chaftity. Tlove you fo 
that I with care {uppofe, the nct deferves to 
be your Wife, and fo efteem of her that fhe 
is much too good, to be your Whore. In 
this new argument I am too bold, you know 
my duty well. The Duke’s abroad,though but 
the birth of day. Go, Sir! 


Enter Dake, Caftruchio, Dorido, Cofimo, 
Page, and Followers. 


Duke My glorious Boy, you are too vigi- 
Jant: ‘The Sun and you do vilit me at once. 
This courtfhip is not fafe. You mutt not 
meet your Lover witha Rival, glorious as 
your {clf. Foreffe! welcome from Genoa, 
how fares our Brother Cardinal ? . 

Foreffe- In health and eafe. He bad me 
tell your Grace, it wasa decd of charity to 
think him worthy of this fame great em- 
ployment. And this letter he humbly re- 
commends to your perufal. . 

[Duke reads the Letter to bimfelf- 

Cat. How can it chafe but choke the 


~ gery foul, and bruife the heart, to think There’s my Agent. 


fufterance : in the behalf of you my Prince, 
and {till Royal Mafter. 

Duke. Dart thou then dye for me ? 
Here make thy. felf a {acrifice to Fame, 
take it: and I willbe thy Chronicler. 

{ Profers bim a naked Ponyard. 

Lucio. It were (Sir) but ingratitude in 
me to leffen thus, the number of your true 
friends. Be you pleas’d to theath it m that 
fame part, which you do moft abhor. 

Duke. O, Lucio! when in my privagé 
Grave I lye inclos’d, more filent than my 
ruin’d Fame: no tongue fhall pay his tri- 
bute to my memory but thine: tor thou art 
likely to {urvive: thy years are few, buc full 
of gratitude—Come: hye we to the Park: 
the fprightful morn gives motion wings. 

[ Exit Duke and Train. 

Calt. Royal dotard, like Tinder, thou 
dott wafte thy forced fire: to give another 
light whofe faucy flame will darken chine. 
Monftrous : 

Dorid. Why doft thou {pend thy Gallin 
fecret thus? a Pox upon’t: turn thoughts 
to action: Heaven knows, I had rather en- 
rich my felf, than envy others wealth. Em- 
ploy thy brain. Get the Dukes Filt to this 5 
and thou fhalt fhare five hundred Crowns. 

Caft. What is’t ? 

Dorid. The old bufinefs. 

Caf. And not yet fign’d: This ’tis to 
be modeft. Had 1 had reputation in thy 
Creed, it had been done long fince. 

[ Enter Forefte. 
Heuce 


Nonna 2 
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Hence and provide me thanks. Save you Sig- 
nior. Am J in your remembrance, Sir? 

Foret Signior Caftruebio, as \ take you. 
~ Caf. The fame. Becaufe I never did de- 
fire to gain by being, troublefom, I loft the 
dear benefit of my long fervice. Cuftem’s 
a Sutors 4afe encourager. I the Duke have 
{erv’d, fince I was able to ferve my felf. Yet 
never had the luck to get byit: and as the 
times promife never fhall: Unlefs I imitate 
the Crab, and find my way (as he doth his) 
backwards. That is to make petition to the 
foot that he will pleafe Pinftruét, and teach 
the head when to commiferate my affair. 

Foref: Signior, I need acomment to your 
words. 

Caft. If you will move my Lord (the 
Count ) to get the Dukes fair hand fubfcribed 
here 5 then fhall I find my felf well under- 
ftood. 

Foref. Sir, my abilities are moft ready 
when I find I may be profitable to any 
Courtiers juft, and modeft fure. I pray what 
{enfe carries the infcription? 

Caft- Only this, Sit. There is an Engine 
made which {pends its ftrength by force of 
nimble wheels: with this the skilful make 
Scabbards,Boxes, Sheaths, Chefts, and molds 
for Childrens Cabinets. ah 

Foref- Truftme an Engine of importance 
great! but now, what would the Engineer 
himfelf? 

Caft. Faith, Signior, nought but a Mono- 
poly for all thofe ¢ares his Engine makes. 

Foref. Keep its Good Sir, keep it. A Mo- 
nopoly! why, Sir, the Common-wealth 
hath been fo crufh’d, with th’ infulting 
Charter of fuch Patents, that now the very 
word defiles the caufes I had thought you 
Signior would have ingag’d my induftry in 
fuch a {ute as might no way difparage 
though it did enrich; however not abufe 
the publick weal. 

Caft. Very good,Sir. My Lord the Count, 
your felf (his fervile inftrument) and fome 
others, of this new faCtion that now -en- 
grofs all Offices; and fend your Scouts a- 
broad Intelligencers ftridt, that bring you 
home the number and the rate of what 
your felves or others in the dark can put to 
fale. Nature hath not. altered yet: we 
mult eat bread if we intend to live; which 
how to get (unlefS this humble way that 
you deride) introthI cannot tell: It makes 
me mad to think you fhould expofe us men 
of Art, to thofe faftidious helps that {cape 
your own acceptance. Your wide throats 
that {oon will {wallow any thing which 
fills, although it nourifh not. A pox upon 
you all! 

Foref- 1 did expe& you would begin to 
rail, Good troubled Soul! I knew you 


well before. You are the only man, whofe 
wealthy Mufe doth furnifh all the Fidlers in 
the State with defp’rate Ballads, and inve- 
Give Songs. Libels of fuch weak fancy and 
compofure, that wedo all efteem it greater 
wrong thave our Names extant in fuch pal- 
tery Rime, than in the flanderous fenfe. 

Caft. Very well, Sir. 

Foref. You, you muft be a Satyrift forfooth; 
calumniate by inftin& and infpiration. As if 
juft Heaven would borrow Gall of you, 
wherewith to write our faults. (O ftriG ac- 
count!) Your Gall, which in the Pen foo- 
verflows, that ftill it blots, where it infcribes: 
You imitate the property of Dogs, who 
bark and {narle moft at him they know not, 
for elfe among all thofe you {candalize why 
nam’d you me? (almofa ftranger to your 
Eye) my Anceftors that built no Monu- 
ment for their fames to dwell in; you alfo 
bring into the knowledge of the critick 
world. Why Icould never fee thee yet but 
drunk: which makes thy Verfes reel and 
{tagger fo. 

Caft. Come, Sir; we may exchange on 
thruft unfeen. 

[They draw, fight clofe, Forel. flings 
down Caf. and difarms him. 

Foref- A pretty Cur! dare it bite as well 
as bark! how now, Sir, your Mathemati- 
cal thrufis! Then have at ye Yield me 
thy Sword, or elfe thou dy’ft. I have no 
joy to fet at liberty a foul fo unprepar’d. 
And as thou art my Enemy, I take a full re- 
venge, by fuffering thy corrupted blood to 
dwell and taint within thy Veins. Ware 
difcover’d [Enter a Monk. 
Take thy Sword. .Now get thee home and 
rail upon’t, becaufe *twould fight no bet- 
ter. 

Caft. Yet we may meet i’th’ dark. You 
have a throat, and there are Knives in 
Italy: { Exit Caftruchio. 

Foref- A good day attend my ghoftly Fa- 
ther! doth your ftay here difcover ought 
you would with me? 

Monk. O'Son, your fame is of complexion 
clear, fuch as entnares the virtuous eye, to 
love and adoration. Such as would procure 
all the skilful Angels futors-to her, and fuch 
as ferves for my encouragement, for I no 
Letters have from Noble Friends, which a 
requital from themfelves invite, by Court- 
fhip bold and troublefom to others, noram 
I with that wicked mettal ftor’d, that rules 
the mighty, and betrays the mind to toil in 
a defign which angers Heaven, and makes 
the Devil blufh. But yet (dear Son) Ihave ~ 
a fute to thee. 

-Forefs Which I defire to know. 

Monk. Yn the ancient Convent of S. Ada- 
fiine there is a holy Brother lately dead, 

whole 


he Gruel 


whofe place if you will but confirm on me 
by the Dukes Letter to the Brother-hood, 


q then fhall I better leifure have to pray for 


you my Patron. : 

~ Foref. Alas, my Father! the times are 
‘more obfervant to your Tribe. It is the 
~ method now, that your deferts need not to 
‘wther but fucceed reward. The Treatife 
‘Cwritten lately) to coafute the defperate 
Se&t in Mantuz, {ays you are the Author ? 

Monk. It knows no other. 

Foref- There your preferment fafely taketh 
root. Relieve me (ghoftly Father) I will 
chufe the fitteft time to work in your be- 
half. 

Monk. Heaven profper your defigns. 

| Exit Moack. 

Fore: What throngs of great impedi- 
ments befiege the virtuous mind? fo thick 
they joftle one another as they come. Hath 
’ Viceacharter got, that none muft rife but® 
fach, who of the Devils Faction are? The 
way to honour is not evermore the way to 
Hell: a virtuous man may climb. Let the 
Flatterer fell his Lies, elfe-where it is un- 
thrifty merchandize to change my Gold for 
breath. Of all Antagonifts moft charity I 
find in envious men. For they do fooner 
hurt themfelves, than hurt or me, or him, 
that rais’d meup. An envious man is made 
of thoughts. To ruminate much doth melt 
the brain, and make the heart grow lean. 
Such menas thefe: That in oppoiing watfte 
~ their proper ftrengths : That facrifice them- 
felvesin filly hope, to butcher us; fave Re- 
venge’a labour, and dye to make experi- 
ment of wrath. Let Fame difcourfe aloud 
until fhe want ‘an Antidote: I am not {car’d 
with noife. Here ¥ difmifs my fears. If I 
can {well (unpoyfon’d by thofe helps, which 
Heaven forbids ) 

Fond love of eafe,fhall ne’er my foul dehort: 
~ Maugre all flattery, envy or report. 
qa [ Exit Forefte. 

Sutors within. O good your Grace hear 
us, hear the complaints of us poor men: O 
hear us/ we are all undone! Good your 
Honour hear us. 


Enter Duke and Lucio. 

Duke. Death encounter em! Lucio thut 

 thedoor! ’tisthe plague of greatnefs, the 

curfe of pomp, that in our darkeft privacy 

we mut even publick be to every mans af- 

fairs. How now! all thefe faucy Troops 

of brawling Sutors attend on you my glo- 

 riousBoy. 

 Ewcio. It is their humble skill not to ar- 

rive before your Grace, but by an Advocate 
a Mediatour blefled in your Eyes. 

Duke. How aptam I tolove! yet now 

 oblerve unkindnef in my care, T ftudy how 
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to make thee le(s that I may make thee more 
and more my own. Office and Dignity are 
Enemies to health and eafe. Refpect grows 
tedious, obfervance troublefom, where ’tis 
molt due. He that gives his Soul no more 
employment than, what’s her own: may 
fleep within a Mill. While bufie hearts that 
Joveto undertake beyond their reach of years, 
are fain to ule droufic potions: yet watch the 
Winter night with more diftinétion than the 
Parifh Clocks Could’it thou refign thy titles 
and thy cares to make me yet more capable 
of {till enjoying thee? _ . 

Lucio. My zeal unto my {elf forbtds my 
{pecch. Since if I make reply. to this, I 
but difparage duty, and confume my breath. 
Where fight is young and clear, there Spe- 
Ctacles are troublefom; and rather hide than 
thew the obje@. The moft devout obedi- 
ence which I fhall ever owe unto your 
Grace becomes my heart, much better than 
my tongue. ake 

Duke. But yet obferve (my Lucio) th’un- 
kind tricks of Nature: how we are fool’d 
by a religious conftancy in love. A Princes 
hate doth ruine where it falls: but his af- 
feCtion warmeth where it fhines, until it 
kindle fire to fcorch himfelf. If we are fub- 
ject to the fin of Heaven, extremity of love : 
Let there be mercy fhewn in punifhment. 
Why is the corrupted ufe of Royal love im- 
puted to our charge, we that with all thofe 
Organs furnifh’d are, all thofe faculties na- 
tural in men: yet limited in ufe of each: 
prefcrib’d our converfation by a faucy form 
of State. How can we chufe (by this re- 
ftraint) but ftruggle more for liberty ? make 
choice of fome one ear, wherein to empty 
out our fouls, when they are full of bufie 
thoughts; of Plots abortive, crude, and 
thin. ’Tis cheapand bafe for Majefty not to 
be fingular in all effeéts. O then if I mut 
give my heart to the command of one: 
tend him ({weet Heaven!) a modeft appe- 
tite : teach him to know the ftomach fooner 
furfeits with too much, than ftarves for lack 
of that {upply which covetous ambition call- 
eth want. For when my Friend begs my 
bounty then concludes to make me.poor be- 
fore that he fhall fo unthrifty be of breath to 
askin vain. Omy Lucio! How canft thou 
confter this. After I have chid I feem to 
flatter thee. knee 

Lucio. My gracious Lord 

Duke. Peace I will no more employ 
my memory thus to difcourage thine. 
Where’s Forefte * ?Fis fit he know you are 
not vigilant in his behalf. Farelo de Sforza 
(my old Secretary) is newly dead: the place 
ishis. I hall expect no thanks from you, 
nor yet from him: my bounty, is requited 
in her choige. 


Lucio: 


Lucio. Your Grace will bring us both 
within the reach of publick envy. 

Duke. Thou now wouldit certihe, his 
birth obf{cure and bafe, difcourageth tuch 
help to his promotion. Nota jot: Know 
my Boy! ’tis the Vulgar, not the Royal 
trade to patch up things: or feck to mend 
what was before of quality perfeé&e encugh 
it &If£ . Yo make a man of nothing: why 
this fame creation enclines a little neer Di- 
vinity. Near the old performance 5 which 


TL he Cruel Brother. 


This way. 


2. Here. 
3. Pray thew me him , they call Sjgnior 
Lucio. ' 


2. The Count. Come, I’ll thew you him. 
1. Follow, follow, follow. [ Exeunt. 


Enter Dorido and Cofimo. 


Dor. Doft hear? Cofima. afte 


Cof. What fay tt chou ? ; 
Dor. 1 prethee ftay, why flip but here afide 


from Chaos drew this multitude of fubtile and thou fhalt fee the moft refplendent Fop, 


forms. 

Liftio. Since you (the royal maker) do 
commend the metal, and your wormanthip 5 
it thews there’s little skill in thofe which 
envy him. Foreffe is your Creature. Many 
times 1 do acquaint him what the general 
voice doth-urge in his difgrace. He laughs 


| that ever did difcredit Nature. Signior Lo- 
| tharios a Country Gentleman, but now the 
Court Baboon: who perfwades himfelf (out 

of a new kind of madnefs ) to be the Duke’s 

Favourite. He comes. [ Enter Loth.Borach. 
| Th’other is a bundle of Proverbs: whom he 
| fedue’d from the Plough, to ferve him for 


it out, and {wears he would not lofe that | Preferment. 


priviledge which Nature gave him by her 
kind miftake in his nativity, for the Sea’s 
worth. As if from’s iffue he could ne’er 
defervea Monument, unlets himfelf do hew 
the Stones whereof ’tis built: unlefs he 
yaife his dignity on poverty obfcure and 
bafe. . 

Duke. We do affect his thoughts. Such 
induftty proclaims him fit for high defigns : 
{ome men attend the Drum, and riddle out 
their lives on Earth; calling their lofs their 
gain, danger delight. Some men converfe 
with Books, and melt the brain in fallen ftu- 
dy how to vindicate the liberal Arts. Thofe 
loofe formalities then grow methodicals 
and dye ith’ dark. Some practife rules of 
State, and fuffer much for Honours fake: 
nay tread upon themfelves at firft, to reach 
the higher. Some purfue the Plough; and 
in their wholfom fweat do fwim. And 
{ome that furnith’d are with nimbler fouls, 
employ their times in wanton exercife 5 
Mafques and Revels: the Complements of 
love, and love I find the eafiett vanity. 

Luciy. O gentle Corfa! make it fo with 
me, fain would I (if 1 durft) reveal to him 
the heat of my affetion, and where ’tis 
hx’d. [A noife within. 

Duke. Heark! fure the Gallery door is 
left uniockt. Are we debar’d all place of 
privacy? Nature in us hath loft her vulgar 
sight. A loud bawling Sutor, doth not wa- 
ken Charity, but deafen her. A thame upon 
em all! In Lucio. 

[ Exewnt Duke and Lucio. 


Exter Sutors at the otber door. 


1- Heaven blefs his Grace. 

a Amen: and my Lord the Count’s 
gocd Honour. 

3e Friend ! went the Duke this way ? 


Loth. Borachio. 

Bor. My Lord ? 

Loth. Survey my Garments round, and 
then declare if I have hit it? bs 

Bore Youhave, Sir: but not the mark. | 

Loth. What maxk? thou bold Parithio- 
ner of Hell. 

Bor. Why, Sir, the'mark I aim at: Pre- 
fermient. After a ftorm, comesacalm: the 
harder you blow, the fooner your Cheeks 
willake: and he that cares for your anger 
may have more oft when he lift; for my 
part I know my Mother. 

Loth. The froward Sifters have confpir’d. 
Slave ! Dog! wilt thou never leave this im- 
menfe folly ? Can nothing ferve thofe dull 
Lips but Proverbs? 

Bor. Sir, 1 know none of your Proverbs. 
Firlt come, firft ferv’d. Thofe words that are 
neareft the tongue, have opportunity foonett 
to leave the mouth. 

Loth. Is it then decreed, I muft. grow 
mad ¢ i 

Bor. Vil be no more flouted, nor bruis’d, 
not I. What reed my Lord be beholding 
to me for’s mirth 5 when he may laugh at’s 
own folly ? Betides, though motion and ex- 
ercife be good for grofs bodies; therefore, 
mult they of the Guard, pitch me up and 
down like a Bar? : 

Loth. Sa, fa, fa, a mutiny in Heaven! 

Bor. If there be, you are not likely to 
come thither to appeafe it, firft end this 
quarrel upon Earth. Ihave ferv’d you this 
fix Months, in hope of an Ofhce; and am 
no more an Officer than fhe that bore me. 

Loth, Alas, poor fool! I pity thee. Thou 
wilt believe nothing but that which may be 
{een Or underftood. {fay thou art ai Off~ 
cer} Orif thou art not thou fhale be; which 
-is better: for that fame which we now en- 
joy is in forne danger to beloft: but that 

which 


‘ 


which we never had cannot be loft before 
we have it. 

Bor. O rare conclufion ! 

Loth.. Befides. Look here and then re- 


- joice,. is the Count (whom they call my Ri- 


val th’ Duke’s favour ) is he (I fay} accou- 
tred like to me? Why his fleeves fit like 
flockings on his arms. His Breeches are 
like two Clokebags, half fow’d together in 
the Twift: and his other Garments thew 
like Plaifters onhim. Follow. And make 
thy fortune Fat. , 

“Bor. Well, he that ftill expects, but tires 
his hope, what one cannot, another can : 
%ei5 fo with days and hours too. And for 
my part let the Glafs run out. 

[ Exeznt Loth. Bor. 

Dor. His Man’s as full of Proverbs as a 
Conttable : he coins em himfelf. 


The Gibh Boothe. 
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Cof- And fuch another Head-piece filed 
with Whay as is the Mafter here, the Sun 
ne’er faw. . . 

Dor. He walks like a Zealand Stork. 

Caft, But fure the Duke enables exxour in 
their fancy, by fome behaviour equivalent 
to what the Mafter and the Man expect : for 
elfe folly cannot be {o fickly-ey’d 5 but time 
will give it ftrength to know it elf. 

Dor. Why, Sir, this dignifies the jeaft. 
They fcarce ¢’re’ faw the Duke, and are 
lefs known unto the world. His Grace 
well apprehends thefe voluntary miftakes of 
Nature, are fitter fubjects for accidental 
mirth, than a Comical continuance. It isa 
levity too humble in a Prince, to heed fuch 
trifles. 

Cof: Nay-——Prethee lead the way. 


[Exennt omnes. 


ACT If. 


SCENE. I. 


Euzter Forefte avd Luinna. 


Foref- [ Cannot tell why thou (my Girl) | 


fhould’ft joy in my advancement 


thus.Honour and place bring, fullen thoughts | 


with them: bufinefs of fuch a rugged qua- 
lity,as takes away the amorous garb : I fhall 
no leifure have to comfort thee with fimiles : 
when °tis affign’d that J moft venture for a 
Boy: “twill be in haftee My bufinefs will 
not fuer me to flay, and make a Prologue 
to the AG. 

Luine \cisnot fit I apprehend you now. 
But I with that you would know; my duty 
js fo well preferv’d from all corruption : 
which either youth : or foul example might 
produce: that it defires fome tryal, to cer- 
tifie the world how ftrong it is. 
* Poreft 1 was affur’d before. This is the 
time, in which I fhall oblige pofterity or 
fall (my Wench) by flattering errour. Haft 
thou to my counfel given? inftructions fafe! 
whereby her actions may warrant her pro- 
motion welldeferv’d. _ 

- Luin. Ye was my latt employment. 

_ Furefe L would have her wear her grow- 
ing, fortunes ina handfom fafhion: Do but 
ob(erve the unpollifh’d garb of City Dames: 
of thofe whom Fathers Parfe-ftrings hoife 
up to honour. How they do fuck their 
Chins into their Necks, fimper wich unskil- 
ful levity : and trip on their wanton Toes, 
like Fayries. The Devils Dam fhews like a 
Veftal Nun to them - Inftrud my Sifter, 
gentle Wife-—— 

: Enter Lucio. 

Ease I fhall be carnelt to my utmoft skill, 


Fore; My Lord is come, whete’s my 
Sifter ? 

Lucin. With the Florentine: who in- 
ftruéteth her in Mufick. | Exit. 

Lucio. Signior Forete, you fee my love is 
rude and bold. I am the Uther tomy own 
entrance. 

Forefs My good Lord, the Proverb will 

perfwade you, To bebold with what’s your 
own. Your title’s ftrong, both to the Houfe 
and me. 
& Lucio. Tam in debt for both. Wilt thou 
not chide to fee my heart affume this liberty 
upon my Tongue : [ Mufick, 
before it rightly knows thy Sifters heart: 
the Duke confent, as yet unasked too: 
heark ? 

Foref. Ceafe that noife, ’tis troublefom. 

} [ Ceafe Mufick; 

Lucio. How, Forefte? haft thou ears ? and 
wilt thou force hence {ach harmony, or is 
thy thrift unnatural, wilt thou forbid | 
frend to fhate in what is good, fweet han 
perfilt in what your kindnels protter’d. 

Foref: Obey him, if the Malick not de- 
ferve your ftrict attention: You mutt blame 
your felf. [ Song: 

Enter Corfa. ; 


Lucio. Ys this that child of Orpheus? how? 
kneel to me? 
~ Forefe Stay, Sir-——Confider what you 
do. She brings no portion but Bumility, if 
her firft payment fail : who dares affure the 
future debt? You'll find the comes not from 


the Eaft ensich’d with Diamonds, whofe 
wanton 
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wanton worth unskilful fancy prifcs not 


from ufe, but from the *idolatrous ‘doting, 


of the Eye. Her chaft obedience is all her! 
Dowry. O bitter fpeech ! it cuts my very, 
foul to-think that fortune fhould create us 
two meer patterns of your charity. 

Lucio. Dare you authorife this Idolatry”? 
then Vil kneel too. 

Forefs And I will join to make th’ of- 
fence {eem virtuous. Now enterchange 
your fouls. Where paffion is fo fond, it 
cannot well. be counterfeit. Each Angel 
hedr me fpeak! O fend, fend down unto 
this youthful pair coeleftial heat. Such love 
as makes a bufinefs of delight; inftruct her 
* foul to pradtife duty in the humble firain. 
Make her fruitful as the Vine; which grows 
crooked with the weight. of its ownen- 
creafe.’ So bleffed in their Iffue, that when 
time fhall think them fit to talte the privi- 
ledge of death: they, fhall not need a Mo- 
nument, yet dwell as chief ith’? memory of 
Fame, 

Corfaz. Amen, Amen. 

Lucio. Such is my prayer too. O Forefte ! 
exceflive joy difturbs my utterance. My 
words are parted on my tongue. O {peak ! 
thou know’ft my heart! tell her, there may | 
lye hope, I fhall deferve thofe Tears that 
thew like Dew upon the morhing cheek. \In- 
treat her, that my years may not difgrace 
iny loves; _Though I am,young, I \cannot 


counterfeit, Lever {peak my thoughts. Iam |: 


o’recome. 


', Corfas Alas, Sir, foam I, there needs no 


axt to help belief, where no fufpicion is... 
Foref- Now, Vllleave you to.your felves. 
[ Exit Forelite. 


Corfas Pve much to promife in my oWn | » 


behalf: of fature love and humble duty to 
you my dearett Lord. Time lays his hand 
on Pyramids of Bra(3, and ‘truines quite what 
all the fond Artificers did think immortal} 
workmanthip. He fends his worms. to 
Books, to. old ‘Records: and they devour 
th’ infeription.. He loves ingratitude, for 
he deftroy’d the memory of man: bat I 
fhall ne’er forget on what ftrange terms you 
take me to your Bed. 
' Lucio: Excellent wretch! I am undone 
with joy... I-will not blame the Coward to 
fear death, fince the; wotld contains fuch 
joy as this... Why do you weep Lady? can 


you fuppole Forete would confent to what:|. 


“is done, unlefs he knew. there were no dan- 
ger id’? che fees with)a  prophetick saim 3, 
the end of his defigns , betore they. come to 
action. He-is too wile to erre.» Why weep 
you then? 

Corfe It is a weaknefs-in my. eyes... 1 
know.not why they weep: oumlefS they weep 
becaufe they now have Joft their liberty 5 


a 


The Cruel Brother. 


heretofore each man which chance prefented, 
was to them a lawful object : bur now they 
are to look on none but you. 7 | * 
Lucio. Mark then the bondage Timpofe 
on mine, my eyes have no object, but’ your 
face: of which I will deprive them thas— 
[Covers her face with ber white Vail. 
Shroud thee in thy Vettal ornaments. Creep, 
creep, my glorious Sun, behind a Clotd, ‘for 
elfe my eyes’ will furfeit with delight. 1 nee 
verfelt true joy tillnow.” 
Corfa. Though modefty would faffer me 
to boait, yet *twere not in the power of 
gly tomake my joy fo known, as it is 
Ter. vases P 
Lucio. Come then (my dear Corfz)’ the 
Priett attends within: when all is paft pre- 
vention, the Duke fhall know my choice. 


' [Exennt. 


Enter Dorido aad Cofimo. 


Dor. This difgrace makes thy Coufin boil 
his heart in his own blood. 

Cof- He hath writ a moft peftilent Libel, 
which mutt be fung all about the City, by 
one he calls his Daw; a tall, big Fellow. | 

Por. 1 know him. 2 Wied 

Cof. 1 fuppos’d at firft, he would have fent 
him a Challenge. 

Dor. But that’s contingent now : Forefte 
being made Secretary of State. 


- Enter Caftruchio. 


Cof.. There comes my Coufin, 

Dor. Good morraw to the Court Sas 
tyrift. bs 
Cafts: The world is alter’d, Dorido, Forejte 
is ftepp’d beyond my reach: we cannot 
meet in Duel: The Heralds ftand between. 
But my fine Thrufh can fing youa new 
Libel. ' b vic lj 

Dore We. fhall have your Thruth a Cage 
fhortly.. Remember who you deal withal.- 

Ca{t.. Hang him, dull, open. flave, ‘his 
thoughts tnay be difcern’d in’s face, PII fift 
and winnow him. f 

Dor. Prethee ({weet Caffruchio) leave thy 
barking. ? Twill be Treafon fhortly for any ° 
man to carry ears neay thy Tongue.) 

Caft. Why, Signior, what Fa@tion are 
you of ®. it 
Dor. Not of your Faction (Sir) if none 
return unto the Prifon for your libelling-You 
rememberyyour Vices. ftrip’d and whip’d. 
Your trim Eclogues, the fulfom Satyr too, 
written to his Grace.. Wherein you flatter, 
whine, and damn: your felt to get aspardon 
for what feems there a refolute offence. Sa- 
tyrs are more ufeful now, than ever. Nor 
gticves it me to fee-the humour us’d, -bue 

thas 


P*: ken, 


a Man leifure to believe a truth. 


“own, think what he lift. 


The Cruel 


‘thus dbus’d. To fee a Bard ‘ttill reach at ho- 


ly Biys. Paflion o’ me! Vl tell thee. Thy 
Rimes include not fo much brains, as would 
{atlice to fill a Cherry-ftone. 

* Caft. You'd tain make me angry. 

Dor. 1, with thy (clf. 

Cof- Aud then thou {pend?it thy Gall with 
more juitice, than when thou raiPtt againtt 
Forefte- . 

Gaff. Cry you mercy! hath Forefte fo great 
a fhare in your tongue too? Sympathy ts 
corrupted. Behold focicty amongt{t the 
wicked: whiltt a virtuous man,is left alone 
to refift his bad fate. Let him chide the 
Age, rail againti the times, aloud; though 
in a Vault :.or tween two Hills. He fhall 
find no zealous eccho, to fecond his bold 
Language. When I dye, I dyea Martyr to 


~ the Common-weal. 


Exter Lothario, end Borachio. 

Loth. Dull Caitiff, leave thefe abortive 
Proveéts, and talkin the neweft fashion. Pll 
have my very Dog bark i’th’ Courtly garb. 

Dor. Step atide. They areas mad as thy 
Coutin. 

Loih. The excrements and meer defcéts 
of nature, fhall be reduc’d to Ornaments in 


me. ll feed upon the tongues of Nightin- | 


gales, for fo each fart I let, will be a Song— 

Bor. Sir, thefe are fome of thofe that | 
laugh’d at ye inthe prefence. - 

Loth. At me? thoulyet. They laugh’d 
at thee. : 

Bors Why then the Devil, will ne’er give 


Caft- Seignior Lothario, the great Mini- 
onto our Duke: I greet your health with | 
all joy. } 

* Cof. And I, with all humility. 

Dor. And I, with all celerity. 

Loth. Heark! thou dull finner. Is this 
real? hah! 

Bor. Sir, let him, that hatha heart of his 


Loth. Do they adore, or flout me now? 


Bors Allis witchcraft. I know when the 
Moon winks there’s fomething in’t, befides 
an eclipfe. : 

- Loth. Mifereant: what fufpicious follies 
doft thou create within that wooden skull? 
and with what Heathen-phrafe utter’d? 
Know Dog, if femploy my wrath 

Bor. Alas, Sir, Pve more faults than mif- 
belief. Therefore give me your bleffing, and 
let me go home in peace. ’Tis true, when 
the skie falls we fhal! have Larks. But let 
weaker ftomnachs expet fuch curious meat. 
Ycan eat Outs and Garlick under my own 
Root. 


Brother. AF i 


Caft. What accident of dire portent is 
fallen? 

Loth. Gentlemen, applaud my patience: 
Becaufe he cannot turnifh me wich whole- 
foth Sutes, he doubts my power to get em 
granted. 

Cate Why we will furnifh him 
Sutes. 

Bor.But wont ye flout,and play the Knave 
with one? 

Caft. How (Knave!) was that the word ? 

Bor. Interpret the word, as your {elf thall 
pleafe, I fcorn to be your Dictionary. Mar- 
ry come up; are your cars fo tender ? 1 hope 
Vm a man, although a finner. 

Caf?. We no choler, child. But if thou 
wantelt Sutes, thy Lord being near the Duke, 
may furnifh thee with 

Cof. Or methinks thou would’ft become 
a Knighthood. Get him to beg it for thee. 

Bor. No, no, hot words make but warm 
air, a fig fora Knight-errant; that hath a 
ftile, and ne’er a hedge. 

Dor. Then get a Patent to furvey Brine- 
pits. Or elfe for cafting Ordnence in 
Lome. 

Caft. Or elfe {earch Saint Peter’s patrimo- 
ny, Lay-Prebendries are good, and Symo- 
ny isan old Paradox. 

Bor. Hold, hold, enough fufficeth all wo- 
men but Whores. He that expects the 
Morning lengthens the Night - Therefore 
ftraightway let my Lord get the Duke to 
fign thefe Patents: which done Pil return 
to the Wife of my bowels, aid dye for 

oy. ’ 
. ‘Caf Why this is fit and requifite.” 

Cof: If Signior Lotbario do confent. 

Lotb. Itis decreed. 

Bor. Who would haften time, when we 
may be old too foon. Let me take downa 
Cufhion and pray; for I fhall have more 
dignity than will fuffice to damn a Monk. 

Cat. Who could perith in a better caufe ? 

Bor. Why, can J help it? if a man be born 
to Offices. Oras my Matter faid, predeftinate 
in the womb of grcatnefs. ’Tis not our 
faults. Each man obeys his Star in (pight of 
his Teath. ‘ 

Dor. All this is Alcaron. 

Bor. One thing grievesme. ve a bad 
memory already, and now "twill be made 
worte. 

Cajt, How can preferment hurt thy me- 
mory? 

Bor. © Sir! preferment makes a man 
forget his deareft fiicridss nay his kindred 
too. 

Cof: Look, thy Mafter’s building more 
Cafthes in the arr. 

Caft. He has intelligence from Spaia, and 


with 


od 


Dore How? will Borachio leave the Court ? | fortifics to no purpofe "gainft the nextSprings 
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Loth. All Offices fhall be fold ith’ dark— 
Bor. How! Grow not old in another’s 

Garment, fell what’s, your own, fome of 

chofe Offices are mine by promife. _ 

Lith. Still crofs to my defigns. V"ll firetch 
your Sinews. 

Der- Hold, Signior Lotbario, hold! Mer- 
cy becomes the powerful. 

Bor. Let the Devil take the Knighthood, 
and make his DamaLady. Pll not be his 
Ags, chat ferv’d for blows and Provender. 

{Exit Bor. Loth. running after bim. 

Dor. Let’s relieve Borzchio, or all our Co- 

sick Scenesareatanend. { Exexnt omnes. 


[ Chair ont. 
Exter Duke and Forefte. 


Dake. Forefte. 

Foref. My gracious Lord. 

Duke. Are yet our Letters to his Holinefs 
difpatch’d ? 

Foref: They are fo, pleafe your Grace. 

Duke. Did the French Ambaffador make 
forme thew of difcontent at his departure 
hence? 

Foref. Both in his words and looks: for 
when he heard th’Englith-Leiger had op- 
pos’d his Treaty concerning traffick with 
the Florentine, his anger flraight difmifs’d 
the Argument, and feiz’d upon the Nation, 
nay rail’d againft the Leiger too, whofe op- 
polition might be chidden as too nice a Vir- 
tue, but could not be accufed as a vice, tis 
known indeed the French do take a pride in 


fudden anger, as if alacrity in ill did make j 


the fault look handfomly, and dulnefs add 
deformity to fin. 

Duke. ’ Tis faithfully obferv’d. 

Foref- Swell’d with uncharitable pride : 
fuch as admits no ftile of Neighbour; as if 
grown above the ufe of friendfhip. They 
feem to call thofe mighty Ilanders neerett 
their foil, poor Borderers to their Conti- 
nent. Such, whofe thin numbers have in 
bloody Battel made their multitudes often 
Sete. 


Duke. The chance of War admitteth ma- 


ny times of Miracles, even fuch as do dif- 
credit Hiftory, high Providence confers the 
conqueft there, where probability conferx’d 
the lots. And this is done, that we may 
attribute the praife to him that gave the Vi- 
Cory, not to them that got it. Obferve 
befides, that when the weak do overcome: 
the ftrong do leave that ftain for their Pofte- 
* rity to wipe away: which is already done; 
The French have fiery nimble {pirits. 

Foref- Your Grace deals juttly in your 
-praife. They have fpirits: but they all are. ufe- 
lefS made, by forward violence. He that 
{pends his fury and his ftrength ch? hrf 


The Cruel Brother, 
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charge, muft not hope to make’s retreat (0. 


nobly, as the modeft Combatant, whofe on- 
fet ilowly moves: as careful not toutride 
his skill, Their Valour is attempt, not to 
perform. ’Tisa giddy Nation; and-never 
{erious but in trifles. 

Dake. Thou doft miftake in natural ef 
fects, where fancy is fo rich, tis incident 
to fume mif-expence. Fruit that is ripe is 
prone to fall, or to corrupe it (elf. ~They 
now are fully ripe: Nature in them doth 
ftand upon the verge of her own youth. 
The Englith want three hundred years of 
that perte@ion. And as the Moon ne’er 
changes buti’th’ full. Even fo the mighty 
Nations of the Earth change in their great- 
eft glory, Firlt their ftriG@ and rugged dif 
cipline to vain delights. Their folemn 
Marches next to wanton Jigs. Their Bat~ 
tels tierce to Duels, or witty quarrels of the 
Pen. 

Eater Lucio, and Kueels. 

Lucio. Here may my Knees take root: - 
whilft I do grow a living Statue of true 
obedience, or let my royal Matter grant his 
pardon. . 

Duke. Sure we may truft our judgment, 
thou doft not look as if thou could?it com- 
mit a fin fo horrid, fo ugly as can fright our 
mercy fromus. Rile, we pardon thee. Now 
let us know thy crime. 

_ Lucio. It is no crime, -unlef againgt that 
great Prerogative you have to bridle Na- 
ture. Perhaps my heart hath made efcape 
through thefe fond Eyes. And J contin’d my 
felf in matrimonial bonds, 

Duke. Hah! married? fpeak fuddenly, 
to whom ? 

Foref. To my Sifter. Sir, pardon the per- 
miffion, [Forelte Kncels. 
or frown, and leave your creature more ob- 
{cure than when you own’d him firtt. Now 
is the.time to fhew your charity Divine. Pre- - 
{erve what you have made. 

Duke. Forefte, this is ill. What, confede- 
rate with ungovern’d youth? But tife, we 
pardon you. Where’s the Lady ? 

Rare beauty! - [Enter Corfa. 
You have our pardon and our favour too. 
J thus invite more knowledge. of your 
worth. Believe me, Lady: you have a beau- 
ty that would betray a more expericne’d eye, 
than Lucio’s ise Excellent creature! witha 
timerous modefty the {tifleth. her {peech, is a 
wonder more delightful, than any Nature 
makes. Halt thou, Lucio, fo much unhappy 
wit, as to be jealous yet? wilt thou {uppofe 
thy {elf fecure in our difcourfe ? 

Lucio. Heaven forbid, your Grace fhould 
ere employ yourtime fo ill as to difcourle | 
with her till I grew jealous, 

Duke. Come hither, Lady, come confes, 

how 
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how chance you have bewitch’d my Boy 
with fabtle fmiles, with wanton "haviour of 
_ thofé pretty eyes? Doth Heaven beftow fuch 
~ noble ornaments, “to be abufed in the ufe: 
~ and now he is your oner too, in chear-. 
fal bonds, how can you have the heart to 
~ make fach fpoil and havock of his beauty ? 
| hah! {peak Lady! 

 Corfz 1 hope your Grace hath thoughts 
more merciful. I know this match was 
made in Heaven 5 and not provok’d by any 
- finfulart in me.’ How I have usd him in 
this little time that he hath been my Lord : 
Jet him declare. ~My duty is fo ftriét, I need 
~ not bluth to hear the ftory told. 

Duke. No! look, look there. His eyes 
for very fhame are hid. The Rofes in his 
Cheeks are wither’d quite: His clear and 
- brisk afpeét is muddy now and dull: his 
~~ voice is hollow grown and hoarfe. Have 
you then us’d him well? 

© Corfa Alas (molt gracious Sir.) go not 
about to make my Lord fufpect my Loyalty. 
Jf Nature ficken in his faculties 3 which 
' (Heaven be thanked) I perceived not yet, 
it cannot prove 2 guiltinefs in me. 

_ * Duke. Believe’t (young Wife) I am-no 
 Profelyte. I ftill aver you are that greedy 


“ACT IIL 


Enter Dorido, Co 


Nown, by whom! by City 
> Wits! 
 Cof: Ormy Ladies workmen. 

Dor. Who ne’er faw Verfe, but what 
their Sutors writ, which they read like Profe 
too. 

Caf. Pll not difcredit my patience,talk on. 
| Dor. They fay you are particular witha 

Great Lady. ; 

| Gof: Yes, and her Penfioner. 
~~ Dor. Some loofe thing (belike) yet will 
be at charge to fecure her fame from noife. 
for thou prayett againft all lechery but thine 
— ‘Own. 
) Gof: And the hath wifh’d in witty peni- 
tence, thou hadft been fingle inthe world. 
j © “Dor. 1, for then fhe had liv’d chalte. He. 
- grows angry, his cyes look red. 

 Cajt No, Sir. They bluth to fee a Fool. 
§ Dor. ?Twere fit they would employ their 
‘modefty at home.For thou arta fool in print. | 
— Goft Yet had he liv’d, when the old Sybil | 


a Dorid. 


Brother. arr 


Nymph, that hath devour’d the rich com- 
plexion of my Boy, See how his feature’s 
fhrunk ? his beauty ftain’d ? 

Corfa. I hope your Grace will pardon Ig- 
norance, that fo ill manner’d is, as not to 
know your meaning. 

Duke. No matter, Lady. My accufation 
fhall withdraw it felf. Pretty innocence ! 
Lucio, prepare. Tis our will to make thy 
Wifea Courtiers fhe fhall be high in favours 
if fhe’ll leave her modefty; that’s out of 
fathion now : in Neighbour Courts, she La- 
dies fo prevail with mafculine behaviour : 
they grow in factions able to depofe their 
Husbands from the charter of their Sex. 

Foref. ’Tis ftrange that his diflike is fled 
fo foon. 

Duke. Your Marriage we will folemnize 
with Mafques and Revels., If invention 
ever mean, to get reward for fubtilty, *tis 
now. We take notice (Luciv.) the is thy 
Wife, and thy Sifter, our Forefte. 

Foref.@ Lucio. We your Graces humbleft 
Creatures. 

Foref; AffeCtion is become a Parafite 5 
Strives to pleafe, whom it cannot benchit. 

; Exeunt omnes. 


SCENE I. 


fimo, Caftruchio. 


Dor. True, for every Poet thinks himfelf 
the beft Poet in the world. 

"Gof. And that Satyr not the worft, where- 
in he chides women, for wearing their Half- 
Rufls, which pinn’d behind trans-fcituates 
the fuce, or makes ’em look like Fanus with 
two faccs. 

Dorid. A juft exception: for: going ha- 
ftily to kifs his Whore, he could not find 
her mouth. 

Cofs Why fure her breath was ftrong e- 
nough todire& himtoit. 

Gajt. Yet have heard nothing, but what 
deferves more pity than anger. 

Dore Now when he hath provided fome 


“high toy for the PrefS; he thinks on dedi- 


cation, ftraight chufeth one of the faction, 


| who muft not patronize, but buy what be 


makes vendable, with praife in the Epiftle. 
Gof. Can you deny this, Coufin Satyrift? 
Dorid. And nothing, makes Learning fo 
cheap, but that every Writer fells his Works. 
[ Exit Caftruchio. 


 'prefented her divine Manufcripts to'the dull 
-- Roman, he would have fcolded with her, un- 
— |efShis Pamphlets had attain’d the firli ac- 
_-»eeptance. : 


Cof: Nay, let’s follow, and worry him to 
pieces. [They after him 
O002 Enter 


| 


474 | 


Enter Lucio and Forefte. 


Lucio. Forefte, our ruine is contriv’d a- 
bove. If'our Mafter. prove unkind, the Pla- 
nets govern ill: for our gratitude and care 
deferves more conttancy. 

Foref: Looks he fo ttrangely on ye? 

Lucio. As ifthe objeét were but new to 
him: and his own heart unfetled in his 
breaft. fi 

Foref: Is his violence fo foon tit d? fur- 
vey the Regifter of your own deeds. Speak, 
Sir, have you fo engrofs’d his ears, as if 
they were yours not his. Confin’d ’em to 
your own tongue: and fo depriv’d the for- 
rowful, thegriev’d in heart, of an ealie au- 
dience ? 

Lucio. Never- 

Foref: Since you have fhar’d the Duke’s 
prerogative, and by his love held oppoliti- 
on at fich great advantage: did you e’re 
flight with cheap regard, thofe of high and 
noble birth ? 

Lucio. My foul abhors fuch tyranny. 

Foref- Have thofe who wear th’ Eternals 
Livery heught their wages of ye? or have 
they found bold and skilful flattery, more 
helps advancement, than deep and modeft 
Learning ? 

Lucio. Never, fince my diftinction was of 
power, to help its choice. 

Foref. In nice tryal, or evidence of Law, 
hath Guftom (which only gives us hope of 
certainty in juftice) been traduc’d by your 
obfcure help ? 

Lucio. Never. 

Fore: Hath the defolate Widow {card 
mercy from your eyes, with her old ruin’d 
beauty (for gricf was never amorous) or 
hath the torn Begger too foon dilmiffed your 
charity, becaufe not giddy enough to delight 
wantonne(s. 

Lucio. Never. 

Forefs Then if our great Matter with- 
draw his love; the weight of {utierance can- 
not bruife ye; for the whole world will fhare 
7th’ burden. 


Enter a young Gentleman with a Letter. 


Lucio. From whom is this, Sir ? 

Gent. From my Lord Marquefs de Loretta. 

Lucio. humbly kifs his hand. 

Gent. Now luck flatter me but once, and 
Tam made ’Tis fhort, pray Heaven it 
be fweet, or Pll ne’er love the Proverb. 

Lucio. Sir, have you ever been in fervice, 
under any eminent Commander ? 

Gent. Never yet- 

Lucio. Read thefe, Foretee How reputa- 
tion leffens in eftcem. Courtelie grows fo 
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cheap, that denial feems lefs troublefome 


than confent. And performance is only lazy. 
The labour of fubfcription hinders more, 
than thought of that to which it doth fub- 
feribe. This Letter gyould tain make you a 
Captain in the new Poors, {ent to the Val- 
taline. But {ure your modefty will teach 
you baulk the grant, though I fhould beg 
ye to receive’t. 

Fore{: Sir, the old Souldier, that trys mif- 
fortune by his conftancy in fufferance ; af- 
fronts the Winters rage 5 whilft his blood 
is frozen into Coral. Shall his preferment be 
intercepted ? fhall he now trail a Pike under 
a Boy, whofe experience is younger than 
his face? 

Lucio. No, the friendfhip of the noble 
Marquefs fhall never” countenance unjuft 
deeds. Find a fute more capable of my 
grant, and your acceptance, it is your own. 

[Chair at the Arras. 
Gent. Noble Signior, Pll put ye to the 
teft. ; ' 

Foref- Princes Letters are cheaper. far 
than thofe which Scriveners put to fale. If 
{uch Apes in Dablets procure command 
o’th’ Camp, let the Cranes wage war a- 
gain Go, young Lord, the Duke isill 
accompany’d,if only with his own thoughts. 
Difcover more. Perhaps his difcontent con- 
cerns not you. ; 

Lucio. 1 fear, yet my hopes would fain 
comfort me, Farewel. [ Exeunt omnes 


Enter Luinna and Duarte. 
/ 


Luin. 1 would not be unmannerly, but if 
the be at leifure, tell her I am here. 

Duart. Pleafe your Ladifhip to fit, Pll’ 
tell her fo. [ Enter Corfa. 
She’s come already. 

Corfa. I faw your entrance. How do you 
Sifter ? 

Luin. Thumbly thank your honour, Iam 
well, pray difmils your woman: I would 
impart a fecret. 

Corfa. Watch my Lords coming from 
the Duke; and bring me word, before he 
enters. 

Duart. \ hall. [ Exit Duart. 

Luin. O Madam, Time is now grown 
old, and runs but flowly, I thought each 
hour a year until I faw your Ladithip. 

Cor. Why what’s the matter? I hope 
my Brother’s well. 

Lwin. -Yes, 1 thank Heaven. But pray 
come hither. ¢ho do you fuppofe was with . 
me laft night, when my Husband was at 
Court? 

Corfa- How fhould I tell, without you 
inftru& me. 

Luin. Why give a guels. 

_ Corfas 
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Corfae The Lady Bemtolia, or the Lady 


- Utruvia, who-was it? 


Luin. Nay, twas a Man too. 

Corfa. That’s fine faith. ‘Pray name him 
to me. 

Luin. What think you of the beft man‘in 
Sienna ? 

Corfa. How,was the Duke with ye? 

Luin. Yes, difguis’d too: he either came, 


Cor elfe pretended fo) to meet your Huf- 


band there. After fome talk (in which he 
did exprefs his love to all our Family) he 
gave an ample praife of you: and faid he 
faw already fo much worth in your fair 
breaft, as will add a knot to your Lords 
heart, and his own: nay and ‘make his con- 
ftant love a pattern for every Royal Ma- 
iter. 

Corfa. Indeed,I daily pray to have it fo. 

Lain. Then he gave me this fame Jewel 
toyouhe recommended the receipt of this. 

Corfz. Truft me, Wench, they are both 
full of glory, rarely cut and fet. 

Luin. Your’sis the better of the two. 

Corfa. Icis. Bur truly Dniflike the man- 
ner of the gift. Dott thou think his thoughts 
are honourable? I prethee tell me? 

Luin. Th’are fuch as I fulpected at the 
firft, fuch as made me to refufe thefe Jew- 
els. He {wore { wasa Traytor, if I thought 
he meant amifs. Or if I did deny to bear 
this fame to you, I did but ill requite his 
kind requefi.unto my Husband. Then in 
the clofe he us’d {uch art, fuch {ubtle phrafe, 


to free his thoughts from the ftrict jcaloufic | 


of mine; as reconciled me to obey his will, 
you know befides how hard it is to chide 
Majefty, or flight Princes favours, 

Corfa. V1] thew it to my Lord. 

Lain. I had thought thave fhewn my 
Husband mine too; but fince tis capable of 
curious queftioning, I mean to fiay awhile. 

Corfa. Thou counfelPft well. We'll wear 
’em both at once. Mine is the belt, Tc’re 


was Mittrels of. ¢ (Enter Duart. 
Luin. And miné is uot eclipted much by 
yours. 


Duart. Madam, my Lord is ne’er at hand. 
Corfae Come, Sitter, we fhall hear the 
news at Court. 
Luin. Vil wait upon your Ladifhip. 
[ Exeunt omnes. 


Enter Caftruchio, Lothario, Borachio. 


Caft. Sit Knight, believe’t Force is the 


man, that dulls your reputation with the 


Duke, and fuborns the Count againft ye. 
Loth. Dares he controul my purpoles ? 
Caft. Ask honett Borachio elfe. 

Bors Nay he'll not believe me: though I 

fhould fwear you flout him behind his back: 
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and when a man fees things plainly; he 
need not buy Spe¢tacles, till he grow old. 

Loth. Vil mince the Villain into fand, ¢o 
fill my Hour-glafs 

Cajt. In thisGarden he walks coatinually 
after dinners Here ftay, and expe@ him. 
And, Signior, in this skin of Parchment 3 
mark what pains I take, to perfe@ your're- 
venge. Vth’ fhape of a tree (which takes 
root in Hell) you ‘fhall difcover all his bafe 
defcent: On that branch appears a Hang- 
man. Then, a Jakes-man, then, a Tinker. 
On’s Mothers fide a Bawd profefs’d. Then, 
a Tybb: then, a Tripewife.gA Synagogue of 
Welfh Rabbies could not exprefs more skill 
in Genealogies, than this includes. Sir, thew 
it him, and he runs mad ftraight. 

Loth. VIl make him wear it on his fore- 

head. 
| Caft. Excellent rage! but nota word of 
me. {humbly take my leave. 

[ Exit Caftruchio. 

Loth. Not the four winds (met in March ) 

fhall cool my {pleen. 

Bor. Sir now we are private, ’tis a fit 

time to be troublefom- 
_ Loth. Yl cram Cerberus with fops made 
of the flaves blood 

Bor.Concerning thofe Offices. ? ve thought 

on’em, and will have ’em all in fpight of 
Bolton’s teeth. | Enter Forefte. 
Foref- Signior Lothario' Borachio too. 
Thou art an honeft Fellow. 
Bor. 1, your Worthip is wife, to {peak no 
more, than what you may well ftand to. 
Loth. Bafe Stem, our Anceftors were not 
fo familiar. Behold, and grow more man- 
nerly. [ Shews him a Parchment 
Foref: What’s here? my Pedigree ? fome 
| faucy Knave hath counfell’d him to this af- 
_front. What he, [Enter Servants. 
I muft know th’ original projector. Lay 
hold upon thofe Feo!s. 
| Loth. Lay hold on me? Take off your 
| hands; or J will tofs ye all into the clouds, 
and kick the Mountains after ye. 

Bor. \ pray bid the Gentleman take good 
heed; for my Mafter can do all this, and 
more too Ihave fen him. 

Serv. Be you quiet. You that defite OF 
fices 

Bor. If ldo, what then? there be thofe 
defire worfe things. 

Foref. Lay all hold on him. 

Bor. He that cannot run for his liberty, 
hath no courage in his heels.. Let the Gout 
take him that hath Legs and w’ont ufe ’em. 

{ He ruas.arpay. 

Foref. No matter, let him go. Convey 
that Fool unto the Porters Lodge. © 

Loth. A Chaos fhall tucceed this ufages 

[Exenat Servants with Lothario. 
Enter- 
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Eater Lucio. 


\ 
" Foref: Whither fo faft (fweet Lord !) 

Lucio. Forefte,X have ta’ne my leave oth’ 
Duke. 

Foref._ Mutt ye away to night. 

Lucio. Now,prefently. My followers at- 
tend at door. I only came to kifS thy hands. 

Foref. The Sun will fail ye, e’xe ye reach 
Lucca. 

Lucio. I muft through: His Grace veill 
have it fo. Why doft thou make thy head 
to fhake and régl, upon thy fhoulders thus. 
Is it o’recome With thoughts, and fuch as 
muft be hid from me ? 

Foref: Take heed, fufpicion is the Favou- 
rite of Time and Nature, it takes a fudden 
growth: and gathers in the breaft, like Balls 
of fnow in fnow; until the weight make 
it deny tobe remov’d; then melts at leifure 
too. 

Lucio. He’s too moderate, that will at 
my years be fatisfied thus. 

Foref.. Why then contfider thus. You go 
to Lucca, there to congratulate the fafe ap- 
proach of the Pope’s Legates he hath been 
therea week; and why he was not vifited 
e’re this, or why upon fuch ftri@ and thort 
fummons, your felf muft now be fent, 
quite puzles me. Actions rare and fudden,do 
commonly proceed from fierce neceflity : or 
elfe from fome oblique defign: which is 
afham’d to thew it felf i’th’ publick Rode. 

Lucio. Forefte is this all ? 

Forefte. Why my {weet Patron: this is 
enough of danger, fince none is merited. 

Lucio. Young thoughts encourage me to 
fufferance. Each ftorm is ufher toa gentle 
calm: who toils with {peed, gets foonelt 
home to reft. The plodding Mule {hall 
fleep eternally. Why fhould the ftricken 
_ Dear bemoan his death: his Obfequies were 

full of noble Rites: Adeons Quire a jolly 
Requiem gave: and th’ Arrow from the 
Bow did fing his dirge. 

Foref: Thus thy years do riddle grief 
away, making forrow {wift,becaufe ’tis mor- 
tal. Let me wait on your Lordfhip to your 
Horfe, and at your better Icilure read this 
fame. I'll tell ye as we go,who brought it me. 

[_Exeunt omnes. 


Enter Duke. 


Duke. To wrong my Boy, unkind, in- 
ceftuous heat! why is marriage legal; it 
gives Authority to luft, for chattity would 
foon cenclude the World. O virtuous pre- 
judice, when error, prevents folly! Fiends, 
Devils, that do live in liquid fire, have con- 
flitutions not’ half fo hot, {0 riotous as 
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mine. But why this? the beauteous Corfz 
isnot yet defil’d. He that repents e’re he 
commits a fault, doth like a thirfty finner 
ftore his foul with mercy, to abfolve that 
fin himfelf; which he may afterwards more 
fecurely fall into. [ Enter Caftruchio. 
The credulous Count her Husband I have 
{ent to Luccae And to morrow he returns, 
My plots are limited to too fhort a time. 
Nor was it skill to fend the Jewel by her Si- 
ftere Mark! my foul and brain are perfeé& 


Courtiers growns in my declenfion, and ~~ 


my greateft want they leave me to inftru@ 
and help my felf. 

Caft Thefe fancies are not old: the 
whole Court obferves him ftrangely altered. 
But why am I fent for? that I muttknow, 
by fate and cautelous infinuation. 

Puke. How foon Pve profited in all the 
arts of Hell. I muft through. What I did 
mean adultery at firft, will now I fear be: 
come a Rape. 


Caf. Hah! ftill upon that fring ? Tike 


it well, tis mufical. 
Duke» Caftrucbio! art thou come ?. thou 
haft been a Courticr long ; but whether 


’twas want of skill in me to chufea Man, or 
want of luck in thee to be my choice, I can- 


not tell. But know, my love was tardy, be- 
caufe fill void of lcifure; to warrant paf- 
fion well beftow’d; by fafe (though tedi- 
ous ) trials. Affection that is flow is fure: 
And now J wear my heart not in mine own 
breaft, but thine. 

Caft. 1 have but one life, it is fome er- 
rourin your Grace, thus to oblige me to the 
lofs of more in your dear fervice. 

Duke. 1am not skill’d in words. But I 
affcé thy fury. For thou art the beld Satyr, 
that whips Foreffe and the wanton Count in 
thy tart Verde. 

Cafte My gracious Lord! I thall conceive 
much grict, if my zeal miftake in accufation 


of thofe men, which th’uncertain Tongue 


of Fame delivers to my charge. 


Duke. Nay, make not thy confeffion an » 


excufe rather than a fiory: for there needs 
none. I hate Forefte, and the Count, and 
would devife fome fudden ways to my re- 
venge. 


Caft. Heaven forbid! I'd rather far dif. 


grace the skill of my fubje&s call accufa- 
tion flander: than that the bufie multitude 
fhould note inconftancy in you. ~ ‘ 

Duke. This isa damn’d Hypocrite. Ca- 


firuchio! eafe me with quick apprehenfion. 


Lhave not Jeifure to be modett now. Speak; — 


haft no acquaintance with any near Corfa’s 
perfon; the Counts fair Wife? 
Caft. 1 humbly beg, your Grace would 
not miftake the conditions of my duty. - 
Duke. 1 beg of thee not to miftake the 
fenfe 


fare 


-a Bur from’s fleeve. 
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fenfe of my defigns. My words import my 
heart, and both no danger unto thee. 

Cajt. 1 hope my skill in fervitude, will 
not provoke my Prince to tempt my ho- 
nour. 

Duke. What love is this, doft thou indent 
with my acceptance, make choice of fer- 
VICcS. 

Cajft. Your Grace will give me leave; 
fince that I know I not deferve to thare in 
your high fecrets, to doubt my fafety in 
knowing this. 

Duke. Death! and horrour! thy fufpici- 
onsare toothin. Confider why I {ent the 
Count to Lucca? Upon my life thou art 
{ecure : therefore reply unto my former 
queftion. 

Caft. My gracious Lord, I have fome in- 
terelt in her woman. 

Duke. 1s Corfa’s woman known to thce? 
_ Cajt. She is. Perhaps 

Duke. Difcharge thy thoughis. 
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Caft. Perhaps] knew her, beyond the mo- 
deftittrain. 

Duke. There’s Gold, Caftruchia. 

[Flings bim a Bag. 

Be my Harbenger,bring me this night where 
the doth lye, and thou art made for ever. 

Caf. Mult it be this night?’ 

Duke. Neceflity will have it fo. Her Lord 
returns with the next Sun, 

Caft. I cannot fay her felf fhall Porter be 


| unto your entrance, bat her woman {hall. 


Duke. Enough! there’s more Gold. Sum- 


| mon up thy brain, thy heart, thy foul, to 


meet in confultation, and fo contrive my 
peace. Farewel. 

Cat. T will inftruét your Grace e’re long : 
both when and how to make this amorous 
affault. 

Duke. My {elf and my Excheguer ate 
thine own. 

There needs no art to work him into evil; 
He’s bad enough tinfeét the very Devil. 
[Exeunt feveral ways. 


AGC TOIVSCENE, I. 


Ezter Dorido. 


door unlock’d Pll venture in to 


Dorid. G Ood! they have left the Garden 
I 


_ make difcovery. Caftruchio is grac’d with a 


rare employment: the Duke and he do 
here confume the night. Thefe are hours 
for Ghofts, Adulterers and Thieves. The 


Duar. Nay, Tknow not. But fince fhe 
was more pliant; it doth repent me much, 
I e’re was inftrument to his other aGions. 

Cajt. What, repent / I prethee, fweet Diz- 
arte, wrong, not Divinity fo much: watte 
nota virtue, that would more profit others : 


flave is Haggard. At Supper being full of | and to fuppofe that the Lady was ravith’d, 


Gold; his vain appetite fed at Nero’s rates 
I was difcarded with a frown: fhaken like 
As if my clofure here- 
tofore had been impertinent. Ambition 
leffens all beneath it felf to nothing: the 
higher we doftand: [ Exter Caftru. Duarte. 


~ fomuch lefs thofe men appear, whom we 


behold below Heark! kind Fortune 
Jend-‘me thy ears——— 

Caft. The night grows aged now. ’P were 
fit the Duke would haften his departure. In 
troth Wench, thy fervice to him exceeds re- 


i quital. But what; fhe took it willingly. 


- Duar. No,but the did nor. 
Cajt. Pox o’thefe modeft Lies, ¥ fay the 


— did. 


Duar. Yn troth: you do abufe her then; 


Vm ture her thrieks did {care my heart up to 
my lips. 


Calf. Then thou could’ft have kifs’d 


heartily. 


Duar. I wonder it wakened not the 


~ whole houfe. 


Caff. Ist poffible! what means did the 


Duke ule, to ftifle up this noifle ? 


is an herefie, which my foul muft ne’er be 
guilty of: Do not I know women are a 
kind of foft Wax, that will receive any im- 
pretlion ? 

Duar. And do not I know, there is diffe- 
rence in workmen-as in wax. Hard wax 
(when cold) accepts of no impreflion. By 
colduefs I inter chaftity, for chattity is cold. 

Caf. But thofe workmen are harder far 
than that hard wax. And’tis hardeft of all 
to find thofe workmen: unlefs by Rufiz 
where the people freeze. Come, kifs me 
Chuck. Again, once more 

Dor. A pretious, Satyrift! This .furly 
Dog, inveighs *gainft lechery in others, 
’caule he would ingrof$ all women'to him- 
felf. 

Caf Your greateft Thieves are common- 
ly begot when Parents do «heir lechery by 
ftealth,, Men get Cowards when frighted in 
the a¢t. And by fuch vulgar confequence, ’tis » 
now a propertime to begeta Pandere One 
that may hereafter do other men the fame of- 


fice, which we do the Duke now. Come,thall’ 


we in and try? Duar’ 
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Duar. You prefume much on an cafie na- 
ture; and how extravagant you are abroad 5 
J am not fo unkind to queftion. . 

Cajt. Faith Wench: Pve fome intereft in 
every Child chat plays i’th’ Strect,the Duke’s 
come down. Go, go, [Enter Duke. 
give your Lady a Cawdle: ‘and let me hear 
how fhe likes her new Bedfellow. I'll meet 
His Grace two hours hence: [Exit Duar. 
when he hath difmifs’'d thote thoughts 
which fill facceed unlawful luft. 

[ Exit Caftruchio. 

Dor. O damn’d villany ! is this th’ em- 
ployment that doth make ye proud? I will | 
haunt ye ftill, to ftrengthen my intelligence. 

[ Exit Dor. afier Cait. 

Duke. O filly, weak evalion! being dark, 
I creep within my Cloak. *Tis modefty in | 
fin to pratife every difguife to hide it from | 
the world. But Creatures free from guilt 
affe& the Sun, and hate the dark, becaufe 
it hides their innocence. O traytor Luft! 
that leads us with incouragement to fin, and 
when the ftorm is over, w’are befieg’d with 
thoughts that more perplex us than the for- 
mer. For then we did complain of ftrength, | 
but now of weaknefs. Away, away, tis time 
that I were gone: the modeft morn doth 
blufh ith’ Eatt, as if alham’d to {ce fo foul 
a Ravither. [Exit Duke. 


Enter Caftruchio and Dorido. 


Derido So {wift of foot! I muft over- 
take ye. 

Caft. How now! the world is wide e- 
nough :- wherefore doft thou jofile me? 

Dor. Cry mercy} Signior: the day does 
but peep yet, and my own hatte made me 
unmannertly. 


Caft. Signior Dorédo, is tt you? 7Fis much} words, ufe me nobly with thy tongue. 


to {ee you appear betore the ‘Sun. 
Dor. Faith, Signior, the Count being out 


o Town, I thought Foreffe would have | ven, 


more Icifure to perufe my new Sute. He’s 
early up, which caus’d my vigilance. 
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Dorid. Uwillbe bold tothink fo. = - 
Caft. Favourites are fery’d in with thofe 
Dithes the Prince beft loves. And meat we 
moft affe& we fooneft furfeit on. The 
Count is but a glorious trifle. And to be fax 
tious without benefit Well, think up- 
on’t. I know a way to get the Dukes beft 
ear, without Foreffe’s help. Farewel. 
{ Exit Caftruchio. 
Dor. The profit of the day be yours. 
Thefe tricks {hall make me wear him in my 
Eyes. The flave Doth ufher out his breath 
in ftate; as if his honours had outgrown 
his own knowledge. Yet he’s but a tame 
Pander. The beauteous Corfa is ravifh’d by 
the Duke. O black horrour, Arife my foul, 


linfpire my induftry with noble purpofe. ° 


Something Pll do that fhall. proclaim my 
{pirit. Exit. 


Enter Corfa and Duarte. 


Corfa. Hence, hence, like Time 3 who 
{wiftly flyes away, but evermore returns. Go 
crucl Wench! thou haft betray’d thy Mi- 
fixe(s, even to eternal lofs. Th’ Angels that 
live above have {een it all: they know thee 
well.enough. In the general Scflion of the 
world; it will not my.adultery be calP'd 5 
but a prodigious Rape deriv’d from thee. 

Duar. Good Madam, your Confcience is 
too bold: it troubles you. too much, Dif- 
mi(s’t: think, that ocher Ladies have offend- 
ed more. : 

Corfa. Out Devil. Wilt thou betray my . 
foul t00? Duarte hence ! 1 am infpin’d with 
ftrength to make revenge prove matculine. 
Flye quickly hence. Why doft thou flay? 
There’s Gold. ¥ prethee Wench in all thy 
Pilgrimage difperfe my fauit in charitable 
So 
farewcl. 

Duar. Or let my fin no mercy find in Hea- 
no pity here onearth, Ex. Duarte. 

Corfz. Now all the motives of my Lords 
delight exterminate for evermore with me. 


Caft. Why Signior, ufe a means more ab- | My filcnt Lute’s interred in the Cafe. My 
folutes it is trac, Forefe does all: but how? | voice now rather frights than captivates 


as th’ inftrument govern’d ith’ workmans | the fenfe. 


{ Exter Luinna. 


hand. Inftru@ me with conveniency of |O, Sifter, dare you vilit me? Tama Strum-" 
time, and I will work the. Duke in thy be- | pet grown. Hence and f{ecure your fame. 


half. 


Dor. Then, Signior, you will oblige me 
much. 


Cat. At Supper, when you departed from | Duke 


me, you gave demontirations of difcontent: 


Luin. Alack, what prodigy is this! 
Corfae 1 will tell thee all. For I thould 
difgrace iniquity to be modeft now. The 


Luin. Ay me! what in that name can pri- 


who knows, but whilft the foul’s employ’d | viledge offence ? 


within, the body might neglect fome out- 


ward form, which curiofity prefers to cu- | of night, 
fioms cuftom to abule. It was my bufinefs, | he opes my Chamber door : 
not difrefpe& of you, that did deprive my | ful Hinges 
complement of vanity. I fhall rejoice when | dire approach. 


I can fhew you kindnefs. 


Corfz. Hear, my Luinna, bear. In midft 
by my pernicious womans help 3 
whofe faith- 
fhrieck’d, to warn me of his 
His hand carried a Torch, 

he 


me ftraight with fatal looks. 


Room wherein they have put him, is fo 


he fhew’d(methought) like lutiful Tarquin’s 
Ghoft, walking in fire: as if it counfell’d : 
him, to prevent fuch penance by forfaking | 
his attempt. This {told himtoo. Buthe 
(that came not to confider, but to ac) o’re- 
rul’d my hands with his: ahd then made 
fhipwrack of my Honour. 

Luin. O Royal Villain! But hear more 
‘forrows yete My Husband looking in my 
Cabinet, did {pye that Jewel there, which 
the Duke lafi gave me. It was to hint as 
new and unknown Star : and then employ’d 
his thoughts, his jealous thoughts, to know 
“the caufe of its being there. DP told:hinrall 
the truth: and Truth’s oftner praifed than 
rewarded here on Earths for he difmifs’d 


Corfa. My Brother isa noble Gentleman. 
Go, go, and knecl co him. All jealoufie mult , 
~ fill be ftrangled in its birth: or time will | 
— foon confpire to make it ftrong enough to | 

overcome the truth. Shicld us, {weet Hea- | 
ven! fomething about my heart infufes a | 
prophetick fear; which whifpers we thall 
Never meet again, lets take a folemn leave— 
Farewel for ever. [ They Kifs. 

Luin. Farewci! the nobleft Lady oth’ 
World. LExeunt feveral ways. 


** Enter Cofimo and Borachio. 
Cof: Iam glad to fee thee, well, Bora- 
chio'! But whexe’s thy Mafter? what in du- 
__ rance ftilk? } 
Bor. Alas, Sir, I(good Gentleman) the 


little, he fills it up: and isfain to leave his 
legs Sentinels without door, to watch the 
eft of his body. *?Tis no Chamber, but a 

Court-Cupboard, 
 Cof- Bue they make 

Diet. ; 

Bor. They cannot, Sir, for he’s a faint 
eater. If he would pray fo often as he falts, 
_ he had been at liberty long ago. 
~ Cof: Do they no more regard his potent 
hopes ? 

* Bor. Alas, Sir, when Fortunc’s Tippet 
~ ftands up, few men will lend a pin to tack 
it down; I, and my linage have {weet lofs 
of him: Pm fare o’that. 
 Cof Nay, that’s too evident. 

Bor. O, Six! 1 would not a’ given this 
 Rufh, Phave been affar’d all th’ offices in’s 
gift. But hang fuch Dukes (I fay) that 
fuffer thus thcir Favourites to be impri- 
foned. Fs @ 

~ Cof: How now, Borachie! Doft thou {peak 
m iteaon? 

Bore Sit, Lhave faid no more, than what 
_ I mean to unfay again: which is but.a kind 
of lofing one’s labour. And *tis better 


him amends in his 


The Cruel Brother. 


“tage. 
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to be ill cmploy’d than to be idle: 
[Enter Caftruchios 
» Cof- How the flave {ows his Proverbs to- 
gether. Are you come? I have ftay’d until 
the Clock gave your promifé the lye. 

Cuff. My time was {pent to more advar- 
1 have declar’d my intereft in yout 
blood. If you aflit my plots, you needs 
mutt fhare fuccefs, thar hath already ware 
ranted a large requital. , 

Cof 1 am refolv’d: and with my {lf 
more able. 

Cajt. >Tis well. But now you undertake 
bufinets, you mutt be as ferious But of 
all avoid Dorido, as you would to drink 
a violent poifon, 

Cof- Enough , he 1s a ftranger to my 


| thoughts. 


Cat. There’s freth encouragement— 

[ Gives him Gold. 
Cf; A little more of this metal would 
puzle my Geography is this I¢aly or the 
Indices. There Borachio! weep no more for 
thy Mafter. ' 

Bor. Alas, ’'m tooapt to weep. 

Cat. I thought to meet thy Mafter heres 
Pm fure I fas the Warrant fign’d for his re= 
leafe. 

Bors The Devil take your orthip for 
me, why d’ye bring fuch good news, oma 
work’y day ? 

Caft. But thou pray’ft ill, in praying the 
Devil to take me. 

Bor. Why couid he ever come to lefs pur- 
pofe, than when he finds you doing well. 
Though he lofe his labour once: “I dare 
warrant ye, hell come again on the fame 
errand. 

Caf. A bitter Fool. 

Bor. Sir, let we friends be true to onea- 
nother. There are but few true friends ex- 
tant. Let them be kindly us’d arid kept, if 
only for breed? ‘ 

* Caft With all my heart, tranflate thy 
meaning. 

Bor. Ismy Mafter at liberty? 

Caft. Vil defer an anfwer of this, until 
thy own Eyes be a little elder. j 

Bor. Well, is he ftill in favour with the 
Duke ¢ : 

Cat. Why he thall thortly govern all at 
Court, and be a very Mote in the Duke’s eyes 

Bor. Enough. ?¥is not wholetom to burft 
with joy. 

Caft. But what then? 

Bor. Y’ve thought with much care on thefe 
Offices ; and find my felf fitting to be in’em- 
I will have ’em all; come ‘Cut and Long- 
fail. For my Wife, will be fucha glad wo- 
man. , 
Enter Lothario. 
Cof:, Look, who comes there? 


PP P Bor; 
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Bor. O, Sit! give me your blefling-— 


Lhe Cruel Brother. 


SE REPEAT ED, 
,ant. ’ The Duke will let him want no 


[ He kneels. | Gold, 


Loth. Weep not, Borachio! 1 have pre-| 


par’d fuch bloody art in my revenge, as 
makes mens wits more famous than their 
cruelty: Let horrour propagate. All’s too 
little for my ufe. But you, Sir, had the ho* 
nour to releafe me. : 

Caft. Or elf Thad been much difhonour’d. 

Gof: Sir, now he fuppoleth you in du- 
rance: and is himfelf fecure 5 haply drunk, 
or riding in the Stews you may take fome 
advantage on his foul too. Lote no time. 

Loth. That’smy intent. For it were dull 
humanity to aim no farther than his lite. Vil 
purfue him even to Hell. 

Cajte And Jet me alone fo to facilitate the 
project, by fearch of tit time, and means: 
as fhall declare the a¢t lels troublefome, than 
thus to threaten it with words. 

Bors You, Signior -Caffruchio! Signior 
Coxcomb! are you tir’d with doing well? 
you have {carce brought my poor Lord out 
of the Prifon doors, but you long to have 
him in again. Nay, ne’er look! for my , 
Sword dwells within a yard of my tongue, 
and fhall defend what I fay. 

Cafte What a pernicious Calf is this? 

Bors What harm have my poor Wifeand 
Children done to you or yours, that f{ceing 
me within a hairs breadth of a: hundred of- 
fices, you confound all, by leading my poor 
Lord into new broils. 

Eoth. Bold Milcreant ! if {but ftir 

Cof. Nay, Signior, let him alone. 
chio! all fhall be well. \ 

Bor. Yes, perlwade me to dry Ice in an | 
Oven! But Pll follow your Heels fo clole: 
as ll go near to tread upon your Kibes. 

[ Exesnt ommes- 


Bora- 


Futer Dorido and Forefte. 


Dorid. Signior, I knew yea brave Com 
mauder under the great Petruchio; and tince | 
that time your conftant virtues have de- 
ferv’d more recompence, than Fate wiil mi- 
nifter by me. My kindnef$ is no miracle: 
fince gratitude is only fick, not dead. But 
pray believe what I have faid is truth. 

‘Foref. O, Six, ?tis the errour of unskilful | 
love to be too conftant in her charity.to all. | 
But I have grounds more relative to make 
me jealous of the truth; and I believe you 
with my heart: and yet ’tis ftrangee Doth 
this Caftrachio think his haggard fate can 
triumph over mine ? becaufe in luft the De- 
vil did inftruc his induftry : dares he attempt 
my life? J } 

Dor. I give you real grounds for my fu- 
fpence. Reward (Sir) may make a Villain 
bloody, though it cannot make him yali- 


Foref- Nay, °tis often {cen, amongft the 
feveral Creaturesof 4 Prince, {uch inftru-’ 
ments as thefe moft protit reap. Employ- 
ments noble do requite themfelves, and ° 
honour pays the great of heart: who lofe 
but time in fervice which is the Bodies 
wealth. Your Friend ftays. If you pleafe to 
appear with him from thence, at my fum- 
mons 3 1 fhall difcover mire. 

Dor. Noble Signior, I am yours. 

[Exit Dorido. 

‘Forefte What, hoa? Luinna! Wife! 


Enter Luinna. 


Luin. My Lord! — 

Foref- Come hither, Love. Tell me,when 
was the Royal Lecher here difguis’d? What 
did he tend thee laft? when mutt ye quench 
the Cyprian fire: hah! you may tell me all, 
for Pil not blab. Alas, Pm more filent than 
my Grandfire in his Tomb. A fubtle Pimp,I. 
A Pander" learned in the art. Tell me 
Chuck ? | ‘ 

Luim Alas, my noble Loid!” what do - 
ye means was , 

_ Foref< Why nothing, 1: yet tis enough I 
tcel the wrong. If'ignorant, ¥ fuffcr twice. 
And therefore let me know mine Enemy. 
The hittle worm, when trod upon, will turn 
his head, to look upon his Murderer. And 
hath my Spleen no eyes? Is the revenge of 
Man lefs curious than a Worms. She 
weeps. O; Luinnz, the facred Kuot’s unty’d. 
Thou hatt’ deti’d and ftain’d the vetial 
Sheets. Thy breaft thall be no more my 
Pillow. mat | 

Luin. O fay not fo. Let Thunder firike 
me dead, if I e’re knew the Duke, with. 
knowledge more dithoncft, than what har- 
bours inthe eyes; only by fight. 

Foref- O new horrour! fuch brazen im- 
pudence would make a Negro blufh. Come, 
glorious Whore, ‘acquaint me with your 
tricks. Who, when, where, how? For bes 
fides the Jewel which he gavethee: Ihave 
proofs that will even damn my Sifter; and 
convinee thee too. : 

Luin. My dear Lord 5 be not cruel 
faith; what I have faid is truth. 

Foref. Still conftant in thy perjury. Mer- 
cy were tamenefs then. Thou fhalt dye like 
an heroick Whore : ; 


a ftout Martyr to thy 
concealed Lover. Appear ho! 


[Enter Dorido aud bis Friend in Vifards. 


in-your 


| Hear, my the Goat! thefe men are full and 


frefh ; but if they cannot tire ye out, I will 
procure ‘ye the Town Bull, todrownd ye in 
the a@. Take her afide, and agtee who 
(alltbeginy PSA. Sees, ee 
Luin. 


« 


Lain. Stay, ftay, O my Husband, my 
dearett Lord! will you permit fuch cruel- 
¢y againit your own Wile. She that hath 
~ fo often flept within your bofom. 

do yeu want common fenfe ? Stay, ftay, I 
© will confefs’t. 


ns . 


1 Silk: and ’tis a fubtle Whore, fhe knows it 


~ me not with ftories of my former love be- 
tween us. I fee thee, as thou art, why {peak’ft 
thou not? ‘ 

Lwin. Sorrow was ever flow of utte- 


‘time my duty hath been held iti more regard 
than now ‘it is. All former intereft 13 quite 
eee 
© Foref? Mark, did’ not 1  fafpect ~ the 
would begin her Charms again. Away 
with her. wt as ies 

win. O flay, now, now, Y will reveal 
‘all. Boros 
 . Foref.. Be aumble then; and tell me pun- 
- -@aal truth, for my revenge is honeft, and 
vould not willingly miftake when it fhall 
me “trike.*>* de ; 
Luin. ?Tis true, your Sifter’s ravith’d by 
the Duke. Which fatal truth, this morning 
FT receiv'd from her own mouth. But if I 
ere did break my marriage Vows, ‘or think 
‘unlawfully; then may.I lofe my intereft in 
“Heaven. My duty and my love remain fill 
“yours, and this conftancy deferves fome 
 kindnefs, therefore if *tis decreed that I 
 muftdye: Let medye a modeft death. Ex- 


Ravithers. 
a 


AG LY: 


any | 
7; ; ~ O, 110, my Stars, it is too much 
® pee to ea Though I were fto- 
 -mach’d like an Eftridge, yet could I not 
digeft fach hard dealing. My Wite defil d, 
‘and Corfa ravith’d. The Count abus’d, my 
 felf proferib’d to fuffer by obfcure Villains. 
would I had trod the humble path , and 
 -gnade my induftry lef ambitious. The Shrub 
 fecurely grows. 
Ae the wind. And thus we diftinguith the 
‘noble from the bafe: the noble find their 
Hives and deaths fill troublefome: But hue 
smility doth flecp , whilft the forms grow 


ae 


The GuelBiovber. 


O {peak ! | 
 -Foref: Stay, Pm of*too eafie, too foft a | 
— foul. My heart-ftrings (fare) are made of | 


_well enough. But come, be brief Charm | 


ance, and J do tremble ftill. I knew the’ 
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Foref: What think ye, Sir ? 

Dor. My thoughts continue in the for- 
mer fenfe; I havea chatte and virtuous wifes 
however you defit’d affarance from a tryal {6 
unkind as this. . , 

Foref. Still, methinks, that Jewel which 
he gave her, procur’d the fame requital chat 
my Sifter made. But let it pafs. Ido conjure 
ye both (as y’*have been Souldiers) to keep 
your tongues clofe. Let not words difperle 
what youhaveheard. °Tis external repu- 
tation that keeps feme men from fin. - Our 
faults once known, we do neglect to mend : 
fince reputation fuffers {till ; tor chat admits 
of help, but it is never cur’d. And fo the fa- 
tal jars’tween man and wife, 1f fecret kept, 
diffention falls afleep. But if once known 

to Fame, Fame talks fo loud fhe waketh it 
‘again. Your filence, Signiors, fhall challenge 
miich from my requital. 

Dor. Befides our obligations to your 
worth, even both our honours would im- - 
pofe it as avirtue, notatrouble. We are 
your humble Servants. 

[ Exit Dorido with bis Friend. 

Foref: 1 will deferve you for my friends. 


pofe not your poor Wife unto the cruelty of 


The talleft' Tree‘ftands mott | 


Rife You muft be clear’d by a firicter 
tryal. °Till when I do neglect the large 
Charter of Husbands o’re their Wives: ‘and 
tommand ye as.a Judge th’ offender. Hence, 
and become my Prifoner in yourClofet. Take 
‘heed, no curifiory in fear make you, to pry 
_in my defigns. i 
LuinJ do obey ye chearfully.[ Exit Luinna. 
Foref: O my heart! fhall my mduftry and 
| hopes tind this period ? my fufferance is tir’d. 
| Itis an old inconftancy in Fate, 


| Soon to ere, and foon to ruinate.  LExite_ 


ne a 


SCENE L. 


A Chair at the Arras. 


Enter Forelte folus. 


hoarfe with {colding. My Gall o’reflows 
my heart; and drowns propitious thoughts. 
T will be juft yet cruel too. The darknefs 


of the night is troublefome. Stay —That 
fickly light from her Chamber comess Mini- 
on Pll begin with you. [ Exit. 


© >. Enter Corla and a Boy- 


Corfae Sing, gentle youths who knows 
£1 fhall live to hear thy voice agam. 


Ppp 2 SONG, 


’) 


' chance 
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SONG. 


Boy. Weep wo more for what is paft 
For Time in motion makes fuch bafte 
He hath no leifure to difcry . 
Thofe errors which he paffeth by. 
If we confider Accident, 
And how repugnant unto fenfe, 
It pays defert with bad event 
We (hall difparage Providence. 


Enter Forelie. 


Foref. This is your Dirge. 

Corf. Hah! who is there? 

Foref. °Tis 1. Difmifs that trifle hence, 
and fhut the door. 

Corfa. Farewel, Youth? Get thee to Bed. 

[ Exit Boy. 

Foref: But where’s the rigled Hag 5 the 
inceftuous lump of heat? where is the, 
{peak ? 

Corfa. Alas, Sir, who do you mean? 

Fore(:. Why fhe that Goflips with the De- 


- vils Dam, the fubtle Bawd, your Woman. 


O Sifter! I have heard all— [Corf-kyeels. 
Nay, kneel not to me 3 you are my Patron’s 
Wife. But yet where obligation is indear’d, 
there injury condemns it felf. Can you fur- 
vive a wrong fo eminent: a wrong com- 
mitted *gainft your Husband and my Pa- 
tron ? 

Corfz. ©, Sir! T hope if you have heard 
the truth: you will believe it was a rape 
ith’ Duke, and no adultery in me. ~ 
F Foref. How,a rape! O weak and immo. 
deft fhift: Come, fit thee down.———Or if 
ye mean to pray, knecl, and be nimble in de- 
yotion. Thou art to dye. 

Corfa. My Noble Brother! do not fright 
my foul: ufe me kindly with your tongue 
and looks: Iam already reconcil’d to Hea- 
ven 5 and would perhaps confent to your de- 
fign. 

e Rove O bleffed fpeech ! 

Corfs °Twere not unnatural in me, to 
with for life! yet minding what conftru@ti- 
ons the world may make of my finifter 


Foref. 1 there’s the point. The giddy 
multitude have neither skill nor leifure to 
convince fuppofition, with arguments of 


firength and charity. Their quick cenfure | 


brings fuch effec as SpeGtacles, when, us’d 
in hafte; which then do rather aggravate 
the fhape: then give diftintion of .the 
form. Who, who would live to be an Ar- 
gument for chem? 

Corf- Do ye conclude then, that I muft 
now dye? ; 

Foref. Why is’t not fit it fhould be fo ? 


The Cruel Brother. 


Corfa. E’re 1 take my laft leave of my 
kind Lord. 

Foref. Ceremonious form doth oft {0 long 
delay our journey 5 “till it prove too late to 
reach our home. ’Tis a long way to Hea- 
ven. We muft make hatte. Nay, if your 
courage fail before it comes unto the teft: I 
fhall prepare to be unkind. Could you en- 
dure to fee your Lord, defil’d, polluted as 
you are? That kind Patron to all our Fami- 
ly whofe conftant love is warranted by 
Time, that beft can judge of conftancy. 
Whe took you to his Bed, upon conditions 
cheap, and dangerous to his own eftate. 

Corfa. Sir, {peak no more: but ufe me as 
you pleafe; I will obey in all. 

Fore{: Come, ftretch down your arm, and 
permit this Scarf to faften it to the Chair. 
Then vail your eyes. We muft not traft a 
womans valour fo 

Corfa. Oh, oh, oh. 

Foref. The torture’s paft. Thy wrift Veins 
are cut. Here in this Bafon bleed away thy 
foul. 

Corfa. Commend me to my deareft Lord. 
I am his humble facrifice. He’ll not be more 
unwilling to grant attonement: than I have 
been to need it. The Fates give others ex- 
piation : which now they want themfelves. 
I {peak too loud. For who dares chide with 
them that may employ Thunder, 

Foref- Her beauty now decays apace. O 
could I feparate the blood defil’d, from what 
is pure: I would fhed that; then refirain 
the current, know! (unskilful Nature) if 
operation fhould long fubfitt in fuch gro{s 
mixture: men would be Devils ¢’re they 


liv’d in Eiell. 
Corfae 1 come, Celeftial Quire |___ 
[She rifeth up. 


v 
Foref- Extafie! through weaknefs in ex- 
pence of blood ! dear Sifter, difturb not your 
Jaft minutes. 
Corf- I muft afcend 
Foref: How! would you enter Heaven, 
with tetters on your foul? cloge’d with 
thefe mortal limbs. Sit down, expire in 
peace. 
Corf. O, my Brother! whilft I am yet a- 


|live, let.me feel {ome intereft in your blood. 


What fault of mine deferves impediments in, 
my laft journey? if my Lord were here, he 
would have feen me us’d with mercy. 

Foref: Sweet foul! thefeare bur miftakes 
of weaknefs. ' 

Corf. Will not my Lord be merciful, to 
me, and to my memory ? [Rifeth up. 

Fore. Sic till, Thy worth fhall thine in - 
fuch a Character : that being dead, he needs 
mult woo thy Ghoft. 

Corf- And will pofterity confent, to have 
me Regiftred with thofe of modeft fame? 

” Fore. 


The Cruel Brother. 


Foref; That Aftrologer s who {pies thee 
firft within a Star: mutt not find thy lodg- 
ing nearto Venus. 

Corfa. Oh, ob, oh [ Recorders : Sadly. 

Foref-s A Convulfion in her Arteries! 

Corfa. Mercy Heaven ! [ She dyes. 

Foref: Heark ! [ Still Mufick, above. 
As the afcends, the Spheres do welcome her, 
with their own Mutick. Her foul is 
gone / Hah! whither is it gone? O vaft 
fufpence ! Madnefs fuucceeds enquiry. Fools 
of Nature! What Anceftor,  [Ceafe Rec. 
(that dy’d long fince) hath brought us news 
of his abode ! or told us how they ufe him 
in the other world ? O this wild myftery fo 
- much concerneth man: that we would wil- 
lingly difmifs fufpence with fight and not 
with confequence. For he that fees through 
Faith, but flatters doubt. Faith’s a Per{pe- 
tive through whofe narrow lane ; little 
things (far of ) feem fo much too gréat, too 
near : that what was firft unknown is more 
eftrang’d from knowledge than it was be- 
fore. Yet by the rules of lawful hope: it 
goes well with her: for fhe was ever given 
to prayer: fuperflitious in humility : and 
even unthrifty in hey charity. She held her 
Virtues in fuch high extreams, that her Di- 
vinity was troublefome. Grew froma Saint 
a holy fuperftitious fool. Sleep here, a facri- 
fice to thy wrong’d Lord: Till I 
(Thy Prieft) become an Executioner 
To him, who was thy cruel Ravifher. 

(Exit Forefte. 


Enter Duke and Cafttuchio. 


" Duke. Doth fhe condemn the act with 
fuch diflike ? 

Cajt. Even fo, Sir, my intelligence affirms. 
For fince her Woman was dilmifled; the 
fent a Meflenger unto Lucea, to urge her 
Lords return: whom I do expect within 
this hour. He’ll chufe to travel in the night 
for privacy. 

Puke. And I have fent to {tay him there : 
until a new Commiffion order his return. 
Cat. Moft royal Sir, you then may guefs 
what frights fuch oppofition in thefe meffa- 
ges will nourifh in. his heart. - And being 
young he cannot feed on doubts. He'll ra- 
ther think his intereft in you his priviledge 
to erre; fo flight your Mandate, and come 
home, to fettle his fufpence. 

Duke. Remorfe doth cherifh danger! Jet 
me be fafe. Secure me firaight. I would 
exprefs my felf without a tongue 

Cajt. My gracious Lord; my apprchen- 
fion lies not im my ears, but in my brain. I 
can conccive without the noife of words. Ic 
thews apparent to my fenfe : the Count pre- 


faming, on that free addrefs, he ftill hath | 
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had unto your perfon: will hither bring 
Corfa and Forefte to thew the fhape and qua- 
lity of his new fufferance. Be you within 
your Bed, to free you from the worlds fafpi- 
cion: whillt Ido place behind the Gallery 
door ( which leads unto your Clofet Chappel) 
{uch bold Fellows,as fhall dare to thruft their 
weapons home. 

Duke. O quinteffence of foul. I will leave 
allto thee. Good night. : [ Exit. 

Caf. May flumber {cize upon your royal 
Eyes. Know, poor Foreffe, thy time on earth 
is fhort. [Enter Duke. 

Duke. Caftrucbios Y have better thought 
upon’t. 

Caft. My gracious Lord. 

Duke. 1 would not have thee hurt my Boy: 
ufe him kindly for my fake. 

Caft. Shall he not dye? 

Duke. Not for the world. Thou doft 
not know hisfoul. He’s of fo foft fo {weet 
a nature, that he inchants where he is known. 
Befides, I find I am fo powerful o’re his 
youth: that I thall foon extirpate from his 
memory the wrong I did his Wife, and him. 
As for Forefte: his experience is of growth 
too {tubborn, and will not be remov’d from 
his revenge by {trength of words. ~There- 
fore let him no mercy feel: but let my Boy 
be gently us’d for my fake. Farewel 

__ LExit Duke. 

Caft. This is a filly kind of love! Bat let 
me think So to contrive this plot: that 
Lothario may. deftroy Forete, and to make 
his filence fafe! humh [ Enter Duke. 

Duke. No, it muft not be 

Cajt. My royal Lord! 

Duke. Lucio (my Boy) is not profcrib’d. 
Take heed Caftruchio! if thou doft extend 
thy hand: to him thou doft infect all thy 
other kindnefs: and I fhall fee thee as a 
Cockatrice: Look to’ts 

Caft. Moft gracious Sir, were he hidden 
in’s own fears he could not be more fafe, 
than you have made him. 

Duke.Once more then,good Night. [ Exit. 

Caff. A plague upon‘this love. Such 
thoughts when firft your blood did make 
your Veins to {well, had prevented my em- 
ployment. Softly, foftly. Fear and ftdpicion 
ever walk thus foftly. [ Exit. 


Enter Forefte, and Servants with a Light. 


Foref: Leave here the Light, and go to 
Bed. , [Exit Servant. 
Within. Break ope the doar, break ope 
the door. | Within crys 
Foref. Hah! who'counfels fo unlawtully ? 


Extt:r Lucio and Servants. 
Lucio. O Forefte | the fatal hour is come. 
| Ring) 
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Ring out your Bells, until they wake the 
dead. -Let Trumpets groan, and the fhrill 
Phiph be hoarfe. The tatal hour is come, 
Fore{:, Why, what’s the matter, Six? 
Lucio. .O, my Wife !, by this the did en- 
treat mefuddenly [LHe fhews a Letter. 
(upon fome urgent caufe) to hafte from Luce 


ea to her: Juft now I.lighted from, my, 


Horfe, enter’d her Chamber : and found her 


newly murder’d in her Chair. My Servants: 


fay that my arrival there did juft fucceed your 
departure from her. 
“Furef. Difmifs your Sexvants,and you fhall 
know all, 
Lucio. Hence, and expect me ftraight at 
home. [ Exeunt Servants. 
Foref- 1 pray come hither, Sir Do you 


diilike that jaftice which depriv’d your Wile . 


of breath? 

Lucio Dokt thou call it Juftice? 

Foref: Yes, in the noblcti ftrain : fhe was 
defil’d. The royal Goat (the Duke ) hath ra- 
vith’d her: and I (that never could adinic 
excufe in points of honour) (where ever 
fufpicion fuficeth to condemn) did {ummon 
up my memory: wherein the kind effects 
of your beft love to us are regiftred. And 
finding you betray’d in your own Fort! I 
cut her Veins, and gave perpetual liberty, to 
her polluted blood... 

Lucio. O Villain! more bloody than the 
Tyger 3. whole empty entrails oft encourage 
cruelty; though thou didit flight her as my 
poor Wife: yet the might well expect fome 
mercy, as bemg thy own Silter. | 

Foref: Had fhe included ail propinguity 
of blood, which lawful marriage keepeth 
known: this bore word (Honor) bad been 
enough, t’have divore’d her from my mercy. 
Sweet Lord, do not miftake your Servant: 
whofe kindnefS thinks his own Sifter (when 
defil’d) was too bafe for your ufc. 


Lucio. A bloody kindnefs to diltinguifh fo. ' 
Her 


She was no Adulteref3, but enforc’d. 
thoughts were putre : and fuch a noble fym- 
pathy indear’d her foul to mines that her 
own tears might {oon have wafh’d away her 
body’s ftain. And fhe again feem clean. 
Corf2! O,my wife! where art thou? Speak, 
no reply? Art thou fo much butied with 
thy new acquaintance now in Heaven: That 
thy poor Lord may not borrow one word at 
parting ? Draw, draw ingrateful Monfter / 
that haft prevented thus our Dialogue. 

Furef. Sir, cool your fury! take breath 
awhile: and hear me {peak. 

Lucio. No, falle Syren | thou holy Hypo 
crite! Iknow thy tricks too well! *Caufe I 
am young, too foft of heart; and apt to melt 
in every flame of my own trivial love; there- 
fore thou think’ft to practife on me now with 
fubtle eloquence. Diaw, or clfe thou dy’ft. 


Lhe Cruel Brother. 


Foref- Come—Let me dye (as the) a facri- 
fice to thee my Patron. { Offers bis naked breaft 

Lucio. A facrifice tome! O, Forefte! why 
doft thou multiply [Flzags away bis Sword. 
thy skill to thy friends prejudice? it is not 
well, in trothicis not. Employ thy own 
heart : think upon’ thy felf. ? Tis not kind- 
ly-done: I fhould not have us’d you thus— 

Foref- O my dear Lord! where did I lofe 
your yeart? Jam o’recome at thefe expref- 
fions. I cannot weep much; O my unskil- 


ful gratitude! what dire miftake confounds 


ous properties ! I kill?’d a Silter to fecure'a 
friend. ?Twasill, *twasnot the right way. 
A true Roman now would walk afide, and 
with his own Sword difmifs his own foul: 
and not permit thofe tears in youthful eyes, 
thus to difgrace the ftrength of elder love. I 
cannot weep, but our Divinity fupplies us 
with difcreeter ways to, make affction 
known enough. I will prefix but one fhort 
hour, to think upon’t. Here, Sir, fheath your 
good Sword, ’till revenge prove ripe, And 
I conjure you by all my Sitters love to follow 
me: in whofe behalf your juftice may em- 
ploy it {clf. Which. done, you fhall behold 
my heart without a Perfpective. - 
Lucio. Uf it concerneth her, by whom . 
thou doft conjure my fervice, ?m bound to 
follow thee. 

Foref. What hoa! 

Luin. My Lord. 

Foref- Come you along, with us. You 
walk unto the Bar: if tryal find thee falfe, 
thou. fhalt be fcatter’d into Atoms. — 

Luia. Ormy devining, foul! fure my Si- 
fter is not fafe. [ Exeunt omnese 


[ Exter Luinna 


Enter Caftruchio, Lothario, Cofimo, 
feveral ways. 


Caft.. Signior Lotbario ! 

Loth. Here, Signior Cofimo. 

Cofe Lamhere. Speak lows Coufin Ca- 
flruchio. 

Caft. I am here too. Why are we f{cat- 
tered thus ? ‘ 

Cof: ?Tis in dearch of Borachios who fear- - 
ing, danger in this ation, commits himfelf 
very tamely to his heels. 

Caft. Let him be damn’d unthought of. 
Have you heard or {een a Paflenger, : 

Cof: No, yet Lotbario gives me notice of 
anoife far off: but you know the length of — 
an Affes ear. 

Loth. Paffes there (fay you) who is’t? 

Cof: He ecchoes by mittake. > 4 body: — 
bat my Coufin fays he?ll lug che Alcs car, _ 
{peaking of yourman. 

Loth. The Butchers Dog fhall fave him a 
labour. Pe ; 

Caft:, Well,Gentlemen,! have intyllbgeae 

(by 


Thariel Brovler. 


(by my Boy) chat Forefte Mad the Count are | 


| 


coming hither. Look to’t. But let the Count 
be fafe. You know his voice, Lotbario? 

Loth. Very diftin&ly. Ne 

Caft. Well, any man (but he) that ftirs 
his tongue, envites his own ruine. Give 
me your hands, Pll bring ye to a door: 
through which, if they do pafs, it mutt be 
over us. 

Loth. Leave Forefte to my charge, for I 
am his deftiny. ; 

Cof: Softly, foftly. 


The Duke (on bis Bed) is drawn forth. 
Enter Forefte, Lucio, Luinna. 


Foref. Now fet we the light at liberty. 
[ He opens a dark Lanthorn. 


~ Here let me beg your fiay, “till Trefolve a 


doubt that moft concerns my heart. 

Lucio. You fhall. But do not execute re- 
venge upon the Dukes “till my affent en- 
courage thee. 

Foref: My aétions are confin’d, upon, not 
in the Bed? Guilt confounds’ all order and 
makes our relt unnatural. Miftrefs, fland 
you there. 
[He leads her to ftand at the Beds feet. 

Duke. Hah! from whence that light ! 
who waits within! Foreffe, is it you? what 
do you mean by this uncivil vifitation ' 

Foref: Yam not fo unthsifty of my time 


to join replies unto demands, ¥ mutt de- 


prive you of your foul. 
Duke. How? is this language lawful un- 
to me thy Soveraign Prince. Did not high 


providence treble the aflurance of my fate- 


ty, by Guards invifible, when I was firlt 
predeftinate to this fupream function ? and 


 dar’ft chou tempt the ftrength of Heaven ? 


Fore: 1 know ’twere a prophane curio 
fity inme, to queftion the prerogatives of a 
free Prince. For ignorance, and a dull eatic 
faith, mutt flatter bondage ftill. Or liberty 


* (th? eldeft Child of Nature) confounds pre-- 


dominance, by fuing for equality amongtt 
the Sons of men: and fo revokes a Chaos. 
Duke. Which foon returns: unilefs di- 
finétion perfwade thee fix my Royalty a- 
bove thy reach: that art my natural Sub- 
jock. 
Foref. Enough, falfe Sir. Warm not the 


air with words; Be ftill, and now requite 


the leifure I permit for prayer: by a truc re- 

ply to what I thall demand. 
Duke. Iwill. . 
Foref- Look on that woman there. Did 

you. eyer make her an AdulterefS? {peak 

truth, fo come your foul to Heaven. 

~ Duke. Never. Socome my foul to Hea- 

ven, as I {peak truth. 


[ Excunt omnes. 


| 
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Foref- O, Sir, take heed, the perjurer hath 
little hope onthe laft day, to hide himfelf 
?th’?Crowd: he is a finner much too emiz 
nent. But what meant that Jewel’ which 
you gave hers and which fhe conceal’d, ’till 
its own luftre did betray it ? 

Duke. I gave it to difpuife the catife, for 
which I fent the other unto Cor{z. 

Lucio. That name will prick my fury on! 
although I ftrive to be propitious. ' ; 

Foref. Uknow, Luinna, thou art merciful 
Forgive me gentle Girl. I¢ was the firft Bar- 
gain we did make i’th’ Church, to fhare in 
{ufferance. 

Luin. And’tis my duty, Sir, to be mof 
teady in the obfervance. 

Fore’, My Lord! 

Lucio. A rude {ummons, that calls me ag 
a Judge co cenfure the errors of my Prince. 

Duke. What, is he there too? © killing 
object. 

Foref- Behold (young, Lord) the cruel 
Ravither, whom Time himfelf hall never 
parallel, though he furvey his old Records, 
to waken memory. ‘ 

Lucio. O horrour / furnith us ({weet Hea- 
ven) with mercy: infpire rernorfe: or we 
accufe a Prince, and murder whom thou 
didft annoint our Soveraign. 

Foref’ My heart {wells. Pm full of grief 
and danger. 

Duke. The caule deferves great alteration. 
More than mortality can fee, and yet be fafe. 
I wonder Heaven takes {o little notice of it. 
O, Lucio! mind not my former love: but 
ftrike, until I groan my laft. 

Lucio. Forefte theath thy Sword: it muft 
not be. He was our Royal Matter oace, and 
might in modefty compare himfelf; wich 
all beft Princes: whom Fame referves as 
Patterns. For my fake theath your Sword. 

Duke. OI fhall difgrace my Royal Char- 
ter! My creature is more beautiful than I: 
more wealthy in his love. 

Forefs For my own part I mutt deftroy’ 
my felt: for fhould I live, I fhould grow 
mad. But lam bound to care for you (my 
Lord) take heed ! I know the tricks of Ma- 
jefty. They think they cannot be fecure af- 
ter doing ill; but by doing worfe: that is, 


| by killing quite, whom erft they did but 


wound, 

Lweio. And that’s the furgery whichJ de- 
fire. I will endure all. O, my Lord,my Lord, 
I will not bid pofterity tell tales: nor charge 
Hiftorians to infert in Annals; on fuch a 
nighta great Italian-Duke,ravifli’d his Crea- 
ture Lucio’s Wife: Sifter to Foreffe his faith- 
ful Councellor. 

Foref: Lucio, compos’d of fuch an hum- 
ble love; thar to fecure his Mafters feet, 
would fpread his body on the earth, for him 
to walk upon. Lucia 
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i Lucion And Foreffe, whole induftry and | 


‘Lucin bleeding at his feet. Villain take this 


- 


véave outwatch’d Jean vigilance, “all fhe } thrust, 


‘grew mad. But come, let’s leave him to 
contrive our deaths. My heart-{o fills. my 
mouth, [cannot fpepks ie. 
Dake. Lucio {tay, Forelte ftay. awhile. 
Leave me not thus anatomiz’d. 
[_He rifeth from 
Dif me really, with your good Swords. 
Behold my brealt,.take out my heart: and 


"if you find your: figures, there, then ule my | 


fame with mercy. 4... 
Lucio. Forefte come away... 

Forefs Make hafte Luinnas 

Laine Lam wak’d out of a ftrange amaze- 
ment. { Exewnt Forette, Lucio, Luinna. 

Duke« Hide me {welling Hills! ye Quar- 
wes cleave, and fuck me in, then join again. 
Wouldit not make 2 Hermite mad? O who 
(hall bribe the Sun, that-in the day of gene- 


yal accompts : he may avouch, he never faw | deferves a tear. 


mehere.. Hah! falfe Memory! i.forgot to 

tell ’em of Cajtruchio- 

em. Fcannor guels which way they went. 
[Exit the other way: 


_ Enter Cafiruchio, Lothario, Cofimo. 


Caft. Hell, and the Pillory take fuch dull 
ears. It cannot be, but they have pafs’d the 
Cloyfters, and e’re this, with help of private 
Keys, entred the Dakes Bedchamber. 

Loth. Thofe made that noile f {poke of 

Calt. The very fame. A pox upon demurs. 

Col: Will you lead the way, that we may 
hearken if they be there or no. 

[ Eater Duke. 
Duke. Af Lthould come too late ?—— 
Loth. That’s none of the Counts voice. 

Have at ye, Sir. 


Duke. O,0,0, Lam furpris’d in my own |° 


fnare. . te 
Caft. It is Forefte, fure.. Let’s make fate 
- work; kill Lothario, lay him by him, and 
depart. 
Cof- A match. oy 
Loth. O Villains, 0,0, O. [Lothario dies. 


Enter Forefte, Lucio, Luinna., 


Foref- What noifeisthat? . 

Caft. Another, Forefte.. *.. Are 

Lucio. My Royal. Mafter bleeding ‘on the 
Ground! O murderous Villains., © 

Luia.Murder,murder. Help! oh help'{ Exit. 


[Lucio fights with Cofimo, Forette 


the Bed. 


Lucio. Jam foil’d by a bafe hand. fs 
CafE lye Cofimo,tlye. [ Exewnt Cal. and Cot. 


Foref. Some comfort yct remains, inthat _- 


Lam profcrib’d to fhare in thy fate, though 
it be bad. I-lofe much blood. Falfe finews, 
do youbegin to fhrink?... [He falls down. 
Duke. Lucio, let my foul carry your par- 
don with her unto Heaven; and yours, Fo- 
rete. This ftratagem was mine, but the fuc- 
cefs was much againft my will. wie 
Lucio. Sir, 1 torgive you all. 
Foref: Nay; let us join hands. We do 
forgive each other, and the world. “The like 
mercy may Heaven beftgw onus. 
Duke. Amen, Amen. 
Lucio. Amen, Amen, , - [They dye. 
Fore Jf. There his heartftrings broke. Lucia 
(my Patron) already dead too: that fight 


Tis beft to o’retake | Enter Dorido, Luinna, Cowstiers with Lights. 


*  Caltruchio and Colimd ‘led in, 


Dor. Bring, the Slaves in, theit deeds will 
{oon convince their faint denial, where did 
you'leave em Lady ? 

Luin. Here, here,O my Lord, my Lord. ~~ 

Foref: Lhave not breath enough to com- 
fort thee with words. Mercy Heaven. (dies. 

Luin. O my Lord! my Husband, He’s ~ 
dead, he’s dead. age. 

Dor. Hold the Lady there : O dire fpecta- 
cle, the Duke, Lucio, Forefte, and Lothario 
lye here breathlels. 1 did {ulpect fome black 
contpiracy. Which made me haunt’ them 
two unto the Palace, but f did lofe’em by © 
the Chappel ftairs; bloody dogs, what De- 
nalypretenics ye to this action. 

.Caft., Lhope, Pve not fo much blood left, 
as will preferve me for an.anfwer. * 

Cof: Vfeeel my end too néare © 

Dor. Take ’em away , and clofe. their 
wounds, though there be fomne’mércy fhewn 
by thus deferring that reward “which your 
black fouls fhall receive’ in Hell. “Yet know 
the Law will here on earth provide fuch tor 
tures as fhall make your deaths exemplary to ~ 
all fucceeding times. [Exeunt fome with 
Gentleman, your filence may. Caf. Cof 
be excus’d, where there’s fo much caufe of 
admiration. Some help the dead from hence, 
others call up the Counfellors of State.” 
So intricate is Heavens revenge ’gaintt luft. 
The righteous fuffer here with the tnjutt 


with Caftruchio. ; —  [ Exeant omnes. 
_ Forefe. The Duke my Soveraign flain, and Eh, 
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PROLOGUE. 


\ Noble Company | for we can [py, 
A Befide rich gawdy Sirs, fome that rely 
Mare on their Judzments, then thei? Cloathes ; 
and ma¥ 
with wit, aswell as Pride, re[cue our Play: 


g 
x 


Tet fo much taxt of both, as will befit 
Our humble Theame, you fall receive, and 
fuch 


As may pleafe thofe, who not expect too much. 


Fur when you but furv-y the narrow Wayes 


Andris but juft , though each Spethator knows | We walke in, you will find, we could not raife 


This Houfe, and feafon, dves more promife 
fhewes, 


From a few Scamen, wind-boutd in a Port, 
More various changes, bufincls, or move 


Dancing, and Buckler Fights, then Art, or Sport. 


Witt; 


. The Perfons of the Play. 


Sir Solemue Trifle 
Sir Furious Inland 
Wurwell, 
Seawit, 
Te fais, § 
Cable, 
Bumble 
Boat{waine, 
Dafo, 
Scarcrow, 
Zeale, ; 
Prattle, 
Saylors, 
Porter, 
Ladie Loveright, 
Mrs. Joynture, 
' Nightingale, 
Carrack, 
Smoothall, 


A Foolith old Knight. 
A Country Knight. 
A Gentleman Servant to Loveright. 


Sea-Captaines, 
A Dutch Captain, 
Clerke to Triffe. 


Intelligencers: 


Neice to Trifle. 

Cofen to Loveright. 
Loverights Waitingwoman, 
A Rich Widdow. 

Her Maide. 


SCENE PLYMOUTH. 
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ACT. I. 


ee Neewes from Plimouth. | 


we ol Wane F 


4 
Enter Seawit , Topfaile , Cable. 


Seawit. He Wind ftill Southerly? here | Your Woods the juft precin¢ts of his own 
we are like - =~ Ward. s - 
To ftay till grafs grow on our 
Deeks; andall 
Our Maftstake root, bud forth too.and beare 
Akornes, + 
Which (as I take’t) my Salt-Sea friends, is like. 
To be our food when all our vi@ual’s fpent. 
How thrives your treafure Cable? when your 
looks high ag eee 
Are heavy, we fhall need {mall Magick to 
Divine your Pockéts light, 9°)" ~ 
Cable, A few Mild-Sixpences, with which 
My Purfer cafts accompt, is all I’ve left. 
Top/aile. There are :ith’Harbour Sir, thofe 
of che farthfull 
‘hat will truft, upon a good pawne, you mutt 
Ingage your Plate. 
Sea His Plate! alafs ! poor Soule, 
What Plate hath he more then his Boat{waines 
Whittle. Ty. Oa 
As for the Silver Seale, that hung at’s wrift, 
Whereon was carv’d the Lovers Scutchions Sir, 
(The bleeding Heart) that’s gane long fince 


Cable. And thefe two Difciples to St: 
_ Tantlin, 
That rife to long exercife before day, 
And coufen’d foundly before noon, thefe fhall 
Grow old within your Mannor houfe, and die 
There too, and be buried in your oWn 
“Chappel; ee. 
And have their finfull Seacole duft, mingled 
Wich th’ afhesof your Warlike Anceftors. 
Top/aile. *Tis true, tothefe unpleafant ha- 
"zards ~ 
Riot and Youth muft bring us to : 
The gallant. humour of the Age, no remedy, 
Whilft yet the Mothers blefling quarrels and 
‘chimes 
Ith’ pocket thus: the thrift of Thirty years 
Sav’d out of Mince Pies, Butter, and dry’d 
Hopps. 
It muftaway.;. but where? In the Metropolis , 
London, the Spheare of Light and harmony ? 
Where ftill your Taverne Buh is green, and 
flonrifhing ; 


wadorne Your Punke dancing in Purple, ve 
His Miftrefs Court. Cubboard’s swhich on a | With Mufick that would make a Hermit frisk 
cloth noel c) Iaavise t i 


Likea young Dancer on a Rope. But alafs! 
There’s no fuch pure materials for delight 
‘In this dull Harbor, I will fooner draw 
My Sword, then my purfe here, "Tis a place fit 
Only for midnight Battels with the watch. 
* Cable. And vildly deftitute.of Women, here 

Are none but a few Matrons of Bifcay, 
Fhat the Spaniards \eft here 
in Eighty Eight. s 

Stawit. Cable, Your Hofteffes Daughter at 

theHoop, © 4 

Defir’d me laft night would {peak to you, 
For an old Sprit-fail to make her a Smock. 

. Cable. You have Mony, Sir, you may be 
+... metry. © © 

Seawit. In fober truth, thou art. 

Cable. Why what am 1? 
| Seawit. As gteat a Sinner, 
As ere eate Bisket and Salt Beef. } 
But Gentlemen, it lies much now within 
My power, although -here windebound and 

diftreft, 

To make your fad hearts light, 


Of Network edg’d with a Ten-penny-Lace, 
Stands now between her Thimble and her Bod- 
kin; 
Objects of State (believ’c) and Ornament: 
Cable. This Town is dearer then Perufa- 
lem, 
After a years Siege; they would make'us pay 
For day-light, if they know to meafure 
The Sun-beames by the Yard, Nay fell the 
very 
Aire too if they could ferve it out in fine 
China-Bottels. If you walk but three turnes 
Inthe High-ftreet, they will ask you Mony 
For wearing outthe Pebles. © °*\ 
_ Seawit. This is your Region Topfaile, for)’ 
you Seamen .nalhowst 
Love to converfe of plenty, where-you may 
Be cous’ned for your ware, and meat, and think 
Such negligence becomes a noble fpirit, 
As wellas Thrift aleane Atturney, or 
Fat Alderman, untill your Mercer and 
Your Man that. fqueezes your lufty Wine of 


Greece, _.. | Gable. Proceed any news of a fate Shipwtack, 
Or brisk Vi#-Dy, rethove from’s {moky habi-'| Of two ftrangers feen floating on a plank, 
tation 


Each with a bag of Porteguez under 
His left arme. > 
Seawit. No Sir, but fince our Navy 4f 
chor’d in 
This Port, Our fame hath profper’d fo, _ 
Phat to behold our pride,and ftrength, hoes 


Inthe Towne, unto your Mannour Houfe ? 

There ride in triumph o’re your conquer’d 
Land, 

As if he did beftride my Lord Mayors horfe, 

As if your Meadows were Cheap-(ide, and all ; 


af 
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This day arriv’d a Lady. 
Totfaile, How, a Lady? 
Seawit. The very flower and pleafure of the 
Spring, ; : 
And hath a Wit fo profperous, one houre 
Of her converfe would make a Courtier of 
A Carman: fo rich, that the Turks vaft Army 
Cannot ftarve upon her Land : 


‘Are prime.Gimefters the very houfewives of 
- Her Dayrie play at fent: and her Plough- 


boys 


Double ‘their wages at Cribidy and Picket. 


Cable. VVell, I'm the Luckilieft Rogue 
_ that ever feckt. 
By this, hand, Gentlemen, 
{ think if my braines were knockt out o’re- 
night, : , 
I fhould find them in my skull agen next morn- 


. ing. 3s 
O my good Starrs, I do thank your bright 


VVorfhips! _ 
Send fucha purchafe hither juft in the nick 
And period of diftrefs. * . 
Topfaile, Seawit, alittle more intelligence ! 
VVhere doth this Lady lie? 
Seawit. At widow Carracks houfe. 
VVhere there are wells new digg’d to lay her 
botled wine , 
Grotto’s to keep her Perfon coole , and 
Kitchins 


3 That would ferve AZarck Anthony, 


Cable. But will fhe eate and drink 2 
Seawit, How! Doe youthink I bring you 
tidings of 
The Maid of Brabant, that liv’d by her fmell, 
That din’'d ona Rofe, and fupt ona Tulip. 
Cable. T-meane will fhe feed high, and 
drink deep, like 
A Saxon-Bride, untill her Lover fleep 


Upon her lapp. 


Seawit. She entertaines, What will 


You more gentlemen? { heare not of her 


Vices. 


Cable. Ob were the but a Whore now 
lwere made. : 
For if fhe be honeft, fhe isnot worth 
A hollow Tooth. 
Seanit. VVhy Cable? VVhy? 
Cable. Your honeft VVomen are ftill un- 
fortunate 
To me, they talke of Marriage, which I am 
prone too, 
Come , call in quickly her dull Deacon! or 
{mall 
Tyth taker —in his dimmity Caffick ; 
And fet him {queeze, and joyne our hands ; 
untill 
They ake; then there’s a pawfe, whilft her 
Parent 
VVith a foure brow, and Trencher Beard | 
{trait blalls : 
My Eare, with an odd heathen word, cill’d 
Joynture : 
Well Sir, I asin duty bound towards 
My felf promife largely: then Spys are fent 
T’inquire for one Captaine Cable of the South, 
What Lands, what Farmes he hath, and word 
is brought, 
That all the Purchafe he ere made, was but 
A Noble, for a Mapp, which hangs in his 
Great Cabbin. 
Topfaile, Seawit, Your felf and I muft move 
alone, 
In vifitation to this Lady, . 
Seawit, Your muft excufe me, Sir, he thall 
along, : : 
The interview wili be toocalmeelfe. Come, 
lets prepare, 
Guard well your eyes, Vle bring you to a 


Beauty 
Shall put you both unto the wink. 
Cable. Thou art my Admiral, I will fight 
under 
Thy Lee, and celebrate thy mornings draught 
VVith a broad-Side. ; 
: [ Exeunt. 


Py Cals 1 


Let nota piece of Canvas, or 
courfe Kerfey 
That fmells of Pitch or Tarr, pafs o’re the 
Threfhold. 
Their grofs feedings 
On fulfome Butter, Effex Cheefe, dry’d Stock- 


And fcarce fweet Beef on Feftivalls, makes ’em 
favour 


_ Like the Pumpe of a Ship, and to a tender 


Noftrill 
Is very dangerous, 


SCENE IL 


‘ Enter Carack, Porter, Smoothall. 
Carrack, BE careful Porter, 


Porter. 1st your VVorthips pleafure > 
pee: VVell anfwer’d, I am VVor- 
fhipful indeed, 
For I am rich, and a VVife VVoman told me, 
My Gold in time, may make Clowns fay mine 
Honour ; “4 
There are examples extant, but proceed 
VVith your queftion to my V Votfhip. | 
Porter. May | fuffer noman of VVar to 
enter ? 
Carrack, Yes, your Captaines. 
Of the laft Edition, and their Officers too ; 
Nay, I allow young Volunteers, provided 
: Aaaa z They 


wearers 


Dee ee 
They fhow rich Lace, and Purle, and without 


Magick, 

Have fhuta Mannour ina Tranck of Clothes, 
In hope to prove Commanders, 

Porter, VVith your pardon. 
VVhart think you of a Buffe Jerkin ? 

Carrack, It may pafs, 
And Shamois too, fo it be well embroider'd, 
And have atouch of Amber. 

Porter. 1 am glad oft. 


"Tis Captain Cables weare, and I fhould be | 


forr ; 
To thruft my felfinto a certain beating, 
By fhutting him ont. 
Carrack, True, ’tisa boylt’rous Sir, 


And fhould be wellcome in his fhirt , but that | 


His Captainfhip hates a Prieft, and laughs at 
VVedlock, 
But ravins up his flie-blowne Lamb,or Mutton, 
Though he meet itin the City, or the Suburbs, 
But do your duties, 
Vle think of bim alone. 
Porter. Whill be careful. | Exit Porter. 
Carrack. Now to you Smoothall , if that 
you be vigilant 
And marke, and {earn the fafhions of the time, 
* Twill help you fooner to a Husband, then 
Your Father Farmers Cropp,or VVooll. Con- 
fider 
VVhat noble Guefts are now under my roof. 
The Lady Loveright, not an Heir, and Rich 
In expeétation only, but poffeft 


Of a huge Eftate, four Thoufand a year, which 


came 
From her dead Grandmother. 
Father 
Hath left it at her difpofe, without a Guardian. 
Then Miftrifs Poyature, one of a good Ettate 


The Earl her 


too, 
My Ladies Gentlewoman, Mifirifs Nightin- 


gale, 
I may make thee'a Gentlewoman, though thy 
Mother 
VVas Goody Smoothall, and do it by my Lords 
Pattent, 
VVhen Lama Baronefs, ’tis now in fafhion 
Tometamorphife Chambermaids. The King 
Dubs Knights, and new-flampt Honour cre- 
ates Gentry. : 
Smoothall, And’ pleafe youthe meer hope 
of this will prompt me 
To waite with diligence. 
Carracks. And Vle reward it. 
Smooth. VVhat may the grave Knight be 
that is fo bufie 
About the Lady of Honour ? 
Carrack, Her honours Uncle, 
Sir Solemue Trifle. He's a Juftice of Peace. 
And, in hisCountrey, Cuffos Rotulorum, 
He can give a charge to the Fury at Quarter- 
Seflions. 
And tell forehand what will be their anfwer ; 


To all his fellow-Juftices he {peaks gravely, 
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Andwill hear none but himfelf.. Have acare 


of him, 


You may have good of his Clark, a handfome 


{trippling, 


| He hath ferv’d already three years of his Pren- 


tifhip, 
And if he thrive out of his Quarter-fees, 
He may intime fer upfor himfelf. Fall off 


|My Noble Guefts appeare, Now to my po- 


fture, 


Enter Sir Soletne Trifle, Loveright , 
Jointure, Nightingale. 


Trifle. See honour'd Neece our carefull 
Land-Lady, 
She bowes moft neatly, you would fay, and 
Court-like, eae 
Pray you give me leave. 
Carrack, Madam. 
Trifle. You would excufe agen, 
(I know your thoughts) the want 
Of apt accommodations to receive 
Such noble Guetts. 
Loveright. Sir, in my judgement all things. 
Trifle. Are, under pardon, you would fay 
beyond A 
Allexpectation of entertainment. 
Ina Port-Town, oa 
Loveright. The Gentlewoman, Sir, 
Hath ample meanes, 
Trifle. To make this good, Tknow it, 
And ri you would adde, fhe is a rich VVid- 
ow. 
VVell monyed, and well landed. 
Nightingale. Sir, her husband. 
Trifle. You will be chattering too pert 
Mrs. AZagpie, 
Ye thall beno more a Nightingale ; her hus 
band, ‘ 
This yon would fay, and make a tedious tale 


of’, 
VVith, I forfooth, and no forfooth, but I can 
Relate it more concifely (for I hate 
Impertinence, and babling) was a Captain, 
A ftout, and fortunate Captain, and could carry 
His hip to any Coaft under the Moon, 
VVithout the help of his Malter ; and could 


ufe : 
His Ropes-end on the Ship-boyes, and the Say 
- lers, 
As well ashis Boatfwaine, which did well de- 
montftrate 
Hisskilland valour. Then 


Eoveright, Now give me leave, 
You reprehend in others, that which you 
Convince your felf of , this is from the pur- 
pofe. ; 
Trifle. 1 come to it now, Pray you give 
me leave. 
Carrack, Excufe me. 
Her honour fhall have leave, Sir, with your 


d 
pardon, Kie 
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Fine VVomen ftand by, and one old man talk | Her Cambrick Sheets, Downe Beds —~ Na y; 


all, 


- ?Tis monftrous, nay abominable, Ile not fuffer 


Such difcipline in my Houfe, I have a Tongue 
too, 
And therefore pray you be filent. Tam bold 
To interrupt your Honour, Buta word 
AndIihave done. ’fistruelama VViddow, 
And rich too as Sir Solemme fayes. My houfe, 
The beft in Port{mouth, and hath entertain’d 
An Admirall, and his Miftrefs too, but they 
Have laine in feveral Chambers on mine Ho- 
. nour, 
¥ fhould have faid my credit, U cry you Mercy, 
Heartily Mercy. 
Loveright. There is no offence. 
Caryack, My Husband (ref his Soule in 
'__ Neptune’s bofome.) 
For his Body hath fed Haddocks) took a prize 
From the Hamburghers, and Brafile men, fur- 
nifht me 
VVith plenty of provifion, but grown old 
He went to Sea againand died, but left me 
A Lofty young Widdow. I muft weep to think 
How timely he went from me, . 
Trifle. Mourne in Silence. 
I will difcourfe the ret. Pray you give me 
leave. 
Carrack, 1 cannot, nor I will not give you 
leave. 
Till I have told my ftory, and how farr 
IT am her Honours Servant, would 
1 had meanes to exprefs it , as it is 
Pray you accept of’t, There is nothing Court- 
ike 
Your honour can expec, or I dare promife, 
My Houfe is but a fimple pile. 
Trifle. 1 will have leavenow, _ 
She fhould have faid, a ftately Edifice. 
For Orchards, curious Gardens, private walks, 
Like an Italian Pallace, 
. Carrack, Good Sir Solemne. 
Trifle. Withdrawing Roomes, in every one 
a Couch, 
For all occafions, and ufes ready. 
Carrack, That’s common, but my Hang: 
Ings--- oe Ms is 
Trifle’ Silk and Gold, 
I know not whence you had ’em, but I finde 
The Rofe and Crown and E. R. wrought upon 
em. 
l'le fave your modefty, you fhall not boaft of 


Your other Furniture. 


Carrack, You will o’recome, 


And having read the Inventory. 


_ Trifle. Lcan fay, that 

For the courfett ufe 

You hall have Silver. 

_ Carrack, ABed with Utenfils 

Perchance, or fo ; but for my Linnen-— 

“Trifle, That’ + 

ceeds the reft ; pure Damask, and perfum’d 

‘ Ex 00, ’ 


give me leave, , 
I think { have done you right, 
Carrack, There’s fomething elfe 
You might remember. 
Loveright. Nay, no more, I pray you, 
Was ries ever uch a Medley 7 i 
foyature. On this Theame 
I think the would ever hear him, 
Carrack. Good Sir Trifle, 
Trifle. You would fay { thank you— 
foynture. A new ftorme. 
Loveright. Weare refcu’d ? > 
foyatwre. What are thefe ? 
ese Captains of the Fleet; and fent 
or 
By my direction. You have both fpoke well, 
Take breath a while. 


Enter Loverights woman. 


Woman. The Captain that fent hither to 
_ entreate | 7 
Admittance, for himfelf, and’s Friends, attends 
Your Ladifhips Command. 
Loveright, Entreat him enter, 
[Exit Woman, 
foynture. Shall we be charg’d with Men 
o’ Warr too Madam, 
What Captain’s this? 
Loveright. Seawit, a fellow that preferves 
his foule. 
So full of mirth, as if he never knew 
Calamity, nor fin ; why he will make 
A Prifner laugh upon the Rack: hisreafon too 
Tranfcends his witt,and’s courage equalls both; 
The very Darling of the Court and Town. 


Enter Seawit, Cable, Topfaile, 


Seawit. 1f there be trouble in this vilit (Ma- 
dam) : 
You are to chide your virtues, and your fame, 
That doth oblige ftrangers to love, and ferve 
you. 
Loveright: Itis your kindnefs, Sir, to trult 
fuch fond reports , . 
But I have caufe to with your knowledge of 
me 
May notinftrué you to repent your faith— 
Seawit. Your courtelie equalls your beauty, 


Lady, ‘ 
Let me prefs thefe Gentlemen unto 
Your knowledge and refpe@t, they will both 
{trive, 
How to deferve it better then my felf. 
Loveright. They are your choice, Sir, and 
thar commends ‘era.’ 
[Top/aile and Cable falutes her. 
Trifle. Ail thefe are mighty men, and have 
no Money, 
Cable. Topfaile | 1.pray Heaven the be not 


honelt ! 
I 
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| feare her fhrewdly, and the pure griefe of it 
Wounds my very heart: Ah, what picy “tis, 
so excellent a Creature fhould be honeft. 
Topfaile. Cable, if fhe but vouchfafe to love 
me, 
That {hill appeare no great impediment , 
Nor thal! you dare to think her honelty 
A vice: You mark my words, you fhall not 
dare. 
Cable Vf fhe be honeft, in fad: homely 
truth : 
You muit not prefume to love her 5 becaufe 
Time, occafion, andthe Devil, may make 
Her blood trne, and then Sir fhe’s for my 
purpofe. 
Doe not look fcurvily, *tis dangerous. 
Seawit, Ave you both mad? or do you take 
this Manfion 
For Pick’d hatch. You would be 
Suitors, yes to a She-deare, and keep your 
Marriages in Parzs-Garden. 
Topfaile, Nomore! we are govern’d ! 


~ Enter Woman. 
bee Your dinner doth attend your Ladi- 
ip. 
Loveright. Gentlemen, you'l give me leave 
t’invite you to a Fafte, 
Seawit. We are your troubles, but ready to 
obey. 
Fointure. Sit Solemne, What's th’occafion of 
- your thoughts ¢ 
rite: f am thinking that my Scrivener will 
ard] 
Take that Ee Cineiiies Bond, 
foynture. You have reafon, Sit. 
Nine of ’em in a Teeme, have fcarce the 
ftrength 
To draw a Hundred pounds out of Cheapfide. 
Trifle. Heaven help ’em, do they e’re think 
to be fav’d then, 
Loveright. Come Uncle, lead the way. 
Topfaile. Smallhands, full breatts, foft lips , 
and {parkling Eyes, 
If I can board her, fhe’le prove lawful prize. 
[Exennt. 


A @T. lh 


Trifle, Seawit, Loveright, Topfaile , fointure, Cable, Carracke, Nightingale. 


Seawit, Adam, your Entertainment 
hath been fuch, 
So free and full of bounty , 


that it leaves us 
No words t’exprefs our thavkfulnefs. 
Trifle. Give me leave, 

I know what you would fay, but with your 
favour 

V’ledo’t, and fpare your blufhes: for fhe is 

Extreamely modeft you would fay, and noble. 

You would anfwer 

(For here I know your thoughts ) were plain 
‘and cheap, 

And anfwer’d in no part my full defires 

With coft, and curiofity, to feaft 

Such brave Commanders, Lady, I hope I have 
nick’d it, 

But pray you forbear your thanks for’c, “tis 
fuppos’d 
Nay,Gallants, give me leave, you would reply, 
Her bounty did tranfcend, and perhaps add, 

That though the name of hofpitality 
Js loft, nay dead, in her it is reviv d. 
if any can fay more, let me be put 
Ont of commiffion for’t, or what is worfe , 
fpeak what concernes me only. 
Loveright. The perpetual motion 
Is in his Tongue I think. 
Seawit. I never read of 
Such a long-winded Monfter. 
Trifle. You confent. 
(For fo your filence warrants) all is {poken 
And aptly too on both parts, that could be 


Imagin’d, or expected, if there be 
A doubt remaining 1’le dilate it further. 
Carrack. Indeed Sir Solemne we are fatishi'd; 
This only if you pleafe. 
Trifle. What fhall not now be heard, her 
fqueaking Treble + 
Will drown my Tenor. . 
Loveright. No meanes left to free us 
From this confulion ? 
Seawit, Truftit tome, Madam, 
V'le not dwell long on’c, Sir Solemne. 
Trifle. You would fay 
This Widdow does me wrong. 
Seawit. True, and that I 
Will do youright, there is a wager laid 
Among us after Supper, of which you are 
Elected Judge. 
Trifle. And pleader too if you pleafe. 
I have wit, and tongue enough for both. 
Seawit. 1 know 1t. 
But hear the wager, Ile be fhort and pithee. 
There grew an argument, among which, 
Of the a Worthies, Chriftian , Heathen, 
epee 
Deferv'd privity. 
Trifle. & maine State-point. 
Seawit. *Tis fo. 
And to that man who belt maintains this 
choice ; 
The reft in fign of Victory, are to pay 
A hundred Crownes. Now if you pleafe to 
walke | 
Into the Gallery, you fhall find thefe Worthies 
Drawn * 


Drawn to thelife there, without interruption 
Of this chattering Widow, or thefe other tat- 
(For they have Tongues too) you may fit in 
And gy the dead worthies pro c con- 
Defend, accule, object, and anfwet for°em. 


You may fpare your give me leave, or this you 


would fay, 
They will obey with filence, you may be too 
As loud as you lift; and make ufe of what 
action 5 
Or gefture you fhall think fit, you will find it 


- Such afeaft of Soliloquy, and without difturb- 


ance, 

“Asyet you never talted, 

Trifile. The defign, — 
Captain commands my thanks, 

Seawit. Then having practis’d, 
And argu’d with your felf, the feveral titles 
Thefe Worthies can pretend to,when we come 
To difputation, being thus prepar’d, 
You fhall {peak all your felf, and we will hear 

‘ ou ' ‘ 
As you were the great Turk of Eloquence, 
And we your Mutes, or Statues. 

Trifle. A.rare project, 9 
Pilinftantly about its, [Exit Trifle, 
~ Loveright. You have bound us 
Your debters Captain, inremoving this 
Unneceffary noife, *tis a fit Province you haye 

fet him to govern. 
oynture. Now we may talk © 

And chufe the Theam out felves, 

Carrack, 1know with whom 
I would difcourfe, but that my Cadb/es frowns 
Advife me to ftand off, 

Topfail. To yield to me 
Is no difparagement Cable when you have » 
Sate down, andrendred up all intereft, 


You do orcan pretend unto this Lady ; 


Tt will. be honor enough to have itreported 
You once contended with me. 

Cable, Why good Ajax ? 
You would betray yourreading. I have read 


f too, 
And know from whence this State-conceit was 


borrow’d, 


Since Ovid {pake Englifh, Ine’er yet found 


eer ee 


* Latin 


In a Captains Commiffion, but one reafon, 


why 
You claim precedence of me? 

Topfail. Thou mult grant | R 
Iam better parted, more politeand vers‘din) 
The Rules of Courtfhip. 

Cable. Better parted, whySir? 
Caufe you have richer fuits ? My obfervation 
Hath told me hitherto, thar your bett parts, 

are 
A little finging out of tune, and that 


With a {curvy hoarfe voice, toa Fidlers Boy, 
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That never was admitted toa Tavein, 
Shall out-do you ina Tap-houfe for a Tett, 


‘When your Throat is cleareft, ’Tis faid you 


» can dancetoo, 


Caper, and do tricks like a Jack-a-napes, 


A prime and courtlike Vertue » Which you 
learn’d from 


The Dancing-Schools Uther, or his Underling. 


T opfail. I fhall be angry, 
Cable. Fie no, youare dangerous, I'll rather 
come 

To.compofition with you, 

Topfail. If itbe fair, ; 

I fhall give ear to’t, am of a good nature : 

Propound it. 

Cable. This way the Indenture runs then, 

If you can fing, or frisk your felf into 

This Ladies Bed, when the Prieft hathdone 

his Office, i 

You fhall put in fecurity after a Moneth, 

( For you are not built up, Sir, to hold out 

longer) 

When you are fore’d to ride and vifit your Un= 

cle, 

I thall have free accefs, and liberty 

With your confent, under your hand, and feal 

too, 

To court her, and enjoy her asa Miftref. 
Topfail. And 1 tobe your Cuckold? 
Cable. And good reafon, 

Canft thou be fo unconfcionable as to ingrofs 

A whole Wife to thy felf, or deny me, 

Win ce att gorg’d vp tothe Throat, to 

€e 


On thy reverfions ? haft thou no Charity in 
thee ? 
No feeling of thy Neighbors wants? or fhall 
not 
This young and gamefome Lady be allow’d 
When *tis in fafhion, and by moft fubfcrib’d 
too, 
A Servant witha Husband? no compafiion . 
On Batchelors of Fifty and odd? 
Taal No more. 
Did not the priviledge of the place prote you 
| one §¢ OF the place p y 
Cable. What would you do 2 
Topfail, You fhall hear further, 
Believ’t you fhall. 
Loveright. They grow loud. | 
Seawit, Are youmad ? 
Or drunk, or both ? % 
Topfail. Such you may hear, 
When you ufe better manners. 
Cable. It the Afs 
Be gall’, let him winch. 
Seawit. Do youmake this Ladies houfe | 
A Sutlers Booth to braul in? 
Cable. Be not fo hor; Sit, 
Tl do as I think fic, 
Topfal. Preferve your Lectures 
Toread to your charge, Sir Fariows Inland, he 
may hear you, and applaud its 
= ‘ Cables 


¢ 
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Cable. Yam patt 
Your. Tutorfhip, 
~ 'Topfail. Yi\follow mine own defigns. 
[Exennt Cable, Topfail. 
Carrack. O my brave Cable,if thou wouldft 
but hold 
Thy Carrack.to an Anchor, fhe would feek’ 
No other Port, this quarrel muft be tane up, 
Oram fhipwrack’d. [ Exit Carrack. 
Seawit. Which way to excute 
Their inciviliry, or my want of judgment, 
For bringing fuch rudenefs to your prefence, 
falls not 
In my dull apprehenfion, itthrows 
A taint on our profeflion, 
Loveright. Not at all, 


Their Leprofie deaves tothemfelves, and can- | 


not 
Infe& your better temper. 
Seawit. ’Tis your Charity 
To fay fo Madam. 
Loveright. Without flattery Captain, 
So well Llike your converfation, mirth, and 
freedom, 
That I much with, while the winds flay you 
here, 
You would know no other Table, what was 
wanting 


To day, fhall be fupply’d: But pray you tell 


me, 
What kind of Manis that Sir Furious Inland, 
Your charge 1 think they call’d him ? 

Seawit. He’s a Gentleman 
OF fairdefcent, and ample means, but fubject 
To their difeafe of quarrelling, his Sword 
Hangs full too near his right hand, he loves 

fighting 
Aboveall pleafures, and is more delighted 
Wich the dangers of a Duel, then the honor 
Of having had che better, he was trulted 
By fome of his noble Kinfmen to my care, 
in hope the Difcipline of the War might tame 
him : 
Lave done little good upon him yer, 
His meteal will not bowe. But luge» Madam, 
Had he been prefent, he had paid thefe Rorers 
In their owncoyn, yet thus much I can fay in 
his defence, 
Inthe height of allhis wildnefs 
He loves and honors Ladies; for whofe fervice 
He’s {till a ready Champion. ’ 
Loveright. A ftrange Character ; 
I thall receive itas a favor, if 
You grant me means to fee him, 

Seawit. He’s aboard, 

But [’ll fend for him prefently. He may yield 
Occafion of mirth, and without hazard 

Of life or limb, 1 will prefent him to you, 
Andtill chen kif yourhands. [Evir Seawit. 

Loveright. \fhall expect you. 

Now Colin, your opinion of this Captain? 


The general voice (and | believe it) fpeaks him 


' Acompleat Man, 


Foynture. \may be fo, in his 
profeflion, but with your pardon Lady 
Neither the place you live in, nor the com- 
peey 
That do frequent your houfe, can free you 
from. « 
Severer cenfures, 
Loveright. Free mé Cofin? Tam 
Carelefs as they are curious, to inquire into 
My actions, bur from you I will hear 
What lam tax’d for ; but I pray you fpeakie 
Ina merrytone, none by to over-hear, 
Freedom and mirth becomes us, 
Poynture. Lapprove it. 
’Tis wonder’d why (if vertuous, for vour fame 
Is call’d in queftion) having of your own 
Mannors, and goodly houfes in the ¢ ountrey, 
And one for Winter pleafures in the City 


| (And that of large receipt for entertainments) 


Yourather chufe to live aainmace, under 
Anothers Roof ina Port own, then where 
Your pow’r is abfolute. 
Loveright. They come up roundly to me. 
But he in their grave wifdoms do they 
juage 
The principal motive? : 
Poynture, Love of noile, and rudenefs, 
To fee the Drums and Trumpets in the morn- 
ning — 
To rouze youup, your own Muficians fleep- 


Ings 
To fee the Sailors dance, to give you colours 
To every Officer, to feat the Captains, 
That when they are aboard they may caroufe 
In Wine, while it lafts, or (that {pent) Quartet: 
Cans 
To the brave Viragos healch, 
Loveright. Isthisthe worlt 
They charge me with? 
“Foynture, The belt conftruaion rather 
Of your coming hither, others whifper (fuch 
1s my intelligence) that you hold a Courtier 
Too foft, a Countrey Gentleman too dull, 
To make a Husband, and that your main end 


is, Gas 

To be kife’d ro the purpofe in the Gun-room, 
Upon a Cannon by a rough Commander, 
Then brought to Bed in his Cabbin of @wo 


Boys , 
And when they are Chriften’d, inthe place of 
Bells, 
To hear the Ordnance roar a lullaby to your 
Seaborn iffue. . 
Loveright. This may be , but wherefore ~ 
are they thus fufpicious ? ; 

- Joynture, On good grounds, and fure ones: 
No Man that looks onyou, will believe your 
purpofe co 
To liveand diea Maid, Ican read Mother 
Upon your Forehead, then having had fuch 
choice 
Of rich, and noble Suiters; weil thap'd Men 
too 

Yor 
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Fora Ladies fervice, and among the reft, 

- Sir-Studious War wel your Idolater ; he’s 
 Tearn’d, a@tive, of an antient houfe too, 
A Gentleman whofe fortune equals yours, 
And he tobe refus’d, and by your feorn , 
Imploy’d, but none know whether, 

“Loveright. Thou haft faid Wench. 
- Hear me reply , the great eftate commend- 
ed mi d 
‘In this Sit Stadiows WarWel was a hinder- 
ance, 

And no way did advance my favors to him. 

Ihave enough, and my ambition is mr 

Tomakea Man, not take addition from him. 

I would have him poor, and if unlearn’d the 

‘ better a ; 

I cannot feed onthe Philofophers Banquet, 

Nor would I have my Bed-fellow a cold 

Cynik. 

I will be plain too. If he have no Coat ._ 

I’'th’ Heralds Books,.,I fy agen the becter ; 

His Kinred fhall not aw me with a Statue. 

Wanting a Nofe or Ear of his great family, 

Though they {wear *twas ola aGauats, 

- Father was 

A Soldier , and for that my, Mother fov’d 

him: 

His ti:le of an Earl was no charm to her, 

_ And when I find a perfé&t, and a poor one, 
fill take me with you 

Cofin; if a Soldier ——~ 

Foynture, | here are few of ’emrich, 
Loveright. Uhave the better choice then, 
That perfe& poor one I will make my Hus- 

band, y 
Te is refolvd, Vil tell thee more ere long 
_ Wench, [Exennr: 


My 


Scena Secunda; Topfail. 


~ Topfail. Let the quarrel fleep a while ; to 
~ win this Lady 

Concerns me nearer, If I get her, I have 

~~ honor, © 

And never fight for’t, policy muft’ take 

place 

In this of valour, and 3 will omit 


No helps that may make for me, Letme con- 


. 


fider; 
Her Uncle’s powerful with her, if I carr 
_ But make him mine, with the aids of thofe 
se rich Ornaments, Cable admires, 
__. (Though he feem’d to contemn in his choller) 
all's Cock fure: 
He comes moft timely, I will upon him. 


Enter Trifle with a Table Book, 


Trifle. Here are all the Points 


+ Tamtotreat of; This for Alexander, 


For Godfrey of Bullogne this, and good Kiog 


David 


I have for thee too. If Iwrong the leaft 
Of the A Worthies (yet I'll firk “em home 
too; 
May I never prove the Tenth. 
Topfail. Sir, one word with you! 
Trifle. Lamto {peak not hear; you trouble 
me, 
But that Tama Chriltian my felf, 
I fhould incline to HeéFor 5. pulizs Cefar 
Did ip well too, and thereft braye Men 
all, 
As I am their Advocate their Fees alike 
too, 


It were injuttice if I fhould be partial, 


Good Sir forbear , 
play on. 
Top/ail. 1, but one Suit, 
Trifle, Pray you give me leave. I know 
If. 


I have many ftrings to - 


In your particular fancy, you affed 
Above the reft, one Worthy; Tell me hig 
name. 
Pll not be dumb in his praife, 
Topfal, Worthy 2 what Worthies 2 
Trifle. Make it notftrange. Are you not 
one of thofe ae 
That are to night to hear the Worthies 
Caufes ; 
Firft pleaded, then decided 2 
Topfail. Youare jeer’d, Sir. 
Trifle. A hundred Crowns adjudg'd to bina 
whole Worthy 
Should have precedency ? 
Topfail, There’s no fuch matter, 
Seawits device to fend you off, while he 
Spnged your Neece in your abjence, on my 
ife 
There was no fuch thing intended, or e’er 
dream’d on. : 
The company is difpers’d. 
Trifle. Have I then loft my hopeful prepa- 
rations ° 
Topfail, You are wrong’d. 
Trifle. Not I, pofterity fuffers for the lofs 
Of what I had deliver’d, which recited, 
I had a Stationer of mine own to Print it, 


I am exceeding melancholly. 


Topfail, Go aboard 
With me, and purge it. Do mea favor in 
Anoris kind, you fhall not fofe your fa: 
or, | 
Pll help youtoan Auditory, that can judge 
too 
Of your Tropes and Figures. 
rifle. Who are they 2 
Topfail. My Sailors. 
I have taught ’em not to cavil atthe things 
They underftand not, I'll be filent too, 
You fhall fpeak all your felf. 
Trifle. How you engage me! . 
I'll take the Pi@ures along to make diftincti- 


on 
For whom I plead, | 
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T opfait. Ic will do well, 
Trifle. Your fuit now, 
What e’er it be ’tis granted, 
telie. 
Ont with’t I pray you. ; 
Topfail. Vil tell youin the Cock-Boat. ° 
LExeunt. 


for this eur- 


Enter Cable. 
Cable. Sure this Lady’s honeft | Or if flte 


be not 

There’s bur {mall advantage to my hopes, 
whilft chat 

Tempter (young Top/ail ) hovers neat her 
eye. 

The Rogue has qualities for love , which £ 
want, 

Why he will fing you like any Widows daugh- 
ter 

That’s working of Bone-Lace, no Weaver 
at 


His Loom comes neat him; and dance till he 


tire 

all the Tabers in a Wake. Now the truth 
is 

I cannot fing ; for with eating 

Butter, when I lay amongit 

The Dutch Ships at Delph, my voice is quite 
gone 5 

And for matter of 
as much 

From a Lobfter ona Fifhmongers ftall. 

I would the Wind wouldturn. No Money! 
and in 

A Harbor too 1 Truth, ’tis a pretty cala- 
mity 

For a Gentleman of my inclination! 


dancing, you may expect 


Enter a Porter, Carrack. 


Porter. I left him walking from the Key, 
towards 
The back-door of your worfhips Garden: 
Look, 


There he ftands, and very fad; fure he 


had 

Buta light dinner at your Worfhips Houfe, 

For he’s eating’s Nails already, 

Carrack. Get you home | 

And firrah fee you pile thofe Billets up 

I'ch’ yard ; anddo you hear, make hafte, and 
fetch 

The Glafier ftrait to mend the Cafement 


in 

The Darnex Chamber. 
Porter. Yes forfoorh, 
Carrack. Andletme fee, be fare you bid 

the Baker, 
Send re ree Bread to night, and let the 
i 

Be made into a Pafty! 

Porter. 1 fhall forfooth. 


| 


Carrack. What melancholly Captain ! 
Cable. Widow, introth my thoughts were 
fomewhat bufie, 
About divifion of a prize. 
Carrack, Why have you taken one ? 
Cable. No Widow, no ! But when it hall 
_ pleafe Heaven 
T’allow us the good fortune, 1 was think- 
ing 
With how tiuch Confcience, and Difcretion 
too, I might 
Difpofe it into fhares. Tam 
Very juft in my Nature. 
Carrack, Well Captain, Tobferve of late, 
(and truly 
With fome compaflion too) that you are 


full 
Of troubled thoughts, and much oppreft in 
heart. . 
Heavenkeep youfrom lying in a Chamber 
Where there isa Crofs beam. 
Cable. Why do you think 
Ilove activity, and will fwing at 
Midnight ii my fhirt ? 
Carrack. Nay, they above 
Know all, but certainly y’are very fad, 
Cable. As other Mortals ufe to be, that 
want 
Money, Wine, or a Wench. 
Carrack, Lo youthere now ! 
Jutt fuch another Man was my Husband, 
‘and would talk fotoo. Well, Peace reft his 
Soul 


_)’*m fure his Body had but little reft 


‘| Out on him, yet they 


LEwit. | 


OnEarth, for he wasa Womans Man, Cap- 
tain, 
A good one too; he lay not idle he, 
I {peak itin my tears. 
Cable. Now can I hardly forbear to cry 
too, 
But thac I leftmy Handkerchief in my 
Cabin, and want fomewhat to dry my Eyes 
When they are wet. Widow thou do’ft 
Not know, how much thy kindaefs hath pre- 
vail’d. 
Carrack. 1 Sir, if you but guefs the caufe. 
Cabl:. Nay, 1 find no caufe, but 
Your good parts, 
Carrack, Good parts indeed ! 
like my Husband. 
And jut (as they fay) fuch a rough hewn 


you are fo 


an 

Washe: So troublefome to Maids and Wo- 
men, ‘ 

Of meek behaviour, thatthey would allcry 

lov’d him too: Truly 
he was 

Scarce tobe trufted in the dark. 


Cable. A modeft Gentleman belike, for 


he 
Would do no leudnefs before the Suns face. 


Carrack, No truly ; and when the happy 
knot 
Was 


_ Was ty’d, good heart, he was reclaimid , 
welov'd — 

Like any Houfe-Doves, ever mote billing 

To the comfort indeed of all yourig peo- 


le, 
Cable. What knot do you meah Widow ? 
Carrack, Why of Matrimony. 
~ Cable. O is the Wind fix’d there ftill! If 
you, or 
Your Vicar, get meinto your Fools noole, 
Vl give yon leave to pull Hairs ott of my 
Beard, ; 
And bridle Fleas with °em. Draw in a 


Yoke! 
Carrack. In fadnefs Captain, I could chide 
you now ; 
Whatis the reafon you renounce Marriage ? 
Is ic becaufe you do not love to come 
In a Church, the Prieft can do’t in a Cham- 
ber. 
Cable. No, rio, I loyeé Chirches, 1 tiean 
ro turn 
Pirate, rob my Countrey-men, and build 


one. 
Carrack, Why well faid there is fome hope 
in that. A 
Cable, But for Marriage, do not think on’t. 

= It is 
A molt excellent Receipt to make Cuck- 


olds. 
The fhort truth is, if you will ply yout Malm- 
fey, 
Resaece o’er your fpic’d Bowl, and learn to 
drink 
- Your felf intoa comely trance, I fhall — 
Love you, but then fomietimes you mutt con- 
fent too, 
J mean inthe dark, Widow. 
Carrack. Fie upon him! He is folike my 
Husband. 
Cable. Faréwel ! Get thee to thy Clofet, 
and drink 
To thy Husbands ghoft a whole Pint of 
Mum. . 


Remember Matrimony makes Cuckolds: 

°Tis to be us’d after Fourfcore, when thy 
days 

Of Temptation are fo long paft, thou 
canft i 

Not indanger a fmooth Brow: 

 Carrack, Well Sir, I'll make you tamer, 
or elfe lofe i 

_ My Womans wit with watching. 

[Exeunt fevéral ways, 


Enter Boatfwain, Seawit, 


~ Seawit. Boat/wain well met, thou mult in- 

ftantly aboard, 

“Amd fetch the Knight shat is my Charge 
a | > 


fhore. 


Neves from Plimouth. epecreet 


— Boaty. You mean Sit Farioces Inland, Cures 
one 


: y 
Of the Winds got him, hi§ Cradle was a 


rum, 
And he was niurs’d upon a Belfry. 
He hath more rage and noife thera Winter 
orm: 
Onely his Vertue is, he will out laft ie. 
You chat are his Captain Sir, may rule 
im: 
But in your abfence he hath gor the 
tickers 4 
To rule your Officers. 
Seamét. Does he make mutiny ? 
Boat. Your Mafter, Purfer, Gunner, and 
his Mate, 
And } my {elf feél him about the Shoul- 
ets ; 
Had he but my office two days, he would 
Wear outa Cable 
With Caftigation, as he calls it, look ! 
He’s come afhore alteady. 


Exter Inland. 


Seawit. Away, leave me.- 
[Exit Boatfwain; 
My fiery Charge ! Why haft thou left thy 
Wooden walks 
In my good Ship, to tread on flippery Pebles 
here 2 
Where Men of Waves meet; and con. 
{pire 
To couzen Mén of Wat. 
Inland. What fhould we do at Sea without 
a Wind. 
Seawit. Thefe Winds aremad blades, they'll 
do what they lift. 
Inland. Would they had Bodies that we 
might fight with *em. 
Seawit, I rather with th’hadft an old Aunt 
in Norway, 
That would command them with a charm: 
But who 
Hath chas’d my little Zidian Lion thus 
Into a Foam ? Methinks thou look’t ; as 
thou 
Did& come from flaughter, and from prey 2 
Inland. & Rogue vex’d me as I pafi’d 
through the high Street, 
Stawit. How my dear Charge. 
Inland. He askt me what a clock it was, 
Seawit, Was that offence >? 
Inland. Death! DoT look like a Watch- 
maker, am 
I bound to take charge of the hours, and 
five 


Every Rogue intelligence how they pafs} 


Seawit. Well, and how did you pro- 
- ceed, 
Inland. 1 beat bim. 
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De ca ae enon at a ee 
“séawit. A fittle calmer my brave charge. 
In footh 


~Seawit. How Charge from me ? yout . 
Friend that mutt dire — 


Thou hafchollet enough venflame nine fat | You in the day of Fight! come’, What is 


Dutch Burghers,and make ’em all turne 
Fencers. 
Pve heard of your fierce difcipline aboard. 
Inland. What would you have me 
Shall 1 tut 
Like a Sword ina Scabbard for want of exer- 
cife ? Ret 
Shew tie ‘the Kings Enemies and I'm fa- 
tisfied | a 
If not, tet’s Subjects jook to’t, for I muft 


do? 


he. 
caer Thou hilt feethe Kings Etremies. 
Inland. But, Where are they? 
Seawit, Why gone alide to make their 
Wills, and Pray, 
They know theyare but dead when they ap- 


pear. 


Inland. Captain, 1 love the King, and am | 


bound 


In conicience, and good. nature to kill his Ene- 


mies. 
Seamit. Why right: th’art my Difciple 
now, juft to 
My will, and with. But prethee tell me 
Charge } 
Belides Divine, and Morall reafons, I 
Would know what 
The King, that makes thee leave thy Hawks, 
‘And Hounds, to bunt his Enemies. 
Inland, Why \ love him. 
‘Seawit. 1 but fome caufe for it. 
That is particular, and perfonal. 


ceale it, 


fecret inr’reft thou haftin : 
| Ihave defign’d it fo, follow and Tle inftruct 


it? 
Inland. Why he cur’d me of the Evil. 
Seawit, Charge \ thank thee. 
This day , I will both reward thy good na- 
ture, 
And imploy thy courage; there is now 
lodg’d . 
I'th’ Town, a Lady'‘of excellent wit and 
beauty. | 
Toland. Toes fhe love Fighting 
Seawit: Nay, do buthearme. Topfaile, 
and Cable, 
Both Captains in our Fleet, are now in contro- 
verfie 
For her Love, and do advance their hopes 
VvVith fo much fury, and ill-manner’d rage, 
That they are both become her trouble. 
Inland, Vile fight with’erm, 
Seg : A little patience, and obferve, you 


a 
Fight with *em, and fubdue ‘em too, till 
they 
Have temper, and civility, but know 
She hath an Uncle, call’d Sir Solemne Trifle. 
Inland. Vie fight with him too. — 
Bieta Nay marke me: you mutt court 
m 


i.- you, 
Tis fic, whilft VVindbound thus in a dull 


Port, 


| vve eafe our want of bufinefs, with our 
Inland. 1 have a good one, but Tle con- | 


Exeunt. 


fport. - 


Sena aan rc ee 


A Cc 2d GF 


wWarwell , Bumble, Saylors. 


Bumble, Ellecome , vellecome en. 
fhore mine Here , veele 
haben a Geloffe now. 


Houndsfoot, run for 20 dozen of Cans. 
Warwell, Captaine, you are free, and no- 
ble, yet 1 with 
You would forbear this Ceremony, my 0c 
cafions 
Command me fome where elfe, and with much 
{peed too. 
Bumble. Teen towfand Divels on bufine&, 
part with drow lips after our boon 
Voyods. Ick been noe here Capitaine Bum- 
ble, butShellum Bumole, — - ’ 
If{ give not mine Here his gelloffe ; Here 
onde Rey, So, fo; ha wetht you, 
Enter Saylors with Cans. 
Mime Here. 


warwel. I thank you Captaine, though, 
_ ic be out of fafhion 
To drink thus openly , I will not contend, 
Nor.break your cuftome. 


Enter Seawit, and Sir Furious Inland. 


Bamble. Up be-de maniere van Hollande 
mine Here, 
Furious. Dear Tutor 
fight PFaich, 
Thefe are madd Blades, Drink i’the Streets 
Orare ! 
Seawit, Thou Child of wrath, obferve me, 
think on what 
Adventure thow art ‘bound, 1 muft prefent 
thee 


flay, here's @ fare 


In 


> 
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in thy full trimme to a brave Amazone, 
A Lady that loves Bilbo-men, and fuch 
As on theit warlike thighs ( like thee my 


Then to quarrel o’re a Can. 
Seawit. \ hope fotco, 
Bumble. Ick haben done right Younker. 


> Charge) . Furious. Ha younker ? 

Wear their old Grandfires fox, Thou art | Tutor, What's chat, a word of difgrace 2 
deriv'd . Seawit. No Pupil, 

From mighty Heroes, I have heard thy Fa- | It fignifies a brave Gentleman, 
ther, Fariows, Onwith your health then, 


When Sword and Buckler was in reputation , 
Invicon’d with his basket hilcs,and blew Cotes, 
Hath ftood in the head of his Troopes, and 
fought Pitch’d Battels in Smithfield , 
without Blood. 
Furious. 1, that wasan Age! 
Would I had liv’d -in’c : now the Surgeons 
mourne 
For want of work, ‘Good Tutor ftay. 
* 'Seawit. Thy reafon-? 
Furious, Why they drink hard, and/if the 


Bumble, Tot mine heres de States van dé 
Provinces. 
Furious. How, 
Second the Kings healch with remembrance of 
Mine Aeres de States, 
Seawit. Hold Charge: 
[Breaks the Can o're his head. 
Furious, A very hodg bodg 
Of gorbelly’d Burghers, heres an affront! un- 
hand me, 
V’le beat a Ferkin of Butter out of his fides, 


Liquor work Nay, let e’m come on, Have we no Queen? 
We may have aquarrel. Iwould'breathe my nor Prince, 
felf ; To Sacrifice too, but that you mutt ball out 


Mine Heres de States, 
Bumble, \ck fall meet you at Sea for dis. 
Furious. Tie beate thee there too. 
warwell, Doe your belt to keep him off , 
Tle quiet thefe, 


Seawit. Thou haft fhewne thy felf a Rofi- 


Tam grown exceeding tefty ;: I have not us’d 
Mine Armes thefe two houres, Stay bur three 
Minutes Tutor, 
Their colour rifes. 
Warwell, V.can fay no longer, 
One partitig healchif you pleafe, 


Bumble, Let iccome, let itcome! dere, but preferve 
Warwel, Tothe Kings health, Thy fierie metcal, and'remember thou art 
Furious, A brave Fellow I'warrant him, | To fight a Ladies battels. 


Anda true Subje@. Llove him heartily; 
What’s he thatis to be his pledge ? 
Seawit, A Dutchman, 
I guefs by his habit. 
Furious. How! A Butter-box? 
He pledge the Kings health, being an Alien 
Before his naturall Subjects, on our allegiance 
We muft not fuffer it, by your leave Floun- 
derkin, 
Or without your leave, I care not which, Doe 
not grumble ? 
By the Sword of St.George, 
Vle make him eate up mine, that drinks this 
health 
Before my Tutor, he hath Commiffion for it, 
And Ple give way to him. 
Scawit, Prethee be quiet. 
Furious. Off with it then, "tis Treafon to 
deny it; 2 
And I were'a Ttaytor if I fhould conceale it. 
Seawit. Tothee my Charge then, 
Furious, Ho, we have the Van, 
Come you Hans in the rere, 
Bumble. All veale, all veale. 
Furious. Leave not a drop. 
wWarwell. This is ftrange rudenefs. 
_ Seawit. True, : 
But who can help it,as you affect your quiet 
Cro{s him not in’t, for befide blows, there is 
nothing 
To be got from him. 
Warwel, 1am better temper’d, Sir, 


Furious, This by the way 
Does no hurt I hope. 
| Warwell, This for my paflage: chis 
To cure your bruifes,every one hath got fome- 
thing, there’s Balme for you, and you. 
Bumble. Alltoo much mine Here. 
Warwell, \f 1 am prodigall , I have fome 
ends in’t, be not too modeft, take it. 
Furious. *Yis the King’s Coyne, it is againft 
the Law 
To have it tranfported, V’le not fuffer it, 
Let ’em keep their double blanks, their Doits 
and Stivers. 
ThefeCarrot-eating Dutch have filch’d already 
Moft of the Bulloigne out of the Land; they 
exhaufe our Gold, 
And fend us Pickled Herrings. Downwithic 
Mungrel, 
Seawit. VVhat vers’d in State-points too ? 
I honour thee. 
Butonmy love forbear now. Let not zeale 
Too farr tranfport thee. Clear thy ftormy 
looks, 
Thou arc to vifit Ladies. 
Furious. And fight for: ’em. 
Seawit. Thou halt, and do it bravely. 
Exeunt Seawit and Furious. 
Warwel. Farewell Captain, 
I am forry forthisdifafter. [Exit Warwell, 
Bumble. Adiew mine Here. 
Ick fall meet him at Sea, and den he ducks 
for’t, [ Exennt. 
Borer 
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Enter Carrack,Porter. 

Carrack, 1 like thy difguife. 

Porter, J wonder at your Worfhips, 
Heav'nblefs the mark,youlookin this light hi bit 
Like one of the Suburb-Sinners, I may pafs too 
For your officious Squire. ; 

Carrack. Sirrrah, leave prating, 
And doe vehat I command, I would appeare 
The very thing thou fpeak’{t of. Thou art ac- 
quainted 
With chofe common creatures,and canft teach 
me bow . 
To imitate their behaviour, How do I walk? 
Porter. You have their pace already , but 
‘ou mutt carty 
Your Gown a little higher,your Silk Stocking, 
Yoor dainty Leg,and foot,will not be feen eife. 
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The Shops were open'd long before, 
And youngeft Prentice goes 
To lay at’s Mrs. Chamber-doore 
His Mafters faining Shooes, 
Arife,arife; your Breakfaft ayes, 
Good W ater- grewell warme, 
Or Sugar-fops, which Galen fayes 
With Mace, will doe no harme. 
Arife, Arife , when you are up, 
You'l find more to your coft, 
For Mornings-dranght in Candle-cup, 
Good Nutbrown= Ale, and Toft. 


Enter Loveright and Jointure. 
Loveright. 1 told you *twas no common 
voice. Good morrow, 
You are an early Lark. 
Top/aile. 1 with my voice 


You muft fometimes take occafion to com- | Were worthy of your Ladithips Eares.] fhould 


mand me 
To tie or untie yout Shoe,or blow your Rofes, 
And as {kneel to do my office, ftrike me, 
Andcry,you dog you hart me. This I affure you 
Your Sattin Gametters practice. 
Carrack, Kalily \earn’d, 
AmI not an apt Scholler. 
(Gives him a Box of the Eare. 
Porter. Yn fure your Tutor fmarts for’t. 
Garrack, I lofe time. This is your houfe ? 
Porter. Afimple one, 
But’cwill fervethe turn:my Wife has tricktit up, 
And waites for your Worhhip. 
Carrack, lis well, leave me here, 
And having fousd Cable, do as this directs 
you. (Exeunt. 
Topfaile, Trifle (dtunk) Afafitians. 
Topfaile, Hoe let him downe, the noife of 
the great Ordinance 
At hiscoming on, and going off, fans doubt 
Hath turn’d his braines the Wine too works, 
and that 
Which forces other mento talk hath filenc’d . 
His everlafting tongue. He held me three hours . 
In his difcourfe of the Worthies, till the Saylors 
And Ship-boys fell afleep,and n’ere gave over 
Till be perceiv'd all Eyes were clos’d,then tir’d 
And angry too, he was no more obfery’d; 
The VVorthies fuffer’d execution in 
Their pi@ures, forhe took emone by one 
And flung *em over board. Sir Solemne Trifle 
Not to be wak’d with Thunder ! Imuft now 
Speak for my felf, or rather Sing -hegin. 


S O N G. 
T hon.that f\eep’ jt like Pigg in Straw, 
Thou Lady dear, arife ; 
Ope (80 keep the Sun in awe) 
Thy pretty pinking eyes : 
And, having ftretcht cach Leg and Arme, 
Pt on your cleane white Smock, 
And then I pray, to keep you warme, 
A Petticote on Dock. 
Arife, arife | why fhould you fl. ep, 
When you have flept enough? 


Have chofen fome fad note to plead a pardon 
For my late breach of Manners in your pre- 
fence, 
But ftudying your Mirth, I choughe this aprer 
To call you trom your reit,T he angry powers 
Are pleas’d with humane Sacrifice, buc Ladies 
Of your foft temper will I hope accept 
Of my fubmiftion. 
Loveright. This acknowledgment 
VVould expiate a greater crime , who’s this? 
Fointure. Your reverend Uncle } 
Topfaile. Hurt a lietke Madam, 
In a Sea-Entertainment, 
Fointure. He begins { Trifte firetching himfelf. 
To wake already. : 
Loveright. Too foone, | feare, and with 
The danger of our Eares. 
Trifle. Heigh, ho, V vhere am I? 
Cable me up, the fhot plaies thick upon us ; 
1 have fought enough for a Juttice of peace 
- and quorum. 
Fointure. How do you Sir? 
Trifie. As wellas mancandoe. 
After fo hot a Sea- fight, give me leave, 
Loveright. He will not out of that cone, or 
~ drunk or fober. 
Trifle. VVhat make you abroad? you'le 
fay to cure my wounds, 
I thank your. care, for I am thot through, and 
through. 
Touch me not, if you do, youare blown up; 
Iam all Gun-powder, and Bullet, Lady. 
VVe have done the King fuch fervice. 
Loveright, VVhat, deare Uncle ? 
Trifle. VVe have pepper’d the Holland 
Hulkes, I faw three of ’em 
Through the fmoke in the Gun-roome fink, 
while I betftride 
The Canon, and caper’d. Goe get me per 
and paper. [ Falls in his Chaire. — 
V'le write the courant my felf,& have it Printed 
By aStationer of mine own,one that fhall do ie 
In fpight of the Statute, for--- (ods > fleeps. 
Loveright. He’s falt again. 


Long fince, French Boyes cry’d Chimmey- | Captain,you wounded him, &’cwill thew nobly 


And Dansfels Kitching-fuffe. (weep, 


In. 


In you to cure him. 
Topfaile. Leave him to my care 
Tle fee him fafe, then waite you, 


[ Exit Topfaile with Trifle, | 


Loveright, At your pleafure. 
Enter Seawit , Inland. 


Jointure. Here are other vifitants, 
Loveright. And thofe I look for, 


To them, Enter Seawit Inland. 


Seawit. That you may fee I’m loyall to: 


your Ladifhip, 
And fic to be believ’d, I here prefent 
The Gentleman, whom late my promife did 
Affare, a fervant to your wit, and beauty. 
Loweright. Sit Furious Inland, or my aime 
deceives me. 
Seawit. You give him both hisName and 
Title Lady. 
He will deferve the honour to kifs your Ladi- 
fhips hand, 
[He brings him ta falute the Ladies. 
Why how now Charge ? ftark dumb, you 
have no more 
Compliment then a Fifh, Goe {peak to her, 
Inland. You!) give me leave co rubb my 
. Elbow frit, 
Infigne thacIam taken! All Staffordfire 
Cannot fhew her fellow. 
Seawit. Come your addrefs, an old Haber- 
dafher 
Hath as routes courtfhip! Doe but fpeak to 
er! 
Inland. Madam, Have you any quarrels ? 
_ Loveright Sir, I 
Deferve not any, for I doe no wrong, 
Inland. Right or wrong, that’s not the bu- 
finefs. If you 
Have none, difpatch and make fome, as many 
As you pleafe too: Ile fight *em over and 
over. 
Loveright. I'm forry Sir, my patience, and 
my quietnefs, 
Is fuch, I cannot furnifh you; *tis pitty 
You fhould want employment. 
© Inland. Lady, Have you any quarrels 2 
Jointure. None Sir, but with my glals, when 
it doch render 
My face lefs hand {ome then it is. . 
Inland, Captain, VVould thou wouldft call 
for VVine, and get 
Thefe Ladies to drink hard. 
Seawit. To what purpofe ? 
Inland. Perhaps they’ givento quarrel in 
their Wine, 
It matters not with whom; or why, fo I 
May fight for’em. 
Seawit. *Las, that affords fmall hope. 
Sure chege thou doft got ufe to pray, for 
elfe 
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Thou could not be thus deftitute of place, 


And fit occafion for a quarrel, 


Loveright, Sir, 1 had thought ,-you kept 
your anger charg’d 
Againtt is Kings Enemies , not ours, and 
that 
You left your Land, your Bugle-horne, and 
Lute, 
In fearch of them. And though y’are wind- 
_ bound here, 
A faire gale may fhortly come, and bring you 
where 
You may EPS your Sword, till your wrilt 
ake; 
Preferve your felf till then. 
Inland. That will be no thanks to your La- 
difhip, | 
Ide faine fee you in the meane time , 
well 
Natur’d, to beget fo much of a quarrell, 
As may but hinder me from being idle, 
And now I think on’t: if you have a little 
Dogge 
That’s quarrelfome, let him bite my Captain 
By the fhinn, and le defend the manner 
And the caufe. . 
* Loveright. This is fuch a Dagonet. 
As out-does your charater! Captain, be- 
liev’t, . 
You did deliver him witha faint breath, , 
Story and Travaile cannot find his Fellow ! 
jointure. You fhould look to his diet, I’m 
afraid 
He feeds on Gunpowder. 
Seawit. My dear Lady! let me befeech 
you both 
To movea little diftance by, and you 
Shall fee {port enough to prove hima Mira- 
cle, 


* Enter Cable, Topfaile: 
Cable. Hah! Topfaile here agen: he dan- 
ces himfelt 
Into her Company; I would there were 


A good Chain’d-fhot embracing your fine 


leggs . 


a 


| But yet if they were cut off, he would fing 


fill: 
No way.to fpoile’s voice, but to cut his throat. 
[ He beckens Topfaile. 
Topfaile. You fee I am obedient, Sir, heave 
but your 
Crooked finger thus, I’m at your beck. 
Cable, If thou beelt an honeft fellow, fteale 


away, 
And hang thy felf, I would fain have thee 
dead, 
But am loth to difturb the Company, 
Te wofsile. ’Tis a faite motion, if you would 
egin, ; 
Contidering too you can difpatch the bufinefs 
Sooner with your weight, I’le (ay till you 
have done¢ 
Cably 


ea 


Cable. Now the Pox take thee, for th’aft 
~ no more kindnefs } 
Thena fhiv’d Serjeant has to a Templer. 
But we fhall meet ina fit place, and then 
If your Sword can fnd the way tolet a Soule 
out 
Sooner then mine, fing on, you have the for- 
tune. , 
Topfaile. Ibis a poor blind Weapon Sit, 
but I 
shill make fhife to lead itin a ftrait line —— 
Seawit, Charge\ foretell a ftorme! thofe 
Captaines there, 
Mark but their looks, they (well, and breath 


into. 
Each others face, the fumes of direfull wrath. 
Ist fit? Infucha gentle prefence too? 
Inland, Captain Topfaile | one fhott word 
in your eare, 
And you may be thankfull “tis not a blow. 
Topfaile. Lam thankful, Sir. This Monfieut 
will meet . 
At laft, with fome body mad as himfelf, 
That knows not’s humour, and then he is de- 
fund. 
Cable. 1 hope a quarrel, ’tis a fiery Vil- 
lager. 
Bring me,a Flie in September, and I’le 
As foon take a Leafe of his life as of 
That® Dragons, 
Topfaile. 1 pray your bufinefs. 
In ang. Wow dare you Sit appeare before 
this Lady, 
That lately in her prefence were fo rude... 


Topfaile. Sit, 1 have ask’t her pardon, and. 


am reconcil’d. 
Inland. Bow | reconcil’d a quarrel with- 


out blood! 
Topfaile, Yourmuit confider, Sif, "twas with 
a Lady. . 


Island. No reconcilement . can be made” 


with honour, . 
- Till one or both Have bled forit: Bethe 
Defendant Man, Woman or Child. - 
Topfaile, Thefe are new Sword-Cafes, but I 
i thal! learne. 
Inland. If you will learne , you fhall be 
; caughr,; butI . 
Have heard there is a mortall difference 
*tween ’ ; 
Cable and you! How chance y’are both 
alive ? 
Topfaile.. I here’s reafon for it,Sir, W*have 
not fought yet. 


Inland. But Sir, How chance you have. 


not fought ? 
Topfaile.. Why there you queftion me unto 
>... my with: 
l’ve had th’ambition to expe@ fo much 


Kind friendfhip from your felf as may intreat | 


You Sir, deliver him a.challenge from me. 
Inland. Where is the Paper? give it me. 
Vle do’. . 


Topfaile, Your Chartells out of fathion; 
Sir, here is 
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My Glove, which if youl but prefent himas 


My Gage, and bid him name the time, and 


place ; \ 
You are my noble fecond, and my friend. 
Inland. Your Glove fhall ferve, he fhall 
receive it though 
>Twere Sheep-skin.. 
Cable, Now for thelter! the ftorme draws 
near me too. [Takes Cable afide, 
Inland. Topfaile my Friend defies you, 
‘there’s his gage. é 
Cable. Troth | am forty that his choice 
could find . : 
No other bearer then your felf. 
Inland, Youundervalue me, I’m fit to be 
A fecond to as good a Man, if you 
Believe it not, put itto trial ftrait ; 
Vile fight with you firft, ; 
~ Cable. Youmiftake my grief, ' 
For you are he Ehad defign’d my Second, 
And now I’m deftitute of one to bear, 
My gage in Token J accept of his. 
Inland, Why Sir, le be your Second too ; 
/ iveme your Glove. 
Cable, Marry Sir, and fhall ! there, convey 
* it to him, 
If this Zxitz had but a two handed Sword; 


He would depopulate the I/land, leave none. 


but - ’ 
His Huntfman alive, the reft fhould be minc’d 


For his Hounds.[Inland deckens Topfaile afde. - 


Topfaile. 1 protelt Sir Fuviows , this noble 
tavour : 
Hath ty'd me to you in everlafting bonds. 
And how dear Sir, What fayeshe? ° 
Inland. He doth accept your gage, and has 
retarn'd 
You his by me, Iam his Second. 
Topfaile. How Sit Faricns: why! you are 
mine ! : 
Inland, Sit, Yam any mans that will fight, 
and you. 
Had beft agree both upona Meeting, = 
And fall to’c handfomely without facisfaction, 
Vile have no fatisfaction, *tisa bafe word, 
And fitter for the bottome of a Bond, 
Then for a Souldiers mouth. 
Topfaile. Fore me, a young Balthazar. 
Seawit. The very Ghoft of Botevill 
Metinan Englith skin, How do youlike hiar 
Madam ? 
Loveright. 1dare not but like him. 
And challengeme, : 
Fointare, Bethrew me, the danger hath 
fpoil’d the mirth : 
Will they proceed? 
Loveright. Seawit , Wemay depend 
I hope‘on your difcretion, to preferve 
Things fafe, and keep the matter qualify’d, 
Seawit. You may prefume fo, Madam, or 
I’m fure 
i 


eee 
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I fhalldeferve ut little of your truft. 


[Takes Inland afide. |. 
Do’ft thou hear Charge! 1 theyfhould fight | For that of the Centaures. 
it out + 
After the French way, where the Seconds 
mult 
Encounter too ; how will youfind an oppo- 
fice ? 
Jaland. 1 thank you for that queftion, Go- 
vernor. 


But row I think on’r, you may chufe which 


fide 
You pleafe, and we'll fight two to two ! 
Seawit. 1 kifs your hand dear Charge, you 
do me honor ! 


But Ima doll manager of thefeaffairs, 


You muft give'me a little time to conlider ! 
Enter Nightingale. 


Nightingale, 1 was defir’d with fpecial haft 
togive , 
Your Ladifhip this Letter. 
Loveright. With fo much haft ! How is’t 
fubfcrib’d within | [Opens it and tarts. 
Taland. 1s't a Challenge (Madam) Til be 
your Second, 
Loveright. It fhall not need Sir ; the Con- 
tents will ask 
No anfver that is hazardous, 
Inland. The Spirit’s tame that fene it then ; 
for Men 


Of Meital, never write but challenges, 


Loveright, Captain, I muft intreat fome 
privacy, 
And tfuce among thefe Men of Wrath, and 
their 
Bold Second for an hour. You'll procure it? 
Seawit. Your own command is full autho- 
rity 
To teacli us how we fhall obey ! 
[ Exeunt Loveright, Nightingale. 
f oynture. When thefe Sir are difmifs’d, let 
— medéfre 2 
On fome important ¢eatife). your company 
V’th’ Orchard walk. 
- Seawit:, I fhallattend you Lady. 
Lend me thine Ear Charge —— Thou wilt do 
~. its within ; 
One hafty hour, Vil come; eer you can 
pledge ; 
Two Romekins of Wire! Farewel Charge. 
FExeunt, Seawit, Joynture. 
Inland. Gentlemen no words here, befides, 
IC 1s 
My Governors requeft I !éad you both, ~ 
Where we may drink together, and appear, 


Not like to things enrag’d with malice, but 


Provok’d to battle by our honor; thofe . 
J take it were his words. He'll meet us ftrait, 
| Topfait. Lead onthe way , Sir, tf our Legs 
hold our HE 
We'll have the Hearts to follow. 
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Cable. Were this skitmith bat painted, it 
would fell 
[Exeunt omuies. 


Enter Loveright, Warwel, Nightingale, 


Loveright. Leave us to bid you welcome as 
a ftranger. [Exit Nightingale. 
Cuftom commands. [They falaté. 
Warwel, And that 1 hope will bind you 
To keep your promife Lady. 
Loveright, Whea I know 
How the conditions are perform'd on ‘yout 
patt; 
You may hear further, 
Warwel. Youenjoyo'd me, Madam, 
AsI prefer’d th’enjoying you before 
My Lands, or dearer ftudies, to appear, 
A Man poffelt of nothing but my hopes, 
In being your Creature, to deferve your fa- 
vor. 
Loveright. *Tis true, I did, nor willl have 
my Husband 
Borrow addition but from my felf ; 
Nay, he mutt part with what he call’d his 
own, 
If he would be the mafter. of what’s mine. 
Warwel, \ have obey’d your will, and that 
you may 
Receive meas the fubject of your pleafure. 
My Money’s vanith’d ; for, by your fair 
hand, 
1 have not one fmnall piece of the Kings Coyn, 
Nor care to get it. Now I fhall not tempt 


you. 
Like an Alderman-Widower, with thewing 


you 

The Thoufand pound Bags in my Counter, 
Morgages, 

Or Statutes of Poor Debtors, I have freed 
all, 

And ae my Books too, to ferve you, fhall 


e 
My onely ftudy. If you fearch my Pockets 
And find the Tale of Z7oy, or an Almanack 
tere. 

Ot William Wifdoms Meetets, yet renounce 


me. 
I have no Trunks of Cloaths, you fee my 
Wardrobe. 
And if youdonotnow | 
New Rigme, Ihave vow’d inthis 
To beextreamily lowfie, rather then, 
Till crofs your humor. 
Loveright. Thisisa good Imprimis ; 
Of your Obedience ; but you have Lands 
yet, | 
And thofe may make you proud, and nourifh 
hopes, 
You may command te. - 
Warwel, They fhall be all employ’d 
To pious ufes,, fell fome part of them | 
And build an Hofpital, I'll affure the reft 
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For the maintenance’.of Maim’d Soldiers, and | You'll give meleave. 
that _ Seawit. My Earsare large, and open! 
Itmay appear “twas not.vain glory, or Foynture. Sir, are you marry’d 2; 
Ambitionin me, of anafter name, . Seawit. By this light fhe comes to jear me ; 
You fhall beserit the Foundrofs; What would |». Lovers Lt cont' ; ; 
you more ? * e And fhe have lay’d their little heads " 
Loveright, I would have you a Perfe&t | Together, and meanto makeime their fport. 
Soldier, without that foynture. You promis’d a Reply! Are you 
The reft isnothing. - marry’? 
~ warwel. 1 comenow.from Sea, 
And [have ferv'd at Land, for how many 
years ; ! : 
Would you haveme Prentice to the Trade.? 
Loveright. Till you turn a right and good | 
one , “tisnot roaring, 
Or fighting for my Glove, can make you fuch. 
T would have you rife up to command an 
army, . : f 
By brave defert, notfavor: Inmy Cabinet 
I have the charadter of atrue Soldier, 
Writ with my Fathers hand; when you are 
firch vain 
As he defcribes titm, I'll forbearto be 
AMiltres, and acknowledge youmy Malter. :, 
So once more welcome. vel 
Warwel. There is no refifling 
Such firong temptations and {weet pay, I'll 
put on. . 
What flaapc you pleafe. 
Loveright. Vil chufe one fhall not wrong 
you, (Exit. 


Seawit. No Vma Maid. 
foynture.. Vmferious Sir, would you would 
be fo too. . 
Seawit. Well,.I amnot.marry’d, on with 
your bufinefs, 
joynture. My next demand will prefs (per- 
haps) nearer, t 
And boldly on the Secrets of your Brett, ( 
Seawit. 1 fhall confefs all. 
foynture. Pray tellme (and with words in- 
tentive as 
if pripalk mine) how far theLady Loveright ; 
an 
Your felf, have mutually.confented either 
In hope, or promife; Partiof this Secret 
Is. mine already.; for I know fhe loves you. 
as Iam jeer’d! *tis now as evident as 
ay | 
'Lll give her fcope, and fee what *cwill come 
tO.. 
Foynture. Willyou not.an{wer Sir? 
Seawit. I have promis’d her, 
Joyature. What Sir? Speak } 
Seawit. To come to Supper ! 
In footh, that’s all th’engagement between 


Enter Seawit, Joynture. 


Seawit, A little farther Lady, here’s a us. 
fhade Foynture, *Tis very firange! One queftion 
Secret and cool, where you may breathe your more, 
thoughts And then, youhave leave tocenfure my mate 
With a fafe voice, unlefs. ware Tvaytors ners, . 
to >. .*| Pray, what eftate have you? 
Our felves : And look where a fweet Primrofe Seawit,. D’you take me fora Lawyer, or 4 
Bed Citizen, 
Invites us (if you pleafe) to lie down and|  faynture. For neither. 
talk. 


Seawit. 1 know none in thefe times 
| Haye or can get eftates, butthey! We Sol- 
diers, os 
Accompt eftates but tranficory things 
And can fhew you text for it? 
foynture. Have younone Sir? 
Seawit. Yes: Now] thick on’t, 
After the death of anold Aunt, I have 
The Tole of a Wharff neat Rothorith, will 
Yield: me about Four Marks'a year. 
Joynture, Thefe are but narrow Bleflings to 
Entail 
Upon your! Heirs Male. But now Sir, I hope 
I fhall.a little. comfort your long fufferings. 
How ae would you efteem your felf ob- 
lig’d ; sonal . 
Unto. that Woman, fhould. redeem you 
y from shnno Beet ° 
Thefe wants, and danger of the War, and 
take 1169H av 


The Flowers are innocent, and furely mean. 
No harm in thetemptation. 
Foynture. 1am not weary Sir, if you'll ad- 
mit 
My bufine( in this pofture, I'ildeliver it, 
Seawit. A little nearer Lady! You have 
fhown af 
(Believ’c) an excellent courage already, 
adventure thatalone with one of my! 
Profeflion and defires, : 
foynture Which I fhould hardly do, 
Had-not my obfervation mark’d you out 
Amanof fairdemeanor, and civility. 
Scawit. Well, take your Sexes priviledge, 
your will, 
And to your bofinefs. Come your bufinefs 
Lady! A 
fepna {would indace it with a queftion 
1 


You 


S ar ae ee ee 


agpeey > 


Fou to her lawful Bed, there furnith you 

With fleep, and peaceful thoughts; but when 
you wake, OSES 

Shew you her Cabinets, and Chefts, fhining 

Wich Jewels, and with Gold ; ‘that may main. 


tain 
Thefe joys fill frefh, and new > 
Scawit. Good, very good ! 
I was never jeer’d by a Smock before. 
Joynture. Areyou truck dumb? What fair 
appliances ah 4 : 
And love might fuch a Woman merit from 
Your Tongiepand Heart? * ” 
_ Seawit, Firft, I would fain know, where 
that Woman breathes 
That candeferve a Manlike me. Suppofe 
She be a Vergin, alafs/ Poor’ green things, 
_ _ wha 
Is fhe good for, why to {teal Goosberties, 
And eat young Apricocks in A427, before 
The Stones are hard. Or pick the Morter 
from win 
‘An aged Wall, and fwallow it moft greedi- 


papain If mirth be all yout wealth, Sit, 
it were good 
You us’d it fparingly! . 
Seawit. But fot your wealth, ’tis no more 
thena Hermits, ’ 
Compar’d with a Soldiers hopes, Imagine 
now ‘alt 
The Wind ftands fair, we hoyft up Sail, ‘we 
meet 


A Perfian Juncks, or Tarkifs Cartick; boatd 


her, 
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| Take her, and inher, force a Bafhaw Pri- 
foner, 
That hath a Diamond in his Turband 
weighs ; 
(Let me fee) about Six ourices | 
foynture. Would the Bafhaw 


Were here’ Captain , 
Majors honfe. 
Seawit. I would you wete amonp your 
fmooth curld Suitors ~ may 
That have little Beard, and lefs Brain, that 
ave... Rie hi: 
Eftates, and are fit to be jeer'd. You think 
Yrare Miftref§ of ‘a fine Wit, go, g0 home 


though lodg’d in the 


And keep it warm, ° 
foynture.. Methinks y’areangry Sir, 
Seawit. Be fureyou eat no Philberts, nor 


Sreen Cheefe, 
They oa you fhort winded, and fo you'll 
ofe 
Your fine conceits, for want of words to utter 
em," [ Exit. 
Joyature. Well, I believe yet, the dainty 
Loveright, : 


And this fubtle Seaman, enterchange 

Kind opinions of each others heart : 

Pil crofsitif Ican , itisa fellow 

Of a ftrange fpiric! Lord, how merry thefe 
Soldiers are without Money! I would J had 


im 
Safely made over by the Parith Prieft. 
*Tis here! Fitly contriv’d : Something 11] 


do, 
Tappéat ftill {cornful,and yet make him woo. 
X ; [ Exit. 


LV. : 


Enter Cable, a Porter. 


Cable, gf Oitie your affair, Squire of the 
Frock! Briefly’ — 
Difpatch! Whereis this cour- 


teous Damfel>? - © 


And I thank Heaven; I made good nfe 


oft. 
Cable. Well, to the point, does fhe praifé 
my good parts, 


Porter, At my Houfe, Sir, it joyns tothe | Andtelltheetoo, that fhe knew me in Zon 


Church-yard. - 
Cable. O, 1 know the Manfion: It is a 
goodly: 9%. ae 
Pallace ! All Gesoa Hias riot fuch another : 
The Roof, as I fuppofe, is fupported 
Wich a Mud-Wall, andit is Thatche. 
Porter. 1 Sit) I built it in‘that yeat I 
was a 
Colleftor for the poor, a profitable time; 


don? 
Porter. She knew youby report, Sir, and 
- hath heard 
A reverend Friend of hers, a Bawd, fpeak 
much : 
In your behalf. 
Cable. There’s never 2 Poor Gentle- 


man * 
In England, fo muchbeholden to thofe 
oo Gece a Matronly 


20 


Sage Aa RNMRIRERL CTE mera rent 
Matronly people as am: But proceed. 
Would fhe faidft chou, have me come to vifie 
her. 
Porter. Truly Captain that’s her requeft, 
and fhe’s 
A modeft Gentlewoman, fhe did fo blufh 
When the defir’d me, there might be no Body 


jn the Houfe when your Worfhip came to 


her. 


Cable. Is the handfome? But what a Lea- 


ther-headed Dunce 
Am], to ask thee ; chou haft no skill in Beauty. 
Porter. How Sir, no skill? 
Cable. In nothing Sir, I take it, butthe 
weight 
Of 2 Tray.of Beef, when ‘tis tranfported 
Thtough the Shambles,on your right fhoulder. 


«Go 
Commend meto her, fay Iam coming! 


Porter, 1 fhall, Remember Sir ‘tis hard by 


the Church. [Exit Porter. 
Cable.. This is fome London Punck, late 
fled from perfecution. 


_ Enter Topfail. 
Qare you come? 


~ Zopfail. You fee I am your willing fol- 
lower ? . 


But what’s the bufinefs you defir’d to inti- 


mate 
So privately: Seawit, and’shot difciple 
Are at hand, ’tis fit we prepare for action. 
Cable. V\Vhave no fighting Sir. 
T opfail. How Sir? 
Cable. Yilrbe as bold with you, as with my 
felf, Lane 
We are both fools, and Seawit in his care 
Och’ Ladies healths prefcribes our fighting 
for 
Their Mornings mirth? Sir this is palpable. 
Topfail. But isthis certain ? 
- But whereis our revenge then ? 
Cable. Troth to be ferious in’t will render 
tis 
More fit for fcorn, we'll ufe his own weapons, 
Wit 5 
Truft time and me ! 
Topfail. There will be other treaties. Sir, 
ere yet 
A truce be made between us...I muftenjoy 
The Lady to my felf, and you forgo 
Your hopes, and claim. ’ 
‘Cable. Take her, the is thine Topfail. 
Topfail. Say you fo Sir? 
Cable. Yes, and I'll eafe your: wonder too. 
There isa certain poor Twelve=penny Sinner 


Come from Londo, willferve my turnas well |, 


Asany Lady in Ezrope;, my Blood 

Is humble, nor have Ithe patience Sir 
T’expe@ or court, and then to be deny’d, 
This game is fure, and eafie.co be got. 
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Enter Seawit, Inland« 


Inland. They are here Governor ! By this 
day Gentlemen 
When ah could not find you, we thought you 
a 
Been fighting ina deep Saw-pit; and how 
Dear Blades, how is’c ? Let’s to it cheerfully 
Pelmel, like loving friends, 
Topfail. Believ’t Sir Furions, : 
He ae a hard heart would deny you any 
thing, | 
Inland, Governor give me thy right hand! 
Becaufe 
I ow thee for my breeding, and love thee 
tenderly, 
Obferye me Governor, 
Seawit. Ido dear Charge! Proceed. | 
Inland. Go chufe which fide thou wilt, and 
let’s fall co’t. = 
Seawit. The proffer’s fair, and full of cour- 
tefie. 
But Charge’ we mutt obferve the Laws and 
Rales 
Of fight; Seconds were firft ordain’d to be 
Spectators, and take care of an equality, 
And juft demeanor in the Principals, 
Inland. Governor; L hope you will not ufe 
me thus. 
Seawit. Your Blood doth boil too much, 
pray cool’c a while. 
Thef | Genileaneg muft both befearch’d, and 
ave 
Their counfel ask’d inthe maincaufe, which 


as 

I told you, Charge is the juft Laws of fight. 

Inland. Difpatch then Sir, or I will make 
new Laws. 

Seawit. You fee Gentlemen, there’s imma- 
terial fire 

In him, notto be quench’d : How thrives your 

anger, 

Cable. Much like your wit, it is declining 

Sit! 


Towards our felves, and growing towards 


you. 
Seawit do not believe us ftill fit properties 


: To whet your faucy fancy, and to make 
‘| Your Ladies laugh. 


Topfail: Nor do not bait as with 


Your Whelp ; for if he fhow his teeth, we 


fhall. ° 

So pull them out, that he will fearcebe able » 

To grind more Bisket. 

Seawit. Then youare both agreed? 

Cable. Not to be wour fools, but co make 
you melancholly 

If you continue your fport, ‘y 

T opfail. Yes, and to drive your Charge unto 
his Kennel, 

Where he may keep company Wwith’s Hounds 


agen 
ae Husband 


| News from Phnvith. 2, 


Husband his Tillage, and ie youtheRent, | The very pointof time, wherein the Fo 


You'll find more profit, and more fafety too 
In that, then in. your bold defigns on us. 
Seawit. Troth Lam glad | 
Cable, Of what I pray? 
Seawit, To feé two fools converted with- 
out a 
Silene’d Minifter. You muftbe quartelling, 
And like tall Men of War, fright poor Ladies 
With your love. “Twas very comely, was’c 
not? 
Cable. We commit our folly ‘at our own 


coft. 
Topfail. And-when we pay for’e, we will 
have leave Sir 
To caft up our own accompt. 
Seawit. This I muft fignifié unto my 
Charge. 
Cable. Take your pleafure, for we will take 
ours Sir. 
Seawit. OhCharge! Sad tidings Charge ! 
Now fhall I pierce 
Thy heart, more then thy Miftrefs fighs | 
Inland. Why, have they falfe Breft-plates ? 
or Coats of Male on? i 
Seawit. No, no, alas Charge, they arere- 
conci’d! | 
Jnland. O tame Devils, it is impoffible ! 
Scawit. Nay Texhorted “em! Us’d all the 
power 
Of Friendfhip, and of Grace, took each afide 
And told ’em whata wicked thing it was 
To be pacifid without blood, Pleaded 
The caufe with love and vehemence, as thus. 
Good Friends, dear Hearts, do but kill one an- 
other, 
Take,care your Honor lies upon’e, or do 
But order’t fo, that one may die. 
Joland, And the Slaves would not. 
Seawit. So far from it, 
That asI ama Soldier, they are ready 
To putout Money, and buy Annuities 
For life. 
_ Inland. Give toom, I will affaule them 
both. 1% 
Cable. Let him come, he fhall make lefs 
hafte back again. 
Topfail, Yertake his choice too, and have 
fingle oppofition. 
Inland. Unhand me Govetnor —— 
Seawit. Hearmeaword, — 
Let me but breathe a Secret in thine Bar, 
And take thy courfe—, Arethefedull men 
Fit Combatants t’encounter thee in battle? 
Know Charge thou warm’ft me 
With thy brave flame. Ilove thee Charge; and 
can 
Enjoy no reft, nor Deep, for taking care 
To provide thee quatréls : This happy hour 
Thou fhalt defeat one of the Kings enemies. 
Inland. Where is he, let him in'}- 
mee If Ihave eruth about me Charge, 
this is 


Se 


Threaten’d to approach! 
Inland. The Kings enemy | Let me kif 
thee Governosk-——— 
Seawit. This morning I did incenfe the 
Dutch Captain 
To call you to account for ftriking him, 
And he hath fworn more oaths, then hours 
Patt fince, to fend him a challenge: 
I wonder’ tis not come | 
Topfail. Farewel Sic Fursows ! Be rul’d by 
your Governor, 
And let your fellow fubje@s live. 
Cable. -And when you kill, kill Hares, and 
purlue Deer, 
There’s more {port in’e. 
Seawit. Let them alone, th’are Juftices of 
Peace, 
Inland. Rogues! Go tame Slaves : 


4 Your Swords are fitter for a Kitchin, then 


The Wat, they will ferve to roft Larks upon. 
Topfail. Away, thou fee’ft he’smad! L'il. 
to rhe Lady 
Loveright, and purfuemy hopes. 
Cable. AndI to my Girl of Cheap/ide. 
[ Exeunt Cable, Topfail. 
Seawit. This was th’appointed place, “tis 
fitange he is | 
Not come, Ohe has fent it by his Boat/wain— 


Enter Dutch Boat(wain, 


Boat{. Ich heb een brief veur den Englifh 
Ruler! 
Seawit, Yaw, yaw dit is de felve Ruller. 
He has a Letter for you Charge. 1'll enter- 
pret, : 
. Inland. A challenge in Dutch from the 
Captain 
I beatontheKey. My bonny Burger how 
I affe& thy Flanders Mettal. Read Gover- 
nor. 

Seawit. Englifbe Rullers warome hebb ghy 
myn up denCop gheflachen ? Ghy wete met da- 
rome mot ghy fiurone. So ghy \willt accorderen 
wy mot up den Sea met Wwe Scypen, vechten ghy 
{ynt nockcen grooden Rutter, anders een Schel- 
lum dit +s meen virendt ghet him te vele den 
plalfe en den tyte Ne mier 

, Hans van Bumble. 
Thisis the fineft meddly of both Tongues 
Confus’d, that e’er J heard. 

Inland. What fays be Governor ? 

Seawit. Englifh Knight, why have you 
cond me o’er the Pate ? you know not : There- 
fore you muft dye. If you'll agree, that we 
fhall meet with feveral Ships, and fight ic out 
at Sea, you are {till a good Knight, otherways 
A Rogue. This is my Friend, give him toun- 
derftand the time and place, no more, 

Hans van Bumble. 

Inland. My honorable Hazs & my brave 

old Bumble, 
Why 


cea ah a ll eR Ep 


poy 


Why 1 do love thee more, then thou lov’ 


Butcer ! 4 rai GB 
I will embrace thy long loofe'flopp, and kifs 


Thy drivell’d Beard, though drown’d in Bre- 


da Beere, 
Is this his Second, 
Seawit. 
Ship ! Believe 
Ir Charge, you'le have a fhrewd fight on’t: 
"Inland. No matter | itis the Kings Enemy, 
And tet the Cannons roar, *tis fic our Soules 
Pafs thorough a Smoak, ere they afcend the 


V'le fight with himtoo { 


Clouds. 
T do begin to love him, whorfon Herring- 
eater, 
Who'ld thin that Fith would ftir up fo much 
mectall, 
Seawit, What fhall “I fay unto this worthy 


Peere. 


Intand. Delite his Captaine meet me in | 


this walke 


An houre hence, that we difcourfe friendly ; : 


And then appoint both time and place. 
Seawit, Sethi tot de Capitaine fo hy belieft 
Strachens hier comen, Hy falt Ger well ghtractett 

Wefins en dan de ryt en den plate weten, 


rack ! 


Boat. Ick verftoe 7? 
dach\ [ Exit Boatfen, 


Inland. Governour, the World will eter- 
nife our 
Eviendfhip ; 1 cannot chufe but kneel to thee, 
[Kneels. 
This is the Kings Enemy , thou fhalt lend me 
Shy Ship. Our amity 1s feal’d': no deniall, 
Scawit, Rife Charge! ——Donotl know, 
thar iff rigs ; 
My Cockboat, and arme thee with a Birding- 
piece, 
Thou wilt beate him. ; 
Inland. J, but the Winds may take his part, 
and in 
Foule weather, What’s a Cock-boat toa Ship? 
Seawit, No more; we will difcourfe it as we 
walke. 
Here will be cew vexationto rid me 
OF this requett. 


Enter Nightingale. - 


Night, My Lady, Sir, is much importunate 
To fpeak with you. ' 
. seawit, T fhall attend you to her. More 
plots ftirring ? 
Come along Charge, thou fhalt board this 
Hollander, 
And lead him Captive through Stafford- 
Town. Exeunt oranes. 
A Curtain drawn by Dath (bs Clerk) 
Trifle difcover'd in his S tudy, Papers, 
Taper, Seale and Wax before him, 
Bell. 


Hele be aboard his Captaines 


ick verftoe ye. Ghoden | 
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Trifle. Oare you come? ‘Tis well, I was 
about its 
To ring for you. oN 
Daf. Your Clients wait, difpatch, Sir, 
Trifle. They come for news; Man’s na- 
ture’s greedy of it. 
We wife Men forge it; and 
vulgar 
Our Inftruments difperfe it, I have it for’em, 
News of all forts, and fizes. I have ftudy’d 
hard Dafd, = 
And from the generall Courants, Gazets, 
Publick and private Letters from all parts « 
Of Chriftendome, though they fpeak contra. 


the credulous 


ries, (A 
Weigh’d and reduc’d ’em to fuch certainties 
That I dare watrant “em authenticall. ; 
Under my hand, and feale, Captain, you are 
wellcome. 


Enter Toplaile. 


T opfaile. Your Friend Sit Solensne. 
Trifle. Lfhall give you proofs, 
And oh ohes, I am yours. I have wrote 
os a3 


|- Be , 
This Dutch comes forth like treafon on the | To one that will believe it firft, then vent it 


In the Tavernes of Adark, and eating Acada- 
mies, 
Frequented by the Gameltersy that you are 
Affur’d to my Lady Niece. 
Topfaile. Have you mov’d her for me, 
And got her grant? 
Trifle. No, I have not yet 
Spoke one, word to her ; but be confident 
She’le make it good, rather then 1, her” 
Uncle . 
Shall faffer in my credit, for reporting 
A thing which was not. : 
Top{aile. Thisis a weak foundation, 
For me to build on. 
Trifle. It hall pafs for news, 
And 1 will make ic true, thisdoes appear 
ftrange news 
To your Captainfhip, but you fhall hear 
{tranger, 
And have it better’d too. 
Topfaile. Sure the Wind and. noife 
He heard in my Ship, are humming in his head 
ftill 


Trifle. Dafb, call in Scarecrow, Zeale the 
wrong way, and Prattle, — 
I will difpatch them firft. But for the gull 
(Exit Dafh. 
Your Seawit put upon me, {chink I have taken 
A full revenge. 
Topfaile, Pray youin what, Sit Trifle? 
Trifle. have writ to a Merchant, and I 
~~” know it will be poblifht = 
On the Exchange, that he and his Charge, Sit 
Inland: 
Were baftinado'd.on the Key by a Dutchman, 
One Captain Bumble. 
Top/aile, 
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Topfaile. This is quite contrary ,, 7 


Bumble was cudgell'd, 


Trifle. No matter, fo it break 


* Bis credit in the City, and undoe him, 


Jhave my ends, 
Topfaile. But, fay he call you to accompt 
for’t? 
"Trifle. 1 am not bound to anfwer himbeing 
a Juftice, ; 


“ And Duels too forgiiden: Then inthe Law 


?Twill bear no Action. 4 
Topfaile. The wore the pitty, 
This Priviledges cowardize, to wrong true 
valour. . 
Trifle. Give me leave, you trouble me, 
~ matters of more weight 
Are to be treated of, «If you would acquaint 
your friends, 
And at the firft hand with the defignes of 
Enrope, call 
Draw out your Table-books: 


Enter Dah, Scarcrow, Zeale, Pratle, 

Topfaile. What's here, Kent-fireet, 

Or Bedlam broke loofe? 

Trifle. Contemne “em not, they are ufefull 
To propagate my defignes , fet *em in file. 
Now hear with reverence. Scarcrow to you. 
You would know this Summers fervice? on 
my credit, : 
(Though I grieve to report it) Rome is taken 
By the ships of Amfferdam, and the Pope 

‘Himfelf 
To fave his life, turn’d Brownift. Here's a 
Letter 


-From the Matron of the Curtezans that con- 


firmes it. 
Scare. May Ifwear this? 
Trifles And get more Charities by ic 
From your little ruff'd Geseva-Man, or Flem- 


me, ; 
They being apt to believe that which they 
with for, 
Then by your lame-legs, or Paffe- port. 
Topfaile, The firft truth he {pake to day. 
Trifle. Let me fee. Here’s fomething rarer 


But of undoubted truth. The Spanifo Fleet 


That anchor’d at Gibralter, is funk 
By the French Horfe. ) 
Top(aile. Thisisirare indeed. ; 
Trifle. From Florence, 
All che Silk-wormes are dead, and an Edict 
made q 
Unbenefic’d Minifters tuft give o’re their 
Sattiny — hays 
And, Damask Caffacks , and weare Friers ha- 
y bits ; ) : 
Punks muft not trade in Taffata’s; Serving- 
; Mens) oi inet 
Muftrip out the Plufleintrailes of their Live- 


nes you f 
And lay °em up for their.Mafters, From the 
Low-Countries 5 


Ss a UR nee 
. 


Antwerp is plunder’d, Braffels ‘burnt, ithe Ca- 
NOG.) 14 
Brought before Levaine, and the Prince of 
Orange ' 
Stands to be Emperour. 
T opfaile. The Emperour lives, 
Trifle. But is to die the Tenth of Oftober 
BEX 
And he has it in reverGon, Erom-France 
Rochel recover'd by the Hugonets, ©. 
And the fifth of fuly laf, yes’tis the fife. 
The Cardinal Richelieu as he flept in his Tent: 
Had his head cut-cff with an invilible Sword. 
By the great Conftables Ghoft.. - ‘ 
Lopfaile. For thame give over. 
Trifle. Thisis all that’s certain, 
Zeale. Antechrif is converted, 
That is enough, it will be joyfull ridings 
To the exil’d Congregation. 
Scar. May you lieJong Sir, 
Trifle. How Rogue? 
Scar, Live] would fay, and like your Wor- 
ip, , 
Trifle. I had forgot thee Prattle ; chou 
fhalt have thy dofe too. 
Venus and Afars are in conjun@ion, here 
I finde it, and fo often this drie year, 
That very Wench unmarry’d, thar knows 
aM 514 
Shall be feven times brought to Bed, and the 
Fathers name 
In Hebrew Characters, wrote on the Childes 
forehead, 
Prattle. No matter whofe the Father, fol 
have work, 
And PS the Groaning Pie, and drink, and 
talke 
Over the Goflips Bowle, health to your Wor- 
fhip. [EZxeunt Dash, Scarcrow, 
Zeale, Prattle. 
Trifle, This morning was well {pent. 
Topfaile. It may ferve for Ling. 
For the Devils breakfaft, But what’s your 
end Sit. rifle 2 ; 
Or the delight you take, if there be any 
In broaching thefe-unpoffible untruths ? 
Trifle. All's true I affure you. Can the 
_ Gazets lie? 
Or the Corants faile? or grant it fhould be 
falfe, . \ 
It will give fatisfaction to the State, 
How the People ftand affected ; and for the 
pleafure 
Of publifhing certain varieties, you call lies, 
Ihave another for’t. But I'le difpatch you 
With my Neece, then tell you further. 
Topfaile. Make that truth, 
Though you lie your whole life after, I regard 
not. [ Exennt. 


Enter Porter and Cable, 
Porter. \sthis the Houfe. 
Cable. Thy houfe? theroof fopoor. y 
Salih And 
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And the infide fo rich! Impoffible. 
Come, tell me truly, though you built it as you 
faid now 
By cheating the poor Mans box. Where did 
you fteale 
This gorgeous fiirniture. 
Porter. °Yis my brave guells, Sir, 
Toentertain your Captainfhip. And if 
You wonder at this, ere long you'l be afto- 
nifht, 
Cable. 1 am already, Fortunes coming 
towards me 
Fafter then I durft hope for.Lam a made Man, 
I feel’c with joy, this isno 12 penny Trade, 
That cozens the Marfhall, under a pretence 
Of felling Ale or Tobacco, or two penny Pa- 
ities, 
Part Catt, part Mutton 
Porter. How he ruminates. 
Cable, Temutt be fo, ’tis fome rich wanton, 
that 
Hath heard of my frong performance, and 
een longs 
Tobeare a Boy of my begetting, for 
The maintenance of the Sport. Gramercie 


back, 

When drowth beggers Graziers, and much 
Rain poor Farmers, 

Thou art a fure revenue, Ha thefe are not 

; [ Mufick. 

The Scrapers of the Town, that fright mens 

© -fleeps, 

And are paid in Chamberlie. Say they fhould 
be the Mufitians 

Of the Lady Loveright, and fhe her {elf come 
hither 

To prove if the report be true goes of me. 

} muft for fear, not hope too much. A 
Song too, 

Anda light note asT live, 

Porter. Pray you liften to it. 


A SONG: 
A Banquet brought in, Carrack folowing. 


Hrice happy he, who cares laid by 
T afts pleafure with variety, 
That knows, and feelingly the bli/s, 
To print a [oft and melting kifs 
On his Saints Lips, with that delight 
Not to be wam'd bat in the night. 
Such joyes wife nature doth prefer, 
While fhe’s our guide, we Cannot erre ; 
The mifers gold, the painted cloud 
of Titles, that make vain men proud , 
The Courriers pompe, or Llorions Scarr 
Got by a Soldier in the Warr, 
Can hold no weight with his brave minde, 
That ftudies to preferve AMankinde, 
Which cannot be unlefs fome houres 
Be freely {ent within thefe bowers, 
Come boldly on then, fear not to begin 
That fight, which Jove himfelf beld not a fin. 
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Cable. Beyond belief | 1dreame fure | pre- 
thee give me 
A tweake by the Nofe, to affyre me that I 
wake. 
Too hard you Rogue. ‘ 
Carrack, This fhall come fofter to you, 
And print a wellcome on your Lips, [ Salute. 
Cable, Rare ! 
Once more I pray you. Here’s no Amber- 


gris 
To help the foulnefs of the Lungs , your 
breath ts 
As {weet as my Mothers Red-Cowes. 
Carrack. Which you have kifs’d Sir, 
Cable. Every oneas he likes. You know 
the Proverb. 
Adélicate Doxie, there’s fire in her eyes ! 
A moift palme, which affures me that fhe will 
not 
Be fatisfy’d with a Kickfhaw. Venzs aflift me. 
If Ido not my labour truly atthe firft, 
I am turn’d out of Service. 
Carrack, Pray you fit Sirs 
You are not merry. 
Cable. Vie laugh if you'le lie down: 
My appetite’s tharp. Ihave kept a long Lent 
ady. 
I need not your Eringos, I bring ’em with me, 
Or I can find ’em here, fhall’s to’t? 


Kiffing her. 
Carrack, To the Banket : ‘ ins 
That follows by degrees. Or if you pleafe 
We'le dance to ftirr our blood. 

Cable, Fie no, no dancing. 

Look on my Bulk, I was not built for Ca- 
pring, 
Ile rather fit. 

Carrak, Fill Sirrah, How? in a Thimble? 
When Iam to drink a health? A bigger Glafs. 
To the good fuccefs of the Fleet. 

Cable, 1 like this well. 

[ Pledges and drinks again. 
To my Pinnace Lady. 

Carrack. Is it well rigg’d ? 

Cable. And failes well. 

Carrack. You mutt not forget your friends. 

To every Ship 
A health, and then to bed. 
Cable. She’le make me drunk fure. 
Carrack, Ah Captain Flinch! 

Cable. Pray you let me found a parly, 

The Third Grape is for Bacchws,not for Cupid. 
Befides if Iam drunck I thall get Wenches, 
And I know you would have a Boy. 

Carrack. ’Tis that I aime at. 

Cable, Hear mea word. You are rich? 

Carrack, My Neighbours fay fo, ~ 
AndI have Lands. 
Cable, But held in Petticote tenure ? 
Tam bold with you Lady. 
Carrack, For that effect you. 
Cable. 1 fee you can drink, and dance, Can 
you fing me afleep too? 
Carrack. L 


Carrack, 1 had rather keep you waking, I 
hate a Dormoufe. 

Cable. And you'le be private to me? 

Carrack, Vle know no man elfe. 


Cable. \ am made for ever, and you’! in- | 


dure my roughnef{s? 

Carrack, The rougher the better, 

Cable, Let the Wind ftay in this quarter 
Tillall the vidual be fpent, nay the voyage 

loft, 
{ am.provided for. 
Let’s to bed Wench, 
We prate too long. 

Carrack Stay Sir, there is one Ceremony 
To be obferv’d firft, and then all is perfect. 

Cable. What Ceremony ? 

Carrack, You mutt Marry me. 

Cable. Marrya Whore? I’le be Eunuch'd 

firft. Ibegin 
To know that voice, and face. 
Porter. You have feen mine too, 
Her difguis’d Porter, Sir, 
\ Cable. Yam fool’d onall fides. 
Carvack. Foole not your felf, 1 do confefs 
[love vou, ; 
But love you honeftly. 
Cable. There’s Wormwood in 
That wicked word honefty. 
Carrack. Youle find it wholfome Captain, 
When you have digefted it. You may perceive 
- Ican take any fhape, or wayes to pleafe you, 
And can maintain both too, You fhall not 
build 

Upon uncertainties, as Dice or dead paies, 

Nor ftand in fear of the Commiffary my deare 

Cable, 

Nor talk of Monfters you have feen in the 
deeps 

For a dinner Captain, nor fwear your felf in 

credit 

With your Woollen Draper, or make his Wife 
your Agent 

For fervice done, or to be done, you fhall not, 
if you marry me, 

And why fhould you refufe it ? 

My breath’s as fweet in an honeft Womans 
habit 

As ina Strumpets, and my skin as fmooth, and 
when you pleafe 

| May prove as well in Bed too, 

Cable. A tafte of it Arft as thou art. 
Carrack, Not a bit Captaine. 

But if you do defire tobe ftill a rambler 

Till you are fo pepper’d, that you hate the 
fight of’c, 

And then'become a prey to your Apothecary, 

And defie your Chirurgion, or perhaps 

Be practis’d on in the Spittle, who can 

. help it. 

Both waies are markt before you, take your 
choice. 

Be honeft, and you may be rich, and 


happy. 
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Costinue a Whoremonger . and y 
what follows, Hie? See ae 
You may contider, and fo farewell {weet Cap- 
tain. [ Exit. 
Porter. You look as you had labour'd hard, 
will you pleafe. 
To have a Cawdle Captain? I have feen 
One like you in a Play, after hot fervice, 
Spoonit upon the Stage. 
Cable, Avant you Rafcall, 
What will become of me? nofport but on 
Such hard conditions? No Meanes to take 


down 

My Msins but a Prieft? Mul I be hog 
re 

Again my will? And a Woman the firft 

E Temptrefs 

0 eate forbidden Fryij igi 

- Fe dah Tuif,y to fright me 

wall I fteere this, or that 2 ¥ 
By at way? yet | 


| Myrefolution wavering as the Winde LExit. 


Enter Bumble, an Exgiifp Skipper. 


Bumble, De TenGill! mat wilt tou Sechen, 
Skipper. I cannot bear this Captain. I have 
renounced | 
England this Ten year, and ferv'd in your 


uaa 
Againit my own Country, and ftill thus us’d ! 
Bumble, war is de Bot[en warcom comet hy 
niet | . 
Skipper. Why Sir yoar Botfen delivered 
your Meffage, 
Tothe young Knight. . 
ya ef r sage wat fecht de Knight 2 
ipper. ’ Sir the Knight {peaks loving- 
45 and detices epee a 
To meet you a fhore, and thank you for 
your 
Challenge: and then he will appoint the 
time 
And coaftwhere you fhall fight | This your 
Botfen 
Bad me tell you, who is now gone aboard 
To make things ready for the combat. - 
Bumble, Ick veiftoe. ick veiftee, I ck fall 
meet him on Schore. 
Mare you will oke veckten, allens de Rutter 
Is your Land{man. ‘ 
Skipper. I Sir, Vil help to kill him too” 
though we f 
Are bans born within a Musket-éhot , *cwere 
t 
I fhould Jofe my Moneths pay elfe. 
Bumble, Dat is vele, dat isvele. 
Skipper. You’le meet him a’fhore firft in 


the morning ¢ 
Bumble. Yaw, yaw, te morghen\ comt "tm 
goet Enghifoman. [Exennr, 
Dddd Enter 
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Enter Warwell (a Paper in his hand) 


iWarwell. Is this the Soldiers Character, that 
fhe 
Would have me imitate? Death on my hopes ! 
1 am abus’d, markt out the pleafure and 
The triumph of her fcorne! 
_ Should I attend 
Her Laws, and by flow method and degrees, 
Raife up to that perfection fhe enjoynes : 
Or this (rid writren Scedule intimates, 
} might marry her byt fo late, thar it 
Were fit renter my Coffin, and her bed 
Atonce! Ifeart am fupplanted by 
Some Rival dearer in her Eyes. This ts 
The Chamber of retreat: where fhe doth ufe 
To wafte the hotter time of day in confe- 
rence, ae 
My Nature and my Manners muft confent 
A while, unlawtully to hide me here, 
That I may liften and obferve- She comes. 
_ (He fleps behind the Hangings. 


Enter Loveright, Jointure. 


Yointure, Madam, I do acknowledge you 
~ the bett 
Remainder of our chiefett blood, and by 
That title, and your former love, you ought 
To challenge my refpects: but not fo much 
As fhall reftraine the freedome of my heart. 
Loveright. ’ Sis no delight to me vobferve, 
and chide 
Your guilrenefs, but when it doth proceed 
To falfehood,, and hypocrifie, ! mutt fpeak. 
Poynture. Speak all your knowledge and 
your wrath; 1 fhall 
Have power to vindicate My felf. 
Loveright. You were the cautious Damfel 
that had read 
Moralitie, that lov’d not with your Eyes, 
But with yout braine, and were your heart 
not in 
Your tender breaft, butin your purfe: Thrift 
was ; 


Your chief defigne, and all your Lovers vertue ) 


was 
His Land, Soldiers were tranfitory things, 
Fitter to beget a Famine, then Children : 
That march ‘o’re others Lands, but never 
plough 
Their own. 
Pointure. And what would this inferr ? 
Loveright. But little reputation unto you, 
Thatafter allthefe documents could traine 
Seawit t’a private meeting in the Orchard : 
Although belov’d of me, and firft my choice, 
Fointure. You have your Spies ? 
* Loveright. Yes, Orchard Spies 2 forfooth. 
Whilit you are gathering unlawfull frnic! 
Warwell. Patience, behold chou trivial god 
of Love, 
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an imploy her envy, and 
Her ftrife, but Lam cancel’d in her fcorne. 


Enter Seawit. : 
ointdve. Hete comes the Gentleman. if 
you can fhow is on 
A charter to ingrofs the worthieft to 
Your felf, or by his promife canaffure 
Your intereft more {trong then mine, J will . 
Difclaime my nuptiall hopes; and dance 


When Hymen celebrates your joyfull day. 


Loveright. Speak Six, and with the ferven- 
cy of truth, 
If to my Confin here,,you have ingag'd ° 
Thraffurance of your love, more then to me? 
—Seawit. And is this the bufinefs [am fent 
for 2 
Loveright. 
freely 
Declare your felf. 1 know your fpirit is 
Too noble to difguife your thoughts. 
Fointure. And 1 with equal confidence ; 
both of 
His vertue and his love, expect my doome. 
Seawit. D’you hear Gentlewomen, pack up 
your Ribbons, 
Your Lawne, your Pendants,and your Chains, 
with all 
The reft of yout free Virginity Trinkets, 
and ; 
Get you gone out of the Harbor, or by 
This light Vle plant my Ship againtt your 


Is’t not of confequence enough ? 


Houfe, 
And batter the Walls about your {mall Eares, 
Loveright. Sir, this is ftrange, I am not 
guilty of 
Your anger. | 
fointure. Nor 1, yout own heart can 
witnefs. 
Seawit. Were you never beatene never 
for ftealing , 
Conferves > never fwadled for lofing your 
Sleve filk, or making your work foule at 
Tent-ftitch ; 
Never for picking Plums out of Mince-Pies, 
Or breaking o’your Lutes through negli- 
gence. 
Had neither of you an old Grandmother 
With afhort Ebon-ftaffe, that us’d to beat 


you 
For thefe faults? Sure, had you been ever 
beaten i 
You would not dare to ufe me thus, 
Fointure. This was not wont to 
envy Madam . 
Hath thos incens’d andalter’d him to me. 
Loveright. My envy * In thy own falfe breaft 
feek for 
The guile with which thou friv’ toflandec 


be ; yout 


me. 
I know thy arts, but I will lay my felf - 
And fortunes at his feet “ere thou fhalt have 


him. 
Warwell. 


i i 
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w arwell, Tvannot hold! Hear me fantaftick 
Maid | 
Seawit- What another new Jiggto the old 
tune | 
Warwell. \ now am fearn’d in all thy falfe- 
hood, and 
Thy fcornes, th’are fuck perhaps as may per- 
lex 
AntiBers love , now they are tir’d with 
mine ; 
Know chou haft vex’d my nature, till’c begin 
To rellith of the Devill, for all the Joyes 
I feel, is hope of fellowfhip in my 
Tormenting paines. Your Darling here may 
faffer too. 
Seawit. Excellent good! A male Confpi- 
rator. | 
Warwell. Though you have fool’d me toa 
vaine deftruttionof * 
My Mony, and my Books, my Land’s ftill left, 
With which I fall endow one better try'd 
In conftancy. 
Loveright. Thisisa rudenefs, Sir, 
Nor fic for to bé forgiven, thus co intrude 
. Into my privacies; butI’le divorce 
Me from your fight, let me behold you here 
No more. For you falfe Coufin, be you 
fure 
Youare but little welcome to my Company, 
Therefore divide the Houfe, this part is 
mine. 
fointuve. Mine the remoteft from your 
eyes and fight, - 
[ Exenut Loveright, Jointure, feveral wages, 
Warwell You Sir have the felicity to weare 
The Garland, and difdainittoo. You fee 
The Ladies ftrive who fhall be firft preferr’d 
Unto your choice, whil’t my poor wreath is 
; Willow! 
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oy 
Seawit. Of what Province I pray are you d 
What Bridegroome 
Are Jey a what Kings Son that you fhould 
thin . 
I am oblig’d to bear this familiarity? 
You weare no Petticoat for priviledge ! 
Warwell. \thank you Sir! and yet I {earce 
believe bj 
That you will make the Lady yours, and me 
So tame, to be your merriment ; 
You fhall not carry her 
With fo much eafe, 
Seamit. Agen! In good Faith hold your 
tongue, 
Or I fhall run my Hilts between your teeth, 
Warwell. You can be angry then, fomé 
comfort yet 
That fe bark plac’d her Love on one dares 
ght: 
Whofe courage makes:him fitto render me 
A fatisfaction for her vanities, 
Sa You durft not be fo merry fue, but 
that é 
The hoife and Women muft not be difturb’d, 
Warwell. Still pleafant with your fortune! 
Goe meet me 
If that thy Title, or thy Blood, dare prompt 
Thee eee ith’ Meadow Weltward to the 
ea, | 


‘Single, and guarded as thou art. 


Seawit. Lead on the way. Thy fcornes 

are fit to be 

Rebuk’d. Thou noble Planet of the Day 

Showred when thou declin’{t, as thou didf 
Weare 

My anger in thy looks, thou being fer 

May’ proudly rife unto the publick view 

Agen, but one of us or both, before 

Thy light is loft, fhall fink, and rife no more: 


at eee, Se 


V. 


Enter Cable ; Letters ix his hand. 


Cable. m4 Hefe come from Loudon fure, I 
Know no part 
I O’th’ Realme, allowes me a 
. Friend, or Enemy, — 
Bat that unlucky Town ; where now, ’tis dead 
Vacation too, atime of great Calamity 
With younger brothers, Men o’th Camp, and 
the 
Diirefs’d Daughters of old Eve, that lie 
Windbound 
About Fleet- Ditch. 
Enter Porter. ee 
Porter. What, In your melancholly Fit 
agen? ' [Steps afide. 
Cable. They are from Creditors, would 1 
were valiant 


Sa, fa, courage, ——— 


Ple goe fetch my Miftrefs to him. 


Enough to open e’m: 
‘To my noble Friend 
Captain Cable , this Superf{criptionis 


The kindeft ; and Seal’d with a Farthing too 
That were enough to fright a poor mans au- 
gurie—— 
[Opens a Letter 
Porter. Thefe dumps are dolefull, 
[ Exit? 
Cable.Hum,forborne you above feven years-s 
hum, promis’d ; 


With Oaths to pay me laft Cales voyage---hum 
Never drunk for my Worthip 


hum, 


Three of my Children 


Lie fick of the Meafles—— hum——but one 


bunch of Turnips 


Dddd 2 Among 
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Among Twelve of us this four days —Hum— Cable. No more drinking now? I will un- 


my Sheers : dertake | 
And my Wives beft Kirtle at Pawn —Hum — To ate throughout all the Sandy hot De= . 
mit arts 
M Sie your Confcience —Hum- your | Of Barbary, with one Flagon o' Water. 
* Friendas you Alas | The Dew’s enough to fatisfie 
Ule him Gregory Thimble. A temperate Man, fo he travel by night, 


And withhis Mouth open. And for whoring, 
If my example fhould profper, and reclaim 
The linners of this Town; there’smany 

A poor Jultice of Peace will get but little. 

Carrack. Youare ftrangely alter‘d. 

Cable. \tis too true. 
Wouldtt thou believ’t ? I wasabout laft night 
To fell my Trumpets, and in their ftead, buy 
A pair of Virginals, thou know’itit is 
The more precife harmony, As for my Fea- 

ther, 
Here, take it, and (tuff Pillowbets , itis 
A vain wearing, argues fin, and a light head! 
Carrack. \s'tpoflible, you can be fo pre- 


Enter Carrack. 


Carrack, hope he’s at his Prayers } 
- Indeed melancholly isa good fign. 
Of Contrition, in Men that drink much, 
Cable. Here are two Lamentations more, 
tothe ' 
Same tune. Were Haunibal alive, and thefe 
Directed to him, he would not have the 
Heart 
To open’em. O thefe are bitter Pills! 
[Pats up the Letters. 
And now for Marmalad to clofe the ftomack } 


up; cife? 
This sitar had news of a fiery Cutler Cable. This day 'll cut off my Main Matt, 
That will greet me with a Ne exeat Regnum. and for : 


No other reafon, but because methinks 

It looks likea May- pole. 
Garrack. 1 can but wonder and rejoyce. 
Cable. Widow V’ll marry thee! Let chat 


Carrack, Jult fuch afad Man was my Hus- 
band wont 
Tobe in’s youth, when he receiv’d Letters 
From London ! and facd me out ftill, they 


came fuffice, f , 
To borrow Money: Poor City-Souls, they Go buy a Wedding Ring ; and doft thouhear.’ 
fent 


Lay out Money, here are Billsof Exchange 
Newly come from London, will difcharge all— 
[ Pulls outs Letters. 
Carrack, Are all thefeBills of Exchange? 
Cable. All but fome few Poltfcripts of 
news. 
Carrack, It is no news Captain. 
Cable, What isno news Widow? 
Carrack, That youow Money! Know Sir, ° 
there is now 
Arriv’d, a fhort Hair’d, fnaall Notch’d-mef- 
fenger, . 
That calls himfelf an Apprentice, he rails 
Againft your Captainfhip, and fays you ow 
His Mafter Money, and thofe Letters come 
From others too, that fuffer in the fame caufe. 
Cable. Doft thounot know Widow, Men 


But for their own. 
Cable. There’s no returning to Town with- 
out Money, 
Unlef Lcould move underground. 
For though I know each Lane 
And Alley, ficfor Ambuth, or Retreat; 
Yet the Serjeants know me better. Full many 
A fad gripe have I had on the Left-fhoulder, 
Andin the Kings nametoo. Fine Rogues, to 
ufe . 
The Kings name to him, that has none of’s 
Coyn | 
Well, 1 muit turn chafte, marry my dear 
Widow, 
And berich! No remedy ! 
Carrack, Good morrow Captain | IT am 


come to feek A ees of Courage. 
You out ; and know how far you are re- Willow Money. 
folv’d Carrack. Visevident. But what (I pray) 
In the main point, You underftand me Cap- are your debts, 
tain ? 


Cable. Lam no Arithmatician (Widow) I 
cannot tell 

To a juft feruple. 

Carrack, But you may neerly guefs. 

Cable. About a Hundred , or a Thoufane 
pound | 
Carrack, No Land, nor Living, Captain, 

yet ow 

A Thoufand pound? : 

Cable. Thele are filly examinations | Go,go, 

Put on clean Linnen Widow , and let’s to 

Church. 


Cable. Widow} Would *ewere Sunday 
Widow ! 
Carrack, Andwhy,T pray? , 
Cable. That we might have clean Linnen, 
Frefh Nofegays ; 
And go hear Exercife. I know you love 
To frequent the filenc’d Parties, let but 
Their Lungs hold our, and I’il liften till my 
Earsake. Sirrabh, Widow, thounever knew’ft 
A Rogue fo fuddenly reclaim’d. 
Carrack, Icis glad tidings Sir! 
Carrack 


ee 


NOews from 
“Carrack, You did confider Sir, and muft 
not I 


~ Have refpite to confider too? 


Cable. 1i\ follow, 
And fhake thefe thoughts out of her Head; 
his hopes 


- Areatthe lat gafp, that gives a Widow 


Leave to confider. [Exennt. 


- Enter Inland, Bumble, Exglifh- Skipper. 


Inland. Ab my belov’'d Bumble, thy kind- 
nefshath 
Converted my heart to Butter, it melts too. — 
Good Friend, 
Render this to himin elegant Dutch, 
Eng, Skipper. Verffat ye de Rutter Capitaine. 
Bumble Ya, yaw, Ich verftoe; Ick hebb 
eon true heart. j 
Maer warome bebt hy myn fo licfe ? 
Eng. Skipper. He would know why you love 
him, Sir, Pees ' 
Your quarrel is depending full. 
ae For his valor tell him ’caufe he will 
fight : 
My Countrey-men {carce know what it doth 
mean. 
Good kind, meek Souls, they'll ftrait be recon- 
cil’d ! 
Defire him we may joyntogether in 
A Flanders hugg ,; embracing courfly, like 
Two lofty Younkers of the Hague. 
Eng, Skipper. He underftancs you Sir 
[inland azd Bumble embrace, 
Inland. am the fervant of your Dog Bam- 
bell vakar 
Bumble. Ick bynyare Hunt foot 
Jaland. Foundsfoot ! What's that e 
Eng. Skipper. Why Sir, he is your Dogs Leg. 
Inland. How | doft thou complement old 
Flounderkin ? 
Imultkifsthee: Bufsme Bumble, 1 fay bufs— 
| [They kifs, 
Bumble, Macr wee mot noch vechten, 
Inland. Yes, yes, we will fight too, Bumble, 
Heaven willing | 
T will cucchy Throat forall this, and throw 


. Thee over-board! among thy kinred ,Habber- 


dine, 

And-Ling ; who fhall meet thee fome four 
days hence 

Ten fathom deep: But firft I’ve a fute to 


thee, ; 
Tell him my Governor plays the falfe friend, 
He will not lend me his Ship. 
En. Skipper. Hy en koat niet een Shipp kveghe. 
Inland. Therefore, if he pleafe, we'll en- 
counter like P 
Two valorous angry Hertings, and fight fwim- 
ming, 
In any Sea-coaft that he will name. ; 
Bumble. Ick, verftoe 1 Adaer ick, mot incen 
Skipp veckter. 
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Eng. Skipper. You mutt excufe him, Sir, he 
cannot fight 

Withouta good Ship under him. 

Inland. Tell him he hath two now in his 
__, command, 
I'll borrow one, and Man it with my Faulkners 
Huntfmen, and my Women. 
Bumble, Nien, nien, dat mat niet ween: 
Eng. Skipper. He will not part, Sir, with his 
1p. 
Inland. Bumble , 
Bumble, 

1 will make bold with your body here | Take 

[Kicks him. 

And for more folace that —, and that for old 

reckonings. 
Bumble. Ick fall meet you at Sea veut all, 
Inland. Vth’ mean time a kick or two more 
on fhore : 

Is not amifs-—— And Countrey-man, be- 

caufe 

Youtake pay under him, thus] falute 

Your Hanches — 
Bumble. Ick fall meet you at Sea 
Eng. Skipper, 1,or in Amboyna, there you 

fhall {wing for’, 
Inland, Marchon! Imuftkick youto your 
Cock-boat. [Exeunt. 


if you have no curtefie, 


that————. 


Enter Topfail, Porter, like a Pur{uiant. 


Top/ail, But art thou fure he holds little 
power ; 
Over his Niece; 

Porter. That little istoo much, Sir, 
He oe none at all, Hemay pretend fhe ows 

him 

Refpects as to her Uncle, but I have heard 
Her Woman, Mitrefs Nightingale, (and fhe 


is : 
The Key of her Ladies Secrets ) {wear her 
honor. ; 
So hates her tedious babling, that fhe would 
part with 
A good round fum to have affurance, not 
To be affli@ed with it but once a quarter. 
Topfail, That wayI may do her fervice. But 
art thou perfe& 
In my directions ? 
Porter. If Imifs my kue,’ 
‘Let me forfeit my reward, 
Topfail. Stand clofe, and when 
T hold my hand up thus, rufh in upon him, 
And do thy office. 
Porter. With as much rudeftefs Captain, 
Asa drunken Beadle drags a kneeling Begger 
Tothe Houfe of Correction. 
. Topfail. He appears, I'll have fome fport, 
though I lofe the Lady. Sir Sofemne 
Trifle ! 


Enter Trifle. 


Met to my with. Ihave difpatch’d my eee 
' LQ 
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promife, 
I Miill have your Neece. 
Trifle. Pray you give me leave. 
Topfail. Nay more, ‘ 
[have difpos’d of my Ship too. 
Trifle. Hear me, | pray you. 


Tipfail. t build my confidence upon your 


credit, , 
And if 1 fall, you perifh in my ruines. 
Imagine, Sir, how monftrous ’twill appear 
If a grave Jultice, add to that a Knight, 
Of fuch a reverend Beard, the Oracle, 
Of Wifdom ro his Brothers of the Bench, 
Nay their fill open Mouth, a Statefman too, 
Thit holds fatelligence in all the Courts 


Of Chriftendom, and from that frames his 


Counfels ; : 
I fay, if fach an eminent Man fhould fail 
In hisaffurances of a Ladies favor, 


His Neece, and one he may command, that 


will not 
Hazard the reputation of her Uncle, 
But with her own lofs carefully preferve it, 
Who will give credit to your Hand and Seal, 


Touching occurrences far off? And therefore 


For your own fake, Sir Solemme,do me right, 
- Or youare like to fuffer.. 
Trifle. confefs it 
An ifrepairable lofs. Now give me leave 
Yo make you underftand, with what difcre- 
tion, 
Art, judgment, Language, elegance of phrafe, 
I have proceeded for you. 
Topfai!. Briefly I pray you. 


Trifle. 1 went to her, andat the firft re- 


ceiv'd 
Slight entertainment, then I came ujon her 
With my rhetorical flourifhes, fer youoff 
In the full height of luftre, nay, obferve 
How much I ventur’d for you. 1 affur’d her 
Upon my credit, TJ hat the next employment 
You fhould be chofen Admiral, then bring in 
The King of Spains Plate Fleet, and for the 
fervice 
Should be made an Earl. 
Topfail, 1am bound to you. 
Trifle. And yet, 
Do you think fhe would believe me > 
Topfail. She had little reafon. What 
wrought it on her ? 
Trifle. Nothing as live, all was caft away, 
nor gave Lo’er fo, 
But urg‘d authority, and told her plainly 
Her Uncle was a Second-Father to her, 
“And fhe bound to obey him. 
Topfail. What, reply’d the ? 
Trifle. The Girl laugh’d at me, flung away, 
andwil’dme * 
Toteach my Clerk Dajh his trade, fhe was 
old enough 
To govern her own affairs, 
Topfail. Does this fruit grow 
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~ To my friends in London, prefuming on your 


[Porter afide. 


On the Tree of your Affurances ? 
Trifle. Captain Top/asl, 
Preferve my reputation. Recal 
Your Letters by a Winged Poft. I'l! bear 
The charge, and undergo what lofs foever 
You fuffer’din the parting with your Ship, 
Dear Sir, be good tome. I would nor be taken 
Ina lie for my eftate, 
Topfail. You {peak fo honeftly, 
That troth I could forget it ; but fuppofe 
I fhould, Ifear yet, you'll be call’d unto 
A {tri accompt for the other news, to which 
You have fet your Hand and Seal, and pub- 
lifh’d them 7 
By your fubordinate Minifters, 
[Holds up his hand. 

Within Porter. Break ope the Doors. 
iy [ Porter wit hin. 
ilhave him, if he be above ground, though 
Iraife the force of the County. 

Trifle. 1 begin to quake all over. 

Porter. Ah! Lam gladI have you. 

Sit Solemne Trifle,in the Kings name,I charge 
you | ; 
T’obey my Warrant. 
 Topfail. Ufe him gently Purfuivant, 
Remember he’s a Juftice,. and a Knight, 
He'll put in Bail. ; 

Porter, Bail will not ferve, he muft 

And fhall along with me prefently: T'll noe 
take 
A Jury of Juftices for his appearance. 

Trifle, Lamundone. ~ 

Porter. It is akind of treafon, 

Trifle. Ay me ! 

Porter. He hath put the Kingdom ig an up- 

roar 
About his news, under his Hand and Seal.. 

Topfail. Six Solemne, \ forefaw this. 

Porter. Scarcrov andgZ eal, 
Have kifs’d the Whipping-Poft, “and your - 
Goffip Prattle, 

Hath tafted of the Rack for venting of 

Your trumperies, and the Rack will make him 

yield 

A reafon why he holds intelligence ; 

Without Commiffion , and with Foreign 

Princes: 

You muft and thall go Sir. 

Trifle. O Trifle, Trifle! 

What hath thy Pen, and Wifdom, brought 
thee too. ; 

Topfail. He will go quietly,tie not his Legs 

Under his Horfesbelly. ~ 

Porter. AsI fee caufe Sir. 4 

Trifle. Am come to that, hear me, [ama 

Traytor . 
In the higheft degree, If e’er I had intelli- 
gence 
But from Play-honfes, and Ordinaries, and 
fometimes 


| Courants, Cazets; and Ballads, thofe were the 


[ Weeps. , 


Undoing Spirits Iwork’d by. 
? ‘Topfail. 
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Topfail, \ believe him 
Troth Mr. Purfuivant, his fault may be 
Thought greater, then perhaps itis, and if 
A hundred pound in prefent pay, may teach 
you 
The ee of Connivance, do not fee him till 
He hath fu’d out his pardon. 
Porter. I fhallrun 
A dangerous hazard. 
Topfail. This is certainty. 
Give it him! fay, 
Porter. For my fecurity 
He mutt inftantly leave the Town; 
Top(ail. Befides the Warrant 
There’s a neceflity for that, 
Trifle. How Captain? 
Topfai'. Seawit, 1 know nothow, h’ath 
heard of the wrong 


You did him to his Marchant, and he hath. 


 -wow'd 
To pull oat your tongue, and cut off your right 
hand, : : 
No lefs will ferve him. 
Trifle. Vil rather go with che Purfuivant, 


¢ Porter.. And be rack’d to death. 


Trifle. What fhall I do? 

Topfail. Steal clofely 
Out of the Houfe, vanifhas ina Mit 
That way. Nota fyllable: on mine Honor 


[ Exit Trifle. 
There’s no Sir Solemne hee. So, you are paid 
for te 
Your Ship. 


Porter, The beft chat ever Porter was Sir. 
Topfail. This will 1 hope take off his edge 
. _of lying, . 
And fright him co tell truth. Now for the Lady. 
[Exeunt. 


Entee Loveright, Joynture, Night’ngale, 


. Loveright. Mifchief and fhame upon thy 
— filent Tongue? . ; ‘ 
Why didit not tell me this before ? 
Nightingale. Though { overheard their 
quarrel (Madam) I 
Believ’d they would proceed no further, then 
In words, but ’tis too certain, they were feen 
Juft now haftning tothe Field. 
Loveright. Quickly my Coach! In the ad- 
joyning Meadow, 
Weltward to th’Sea, did they appoint to meet ? 
Nightingale. That was the place they 
nam’d, 
Loveright. You have enflam’d this anger 
(Colin) by 
Perfwading emulation in their love. 
foynture. You wrong me (Madam) witha 
calumny i 
That mult refult upon your felf. 
Loveright. Within there Ho |! My Coach, 
Fyature. Some cal| the Captains to, aflift us 
thither ! : 


Pray Heaven they do not fighe.. 


[Exennt. 


Enter Seawit, Warwel in their Shirts, © 
Stand at diftance. 


sisi This Ground is equal to us both ; 
or i y 
Your better eyes can find a diffrence in 
Afcent, you have the liberty of choice. 
Warwel. \like my {tation Sir, and you muft 
joyn 
Some Fortune to your Strength, tomoveme 
hence, 
Seawit. YOu are as merry Sir, as if you 
thought 
Of nothing but a triumph, 
Warwel, Our weapons have one meafur’d 
length: If you 
Believe the oppofition of the Sun 
Unto your face, is yourimpediment , 
You may remove, and wear him on your back, 
Seawit. Your ceremonies, Sir, are trouble- 
fome. 
I love his Beams, if they can fee me faint, 
* Tis fit they punifh me 
With Everlafting Night. Prepare your felé 


Enter Loveright, Joynture, Carrack, Nigh- 
tingale, toSeawit and Warwel,’ Topfail 
and Cable following, Loveright arid 
Nightingale hanging on Warwel, Joyn- 
ture and Cable on Seawit. 


Seawit, Who have we here ? 

Warwel. Your Land-plot Captain Seawit 
To fetch you off ? 

Seawit. Your {tudied ftratagem, warwel, 
With your Confederate Lady wits, you had 

paid elfe 

For your part of the jearing Scene. 

Warwel. \fhaltforget 
Civility, and Manners, if you perfit thus. 


Have you firft caft me-off 2? abus’d my fer- 


vice? 
Then hold me while your Gallant cuts my 
Throat? 
Carrack. Do you think to fright me with 
your naked weapon ? 
My Husband was 
A Captain, yet when he has drawn upon me 
In’s drink, 1 have made him theath his wea- 
pon, and 
Repent he drew it on me. | 
Cable, Here’s a fine medley, 
Seawit. We cannot do that which we came 


for, Sir, 3 
We muft wait another hour, and till then 
truce, [Puts up bis Sword. 


Silence becomes Menbelt, when Women talk, 
Warwel. 1 {follow the example. | 
Seawit. What new device re 
Succeeds this, Madam AZarchpain ? Whereé- 
fore come you? 8 
And 
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And youher compeer? If you would both be 
cur’d 
Of the Green Sicknefs, arid from me take Phy- 
fick, 
Fall to it prefently, and fcratch one another 
Till you fe sori off the Paint, and flefh 
together. 
Y'll have no other fee. I ammad fuch baubles 
Should: fteal away my patience, When willit 
fpeak? 
Hath it loft its Tongue ? Borrow an inch or 
two 
OF its Uncle Sir Solemne, 
Loveright. Ha! ha! ha! Isitangry? 
Or its pleafant wittied up, andturn’d to rail- 
ing ? 
Foyntwre. Shall we put one 
Gorgets out of order 
For fuch a face ? 
Leveright. Or fight, or feratch, for a quib- 
lin 
A part A your Revenue? 
Carrack. Or run mad, 
If | marry not this great Belly? or forfwear 
fleeping, 
If it be not mademy Pillow 2 
Cable, Tambrought in too. 
Loveright. But to be ferious. 
warwel. Which you cannot be. 
Yon have it not in your Nature, fickle Lady. 
Loveright, Be your own Judges for 1'l 
fpeak my thoughts 
Toall, and freely. But Iam interrupted. 


Purl of our 


Enter Inland. © 


Quiet this ftorm, and I will give you reafon 
For what we do, or have done. 
. [Seawit, Warwel, Cable, Topfail, 
confer the rvomen, fiep afide. 
‘Inland. None kill’d yet? 
I have heard of the quarrel, and I will make 


one, ’ 
I care not on which fide. Ha! How comes 
this, 
Three Women ‘gainft four Men! It muft be 
fo. 
I have readin Errant Books of fighting Ladies, 
And thefe no doubt are firch, and I love ‘em 
for’t. 
They are difatm’d, the Men have got the day, 
And I {tand bound to refcue ‘em. 
Seawit. Second me ’twill do. : 
Cable. We'llput him to’t, and try his tem- 
per. 
Inland. You have been my Tutor, now I 
will be yours. 
You have wrong’dthefe Ladies, and my honor 
binds me 
To teach you better manners. 
Seawit. Thou weak Compound 
Of clownery and rafhne, that ne’er knew’ ft, 
Andart paft teaching what true Valor is ; 


News from Plimouth, 


Bridle your tongue, of I muf tell you Boy, 
You will be whipt. 
Inland. Boy? 1 defie thee, 
Topfail. Stay Sir, 
Be not fo hot, I muft have fome cool words 
with you. 
You have been faucy, and from my forbear- 
ance 
Grown infolent. I'll put youto theteft, > 
Fall off, and inftantly, or 1’ll beat you to 
A place to do me right. 
Inland. Beat me, lead on. 
Cable, We muft not part fo. You Cub, Pil 
make you feel 
You are not now amongft your Tenants Sons, 
Swaggering ata Wake, in your own Village, 
Or peants away a May- pole from your Neigh. 
OFS’; : 
But with fuch Men, asif you dare but feratch, 
Can pare your Nailstothe Stumps, and fpoil 
your clawing, : 
Inland. Three again{tone, ’tisfoul play. 
Warwel, Thou artnot worth 
The anger of one Boy that has true mettal, 
Or couragein him. You love quarreling, 
Be itright or wrong, and fighting as you fay 
too. 
But look upon thy Sword, 
Topfail. Or frown, 
Seawit. Catt Lots 
Who fhalldo the drudgery of cudgelling him. 
Cable. You hall part with the name of fu- 
rious, and from henceforth 
Be call’d Tame Inland, 
joynture. How they aw him. 
Inland. Cow me with odds? Were your 
number tén times doubled, 
L would not budg. Ladies ftand fair, you thal 
Perceive I am not aw’d, nor tongue-tied. 
Tutor, 


For my bringing up, I willdifpatch you firft ; 


At your great Belly next. I willfpoil your 


Pipe roo. 
And you fhall find I dare took on my Sword 
When I prick your Guts with’t. Come one by 
one, or all 
Together, | care not. 
Cable. Sure the Devil’s in him. 
Topfail. Youmult take another courfe, 
Seawit, Vil rather fuffer, 
Then part with fuch a Charge, 
Warwel, 1 do recant. 
Seawit. Thou thalt be 
©ur Admiral. 
Topfail. And kill the Kings Enemies 
By douzens. 
Cable. Be but recoacil’d. 
Inland. 1 am 
Upon thefe terms, but let me have enow 
Kings enemiesto kill. 
Seawit, Thou fhale my Charge. 


Enter 


Enter Boat[wain. 


Boal Aboard, aboard, the Wind ftands 


fair, 


One fenttoo from the Admiral to commandict. 


~ Cable. How! the Wind turn’d Weltward 2 
\ » Topfail. ?Vis\ the Rack runs that way. 
_ ~ Seawit. Conftantly. Noftay then 
Your Lenvoy Ladies, ’ 
Loveright. \will not hinder ©. 
Your voyage with long difcourfe. This is the 


an, 
_ For whofe witht Gght, with fome doube to 
mine honor, X - 

I came to Plymouth, having had intelligence 
Four days betore he had fet Foot in Holland, 


And was bound hither, You had fuchenter- 


' tainment, 
As I could give you : Other accidents 
~ Were but to pafs time. I am ferious Sir, . 
- And all imperious humors of a Miftrefs 
Caitby, Ithus embrace youas a Husband, 


: - Andas fuch, will obey you. 


Seawit. Heaven give you joy, Sir, 
Warwel. This fatisfes for all, and if you 
pleafe, 
‘Here ends our difference. 


Seawits °Tis my delire, Sir. x, 


foyatare..One word with you Sir. I fhall 
{till report you 


News from Plimouth. 


»! Wind. / 
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A Noble Gentleman, and am fo chang’d. 
With your behavior, though you wanta fors 
tune, 
At your return I'll make you one, and do ic 
A lawful way. 
Seawit. Ukifs your hand, and feal my {elf 
Your Servant. 
Cable, Now Widow, what’s your doom 
Of me? ShallI fay arhome, 
Or weigh up Anchors and be gone? 
Carrack, Get honor, 


And bring homea tich Prize , like my other 
Husband, 
And you thall have his place. Yee though you 
thrive nor 
But come home ne’er fo peor, forfwear your 
whoring, 
And I am your Wife; and to encourage you 


toit, 
Give a particulat of your debts, 1° p1y’em, 
You fhall come home a free man, 
Cable, By thiskifsIthank thee, 
I'll prove fuch a notable Husband 
Seawit, All {tands yet in fuppofition, 
_ Topfail. Y may find a Wife too 
At my return, till when Honor’s my Miftrefs. 
Seawit. Our Navy now puts forth to Sea, 
and if : 
You wifh us a good voyage, we fhall find 
Our new trim’d Sails fill’d with a profp’rous 
[ Exeunt, 


Epilogue by Sir F’ urions. 


Or your own fakes (dear Hearts) you had not 
beft . 

Believe my Rage, or Humor fo oppreft 

_ Lh heat of the laft Scene, as that you may 

Freely, and fafely too, cry downour Play ? 

For if you dare but whisper one falfe Note 

Here in the Honfe, or paffing totake Boat, 


Eeee 


Good faith I'l mow you off with my foort Sword. 

asthe » Squire, Knight, Lady, and hip 
ora, ‘ 

with C on[cience too, for fince my ALettal lies 

Still to deftroy yours, and our Enemies. 

Can I do lefs (be your own Fudzes) when 

You lay fad Plots to begger the Kings Aden. 


The 
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The Dittrefles, 


The Perfons of the Play. 


Androlio__— 
Bafilonte —~- 
Orgemon 
Dorando —— 
Balthazar — 
Leoute —-———= 
Gonfe 


_Argila —~ 

Orco — ~—— 
Surgeon 
Servants a 
Muficians ween 
Bravo 5 ——— 


j 


Son to the Governor. *. 
A Noble Man of Cordua, 


Sons to Bafilonte, but unknown to each other. 


Brother to Claramante. 
His Brother, a Hot-fpirited Gentleman: > 


alee Friends to. Balthazar, 


A Merry Gentleman, Friend to Audrolio. 


= 


Aniana —— Daughter to Bafilonte, 
Claramante — Orgemons Miftrefs. 
Marila ——~ An Old Woman, 


Se EN we CORD U4 


=< — ———— 


A Geld 


+ 


CEN ES 


Enter Argilo, Gonfalvo, Dorando, Balthazar, Surgeon, (who binds 
ae up Balthazar’s Wound.) 


Avgile. YY Ring Lights ! More Lights | And 
Ep, feta guard upon 
hl The Gates: Be fure none enter 
here, but thofe 
Who, are ally’dto us? 
Gonfalvo. Send unto th’Governor, En- 
treat him that 
His Officers take care the people be 
Difperc’d that throng about the houfe, though 
fome 
Are foi\l natur’d, that they take the pains 
Ot hafPning hither to fee mifchief, yet 
Others are wore natur'd, and come to.do 
it. 
Dorando. Vice, Famine, and miftaken Zeal 
confume *em ? 
How their wife courages affect to gape 


On danger, when themfelves fland fafe ? Brave 
2 Sie 

How do you feel your wound ?- 
Balthazar. 1 amoblieg’d unto your valor 


Sir, 
Which doth no lefs deferve my wonder, then 


Your courtefie my praife; for ladmire 


A ftranger fhould ingage his youth, and life 
To fo much hazard, where he neither knew 
The perfons, nor the caufe. 

Doran, \ {aw you were 
Diftref'd with numbers Sir, I could not think 
My honor well difpos’d, till ic was throughly 
Inclin’d to make you fafe. Your wound (I 

hope ) a 

Gives you no fence of inward ficknefs ? 

Bal, Ameer feratch ? 

My 
« 


The Diftreffes. 


My fervants over-diligence, and this 

Tame pofture ina Chair, are ways to make 

Tt feem inuch greater then ic is. 

“ Argilo, Colin, 

I pray fit ftill! Although your wound be 
flight, 

Your motion may unbindic, and I know 

No blood belonging to our family, buc is too 
good tolofe. - 


Enter Claramante. 


Gonfa. Look there, your filter Claramante, 
Sir, 
Is hurried hither by her loving fears. 
Clar. My Brother Balthazar ! 
How have my vows mifcarry’d thus of late ? 
Orare my fins more powerful then my pray’rs, 
That all my importunities to Heaven 
Areloft. I’ve oftner beg’d your fafety, then 
Mine own, 
Balt, Dear Claramante, were! dead, 
Men that ftood by and faw thofe tears would 
chide r, 
You for too great expence of grief, knowing 
Your health and beauty moft concern the 
World. 
I feel a greater danger from : 
Your forrow, then my wound. Truft me, 
am well, 
Clar. Out City fam’d for Government, is 


b 

Thefe : ghtly Riots and Diforders, grown 
Lefs fafe then Galleys, where revolied Slaves 
Inchain their Officers. 

Bale, This filter isth*unruly feafon, when 
Young raging Lovers meet their Rivals in 
The dark , but Ias little know mine enemy, 
As guefs the caufe of his malicious wrath, 
That noble ftranger doth deferve your thanks 
And praife, if I can ferve you with my life, 
For ‘tis his valor hath continued it, 


Clar. Sit, there were little hope that I | 


fhould pay 
So large a debt, fhould I notask his name, 
To whofe great vertue I do ow it. 
~ Dor. Madam, Tam call’d Dorando, but it 
Is far from my ambition, to believe 
That any act of mine can add fuch worth 
Unto my name, that you fhould think it fit 
_ To wear't one hour within your memory. 
Clar Sir, your humility istoounkind : 
You undervalue whom you have preferv’d, 
And me, when you fufpe@ I thall forget 
His name that fav’d my Brothers life. 
_ Dor. O love! Thou bufie Deity? How 
cou!d 
Ttneed, thoufhouldft. o’ercome me with her 
voice 
When I was conquer’d by her eyes before. 


Enter Leonte. 


Leon. Brother ! What ate you for the 
Gravetonight? 
Malt we fhake hands, and never meet again, 
Unlefs Philofophers agree. upon another 
World. 
Balt. No Sir? Vve refolv’d better on’c? 
We'll 
Stay here till they have ended their d ifpute. 
Leon, Content ? | have examin’d 
Thisincounter, and I find the nighe 
Bred a miftake : certain furious lovers 
Mott bounteoufly defign’d to fetenade 
My fifter at her Window, 
Met with their rivals here. Jn their blind ra ge 
Suppofe you for an oppofit, and with 
Their cold Iron, gave you this midnight mark 
Of Wes Their names, the fhame, and error 
oO 
Their anger, made them conceal, 
Clar, Atmy window, Sir | 
Leow. Claramante! “\hough in this City 
fuch 
Addrefles are allow’d unto the fair 
And eminent, and thac our Spanith cuftom 
Warrants Ladies in Mofick to admit 
Their lovers, Evening and-their Morning 
plaints. 
Yet fince your Beauty doth difor der Men, 
Keep it wicbin, lock up your looks? 
Clar, Brother, I hope, I have fo liv’d, that 
you 
May think your counfel loft, for though 


A valueit, pepe need it nor. 


Leon. If I had hideous doubts, or knew to 
feed 
And nourifh them wich real circumftance, 
Iwear acrifle here, fhould end your life, 
And my fufpition ere you could have hope 
Or leafure to repenr, 
Clar, Sir, though L {trive to reverence your 
love, and care of my 
Repute ; yet when I find your anger rais’d 
So high, as if youdid prefume 
Your Reafon couldallow’c, then I difdain’d, 
And will haveno honor, but what Ican 
Protect without your help, 
Leon. Hear me, Be fure 
Youliveinclos’d ? Keep to your Glafs; and 
when 
Y’are weary with looKing on your own face, 
I'll help youto another of thefamefex, 
Clar. Forgive me Sir? Though I am inno- 
cent, 
I was not wife enough to find 
Your anger grows too high to be contemn’d, 
Leon, Obey whatl enjoyn ? for by 
My fathers foul, thy hopes of liberty 
Are but thy certainties of death, 
Dor. Fie Sir! how illit doth become 
A gallant nature to miftake, and make 


Ecee 2 Such 


26 ; T be Diflreffes. 


Such an uncivil ufe of rage, to tempt 
A Ladies vertue to an angry bluh ? 
Leon. Good, unknown Sir ! What make 
youhere? Or, pray . 
What do youfind inme, that you fhould hope 
{have been us’d to be rebuk’'d? : 
Arg. Colin Leone, this noble firanger 
cannot 
Offend fo much, as he defervesto be excus’d. 
Balt. Brother, 1 ow him for my life. Had 
not 
His valor refcu’dit, Thad not had 
The power to tell you now, he’s fitter to 
Be made a friend, then enemy. 


Leon, Then1 am apt to tellyou Sir, y’have: 


had 
fhe ltick to favea life, more precious then 
Your own, If you affect your felf, begone? 
And when you fhall remember I have given 
Youleave to live; you'll think your courtefie 
To him is overpaid. 


Dor. Good furious Sir; Make not a prefent 


of . 


My life, until you know you can command it :. 


1 do not hold my breath by Patent, or 

By Leafe; norcan I think, that your 

Celeftial worfhip hath the pow’r to fign 

Such Grants. 

Leon. I thank you Sir. 

You have confider'd like a Gentleman, 

Tam rae my houfe fhall be yout privi- 
ledge ; 

But when remov’d from hence, you fhall per- 
ceive : 

This Province will be much too narrow to 
Contain us bothalive, Exit Leonte, 
Balt. Claramaate, \et’shaften after him, 

Heis unlucky in his fury, *cis 
Not fit to trutt him with fuch angry thoughts. 
You Argils, and Gonfalvo, both 
Attendon Dos Dorando here, — _Exennt Bal- 
(thazar, Claramante, Surgeon. 
Arg. Well may you wonder Sir, whil'it we 
Jament 
Atthe mifs govern’d temper of his youth, 
Who drowns a World of noble vertues in 
The torrent of his rage. 
Gon/al. Don Leonte is to blame, 
His courage like to powder, carelefly 
Andilllaidup, isin continual danger 
Of ev’ry accidental {park that may 
Inkindle it to ruine. 
Dor. ’Tismoft within 
The pow’r of time to mend. But Gentlemen, 
Lamrefolv’d fuch young miftaken wrath 
Shall never ftir my anger, but my grief. 


Enter Claramante. 


Clar, Gentle Gonfalvo, 
And you my Cofin Argilo, I fhall 
Entreat to haften ftraic below, and wait 
Watil this Gentleman defcend, to make 


His paflage forth fecure. ; 
Exeunt Argilo, Gonfalvo, 
Dor. What means this Providence ? Would 
I could hope 
’Tis not deriv’d from pitty, but from love. 
Clar, Are you a Native of this City, Sir? 
Dor. No Madam, my affairs convey’d me 
hither, “ay 
Whichthough of great import, I value moft 
Becaufe they luckily became the means 
To make me fortunate in feeing you. 
Clar. 1 cannot guefs, how I fhou’d any 
way ; 
Contribute to your happinefs, unlefs 
By my advice, my Brother Don Leontehath 
A fire within his Breft, that nothing but 
Your blood can quench ; his jealous honor 
waits 
For all occafions to become the Soldiers talk, 
His {word already hath been facal to him, - 
By a contempt of Civil Laws: Andthough it 
were 
A fin to doubt your valor can protect 
You ey, his rage: Yet being in this City 
lov’d, 
Tis fit to fear your ftay may by 
His fervants infolence, or faction of 
Mifguided friends endanger you. 
Dor, Thavenot fear enough about me yet 
Tounderftand, what *tis you would infer. 
i I fpeak to your difcretion, Sir: Kcep 
that 
Awake,and fie this Town, that can afford 
You now no quiet dwelling, bura Grave. 
Dor. Shall 1 that never yet knew fear, be 
taught 
Itnow, juftnow, when I dolearnto love. 
Clar. Whatis ic doth perfwade your flay, 
brave Sir? 
Dor. Since ’tis the beft and nobleft canfe, 
letit 
Be lawful to reveal’r, my love of you, 
Although not known unto your eyes: “Iwas 
that 
Ingag’d me to the refcue of your Brothers life. 
Three Moons have walted fince my love in- 
creas’d, 
Andi conceal’dthe fame, firft kindled by 
Your eye, when you did move in a devout 
Proceffion to our great Provincial Saint. 
Clan. That which fond men, mifname my 
Beauty, is 
Become their fate ; and fo unlucky too, 
That I fhall fear to fee it inmy Glafs, 
Were | fo falfe unto my felf, 
Tocredit all, that fay they love. Yet he 
Hath lot his vows, for fince my heart hath. 
given 
Her plight before, they needs muft, come too 
late. 
Dor. hope this fecret meditation doth 
Contrive no cruelty ; Can you perfwade 
| My abfence now 2 
Clar. 


The Diftref es, | 


Clar. If you do truly love, 
You cannot chufe but value, and obey 


What I injoyn. The moft convenient trial 


0 

Your truth, is that you follow ftraic, 

And haft you hence, and not return till you 
Have means to know, your vifitmay unto 
My Brother, and your felf, be fafe. 


Dor. Since my obedience feems the chiefeft 


help 
T’advance my love, my honor may expe 
Tobe excus'd, when itis known! flie, . 
*Caufe you're ally’d unto mine enemy. 


Exeunt. 


« | Enter Androlio ( with a dark Lanthorn) 
Orgemon, Orco. 


Andry. Don Orgemon, you cannot guefs , 


where I 
Have led you now ? 
Orge. I hope’cis to 
A fecret entertainment of dry beating. 
Orco. If we be foundly cudgel’d ( Gentle- 
men) 

Let’s carry’t privately; th’occafion will 
Require’t. 
Orge. 

fhews *tis’ 
Ahoufe of quality. 
Orco Yesfaith, Itmaybecome 
Avery right good Manto fuffer in’e. 
Thad as lieve be piftoll’d here, as in 
Any houfe I know i’ch’ Town. 
Andr. This is my Miftrefs Manfion, Gen- 
tlemen. 
Orge. How ? Amiana’s ! Does fhe live 
here ? 
Andr, Her Fathers houfe believe't. 
Orge. A meer Nunnery, 
_ There’s not fo ftri& a Tenement in Spaia. 
By this hand, the Women in’t weac Hair 
Smocks, 
- Orco. Art thou mad? in fo debafh’d and 
rude 
A feafon to bringus to a place 
Of fucha known civility. 
Orge. Don Oro, I ; 
Dare warrant you the forefaid beating, and 
The Pifto! roo, youtalkof, together - 
Witha brace of Bulletsto boor, They are 


Not over frugal here of their Leaden Plums, 


To thofe that come a banqueting ich’ night. 
Enter Ariana, 


Amia, Nho’s there? Don Androlio ? 
Andr, Quick, ftep afide Amiana. 
Amia. Speak foftly Sir 1 me 
For Heaven fake rule yeur voice, and {trait in- 
clofe 
That light ; If heard, or feen, we are undone. 
He fouts the Lanthorn. 


* 


The furniture and fpacions Roof, 
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Andr, What was the caufe that with fuck 
hatte ; 
You fent for me. 
Amia, To number and interpret all yout 
vows, 
So make them eafie to your memory. 
My jealous Father hath been told You oft 
Have made your vilits here, fufpects you 
falfe, 
And threatens rtine to our loves. 
Andr. Thefe old coughing Coxcombs, are 
moft 
Dangerous malicious Spies upon us, youth : 
They hate a midnight parley with theit 
Daughters, 
And can feldom learn the good manners to 
Retire betimes into theic Tombs, for the 
Convenience of young people. 
hee: Your apprehenfion is too wanton 
ir, | 
And fhares no part o’ch’ miferies} feel, 
Difpatch your Refolutions flrair, if you 


Will Keep your credit with high Heaven, 


where all 
Your promifes are regiftred, and rid 


Me of my ctuel fears; be early as - 


The morning here, preparing fome difguife 

Tofetch me hence and marry me. 

Andry, Matty Amiana, is that the word 2 

For me 4 trap to catch all 

postin in, A trick your old Law-makers 
9 

Fonas out to keep us tame, And then they 
ob 

Us off with ftale deceptions of Prerogative, 

That every Husband isa Monarchin 

His family. Of what I pray ? Of {mall 

Milk-eaters, that complain of breeding Teeth ; 

And we of breeding them; till they 

Are weary too of usatlaft: Sothe + 


| Diflike goes round. 


Amia, Why do youmeditate, 
Asif this bufinefs did require new thoughts ? 
Andry. Is therea foft Bed here ? 
Amia. What do you mean 2 
Doth fleep invade you, Sir? Are younot 
well ? 
Andr, Would you were half'fo well in un- 
derftanding. 
Whatpity ’tis, one of thy hopeful being, 
Should want capacity in natural 
Affairs. By this good Darknefs thoudelight'ft 
To vex me; if there be joys, are they 
Not greater by our liberty, andlefs 
When we that make them are confin’d ? 
Amia. \hope, lam not well 
Indeed ; and’tis my underftanding that 
Is fick, of I would have ic fo, rather 
Then know your meaning. 
Andr. Come pretty thief ; . 
Though thefe are fitting hours for ftealch, our 
robberies | 
Shall be but interchanging what's our own. 
Amis. 


33 
Amia. Away, begone. Atchough my Faith 
cannot 
Perfw.de me all this vanity comes from 
Thy heart, yet 1 abhor it on thy Tongue. 
My foolifh love forbids me chide thee more’, 
Yer chou wilt find my anger eafier far 
Then Heavens. 
Andr. Don Orgemon! Orco 
Orco. What a cold fweat y’have left usin? 
I fpy’d 
One fingle glowing coal, cb’ Chimny of 
The Weather Room, and thought *chad been 
a Muskettier 
Wich his Match cock'd. 

Andr. Gentlzmen, do youfee the Key 
That opens to this blind Paradice? this will 
Ilend, when either of your Conftitutions call 
Upon me to make way unto my Miftrefs, 

Orco. But what fuccels (Androlis ) fhe be- 

ing chafte ? 

Andy, Why then corrupt ‘her, you: fhall 

have my help; 118¢ 
That’s fair 1 think’: 


Ext. 
U 


If you would both be 

: rul’d 

By me, we'd lead fuch pleafant envy’d fives. 

The great Turk bimfelf fhou'd leave his 
bufinefs 

Andhis throne, to make a fourth among us- 


Oreo. As how? Now do I grow. a little | 
/ The mifcheif is, fhe’s yet but three years old, 


fenfual. 
Andry. Our Miftrefles in common, 
the way ; 

Each may apply bimfelf vaflitt his friend. 
Think on thofe 
skill 

Of mutual procuration. Oh how 
Delicioufly they livd! What pity “tis, that 
this 
Dull age admits it not tn fifhion now. 
If we would help each other hearcily, 
Scraic all the fex were ours. 
Orge, Think you fo Sir. 
Andy Yes, and without the miferies of 
Matrimony, 


that’s 


bleffed Greeks that had the | 
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Let Haberd fhers marry, and thofe oor 
Shop Traffickers, that fpend. their precious 
hours 
In narrow Lanes. 
Orco. Who are a kind of pious Eunuchs, 
and their Wives J 
Your Gqigene whom they keep for your 
» sufe 
At their own charge. 
Andy. Varein the right. 
Orge. Orco would get a pretty nimble way 
Of profiting, if he be well taught. 
Andy, You havea fecret Mittrets, Orgemon, 
I prethee bring me to her. , 
Orge. No Sir, Lam content 
To manage my own fortune without help. 
Andr, Orco, you have a handfome Sifter, 
make 
My way that Lmay vilit ber. 
Orco, How Sir! . . 
You mut make your own way. then with your 
Sword. 
Andy. Th’art-not intirely, cleans’d from 
folly yet. 


‘Like to a Gunitl cleans’d, thou doft recoil 


Acthe firft charge. If you like my fifter, 
Appoint your time, and! will do my beit, 
Orco. I, that may mollifie, 
Andy. She'll make a proper Woman, but 


A young Bird, thou may’it'catch her with a 
Cherry. 
Orge. My hour draws en, 
quire awa 
That I fhould walk alone, I prethee lead me 


and my affairs re- 


out 
Andre. He isa Schollar, let him take 
His learned way, poor melancholly Angler, 


| He mutt fith with thofe Philofophical Worms, 


He finds in rotten Books, . Fhou (Orce) and 
My felf (if we do faithfully confpire) 
Willlay fuch fabcle Baits, as. firft thall vex 
Our own, then vanquith all the other fex. 
Exeunst. 


) 


ee 


ACTIL SCENE] 


Enter Balthazar and Dorando, onitgt 
“and teach ill Natures to do good; if not 


Declare the day fo near, the 
Sun fearce needs 
To travel half an hour to perfect it, 
The Port will open ftrair, and there you'll 
find pin 
My Page attend you with a Borfe. : 
Watican tendernefs, and careful Grati- 
tude, . 
Will by example benefit the World, 


Balt Hofe fcatter’d freaks of paler 
nefs inthe Eatt, 


low fers? fry 
7 
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For Vertues fake, yetin a hope co gain 

By the reward ; let me requeft you (Sir) 

To cherith nicely your dear life, which may 
Be ufeful unto all mankid: Your wound 
Will yet require the Surgeons help, and fuch 


Untimely moving in the piercing ait (perhaps) 


Retard the Cure, I pray return. 
Balt. *Tis your civility to mind it (Sir) 
Elfe I fhould lack che means to think I have 


That wound which I can hardly feel, 
Since 


Since y’are a ftranger, and by a requelt 
(Through a becoming care of fafety) make 
Such hafte to leavethe Town, perhaps your 
wants — 
_ May find this little treafure of fome ufe, 
Be pleas’d to make it yours. 
Dor. \fhall have need 
Of nothing but yourabfence (Sir) and that 
Is ufeful to me, “cavfe it may concern : 
Your hea'th; pray leave me, and return. 
Balt, Let meattend you but a little further, 
_ Perchance | have a Miltrefs, whofe dwelling 
neat . 
The Port, I would (in my obedience to 
The cuftom here) falute with Mufick when 
She wakes. 
Dor. Nor yetamI 
- $0 old, but you may think I have 
A Miftrefs too, whom would celebrate ; 
And thefe affairs ask fingle fecrecy. 
1 do befeech you leave me. 
Balt. My better wifhes wait upon you 
ever. 
Dor. Mine Siron you. Although your ver- 
tue be : 
So ftrong, it doth preventall other aids. 
. Exeunt feverally, 


Enter Leonte. 


Tein. "Twas. by fome fecret whifperings of | 


love 
Enjoy’d before: If Dos Dorando really 
Had beena ftranger to my fifter, and 
As new to her, asme, he had not grown 
So bold in herdefence ; if itbe love, 
*Tis apt enough to my conjefture. He 
May take the ufual way of early facrifice 
In amorousairs, 
Jufthere, her Window doth 
©O’er-look our Garden Wall, Vil wait 
For his approach, if fingly (as fuch f{toln 
- Addreffes commonly are made) he will 
Be fitter for my Sword ; nor would Iby~ 
Unequal force, difcharge, and fatisfie 
_ My Ane to my Honors lofs. 


Enter Mulicians: 


1. Muf. This isthe place. 
Diego, is the Bafe-Viol mended which 
Th’young Lacky batter’d witha Torch? 
2. Aduf Tigt?d asa Bladder. 
1. Auf. Sand all clofe beneath 
The Peothonfe; there’s a certain Chamber- 
~ maid a5 ; . ' 
From yond: Cafement, will dath us eife. She 
was. 
Ever very freeof herUrine——- 
Leon, Sute Don Dorando fprung this tame 
Covy ! ros 
Friend ! whoemploy’d you here? _ 
_- ¥, Mf. A Gentleman Lover, Sir, 
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P : 
ALovers rites? Thofe fingle privacies, 


Leon, 1 guels itis no City lover , 
For he'd have eas’d his mind withthe Town 
Waits. 
Know you his name. 
1, Afnf. Good Sir forbear : 
our tuning 
Leon. Prethee hisname. 
1. Ado. Itisaftranger Sir, he will be here 
After the tirft Madrigal. 
Leon. That ttile of ftranger, fhews it mult 
be he, . ; 


You hinder 


' Song in Parts. 
One but my felf, my heart did keep, 
When I on Cowflip-Bed did fleep ; . 
Neer to a pleafant Bog : 
Whilft you my pretty Rogue, 
With Knuckle knocking at my Breft, 
Did ath for my Three corner’d G heft. 
And whi fering foft (as foft as voice conld be) 
Did fay come out thou little Heart to me. 
A thoufand Fiends as black as Soot, 
With all their dirty Dams to boot. 
Take thee, O take thee cvery day, 
For tempting my poor Heart away: | 


2. 
_ This Heart for joy, from me did leap, 
And follow'd thee even ftep by frep 
Till tir’d, it ask’dto reft 
A while Within thy Breft. 
°T was thick, andfat, and plump before, 
Weighing a full pound weight and more. 
But now ( alafs) *tis wafed tothe Skin, 
And grown no bigger then the Head of Pin. bs 
A thoufand Fiends as black as Soot, 
With all their dirty Dams to boot. 
Take thee, O take thee every day, 
For tempting my poor Heart away. 


Exter Orgemon, 


Orge. There’s your reward, avoid the place. 
Tis ftrange . Exeunt Muficians, 

She not returns me her accuftomed favor ; 
Neither by th’fudden comfort of her eyes, 
Nor one reftrain’d foft whifper, to declare 
Her fears. 
Claramante ! Break forth 
Thou living Light, the Planet of the day 


| Makes contftant haite to fhine on ev'ry one, 


Becaufe infenfible, and cannot know 

The value of his Beams; butthou 

(Of worthier Effence far then he) art nice 
And chary of thy lufre, ’caufe 

Thy reafon tells thee, what is precious fhould 


Be moft referv’d. Claramante ! 


Leon. If there be vertue inthat nrme, itis 
Not fit it fhould receive a blemifh from 
Thy voice: If there be none, thou newly 
Hatt corrupted what Ithought was pure. } 
-Orge. What are you that fo rudely dare pro- 
bane 


The 
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The ca‘tom of this Province doth allow. 
Leon. Dok Derando, tis not thy want of 
memory, 
Doth make my perfon or my voice eftrang’d 
Unto thy knowledge,but thy guile. Time hath 
But added a few hours to our account, 
Since thou with infolence didft injure, whom 
Thou now doft fear to know. 
orge. This fcarcity of light, 
enough 
Of day vinform thy eyes, makesthee miftake 
Lam not he thou nam’ft. 
Leon. Dot thou deny thy felf? 
That which belore did feem thy valor, was 
No more thena difeafe, within thy blood ; 
>Thath intermiffions, and doth reign by fits, 
orge, Prethee (who e’er thou art) befriend 
~ thy felf 
With my advice, for thine own fafety, not 
For mine, T with thee leave this place. 
Leon. Your eafie temper will deceive you 
Sir ; : 
Although Ffeorn to conquer him that is 
Not willing to refift, Tilforce you ftrait, 
if not to courage, yet tqanger. Thus-— 
Strikes him. 
tis now too late 
They draw, 
They fight. 


wanting 


orge. Rath bofie Fool, 
allay 
That Spirit thou haft raisd. 


Enter Claramante above, witha light. 


_ Clar. Whoare you that with rudely man- 
'  ag’dSwords, 
Foretel fo much of danger and of death? 
orge. Thy valor did deferve a better caufe, 
satis not timely co inftrué thee now : 
¥ield or thou dietft. 
Orgemon beftrides Leonte. 
Clar ‘Ay me,the voice of Orgemon, 
My Brother too, difarm’d, proftrate, and 
rown 
The yielded fubje@& of his rage. 
orge. Ha! thy Brother t 
Life of my heart! Had we but had thine eyes 
T enlighten us, this dark mifprilion could 
A Torch ready. 
Not fo betray me, to oppofe one, whom 
My better knowledge might embrace, 
Clar. \f there be any mercy in thy love, 
give not : 
Thy anger leave to makea bloody ufe 
Of victory ? 
-orge. For all the avaricious World calls 
Wealth, ~ 
1 would not thed the blood that is ally’d 
‘rothine, Rife Sir, and thank your fitter for 
Your life,and{word. _ Gives him his Sword, 
Leon. \ fhall difdain °em both, 
Unlefs my fortune make me fit 
For better gratitude, whichis, when I 
Have conquer’d thine to give them back. 
Runs at him, they fight again, 


; 


Clar. Cruel, and rath! Doft thou pervert 
the ufe ey ; 
Of my requeft. Help, help ! 
Orgemon ¢ sounded, 
Orge. Claramante, thy pity which did faye ~ 
Thy Brothers life, hath now endanger’d mine, — ? 
Clar. Gonfalvo, help | My Colin -Argilo, 
Goes from the Window, and calls within. 
Leo. He feems, by th’half difcernings of 
this light, 
To fbrink with lofs of blood. 1 fear I thal 
Have caufe to curfe my firft miftake. ll hafte 
Unto the next Monaftick-houfe to keep 
Me from the rigor of the Laws. Exit. 
Orge. Where art thou fled ! Have J a 
wound, and not 
Anenemy, on whom J may reveng’t. 


Enter Claramante above- 


Clar. Artthou indanger noble Orgemon ? 
I fear to ask what’s cruelty to know, 
orge. My gentle Love, difquiet not thy 
heart 
With kind fufpitions, for my wound 
Is neither deep nor hazardous. 
-Clar. Thy fafety reconciles me to my Stars 
Now they defcend ! eae 
Give truftunto my Cofin Argilo, — 
Unlef he fhould perfwade thee hither; for 
The malice of this honfe may ruine thee. 
he Wilt thoudepart, that art my better 
‘life, 
Clar. My honor and my pity, call me 
hence, Page 
1 dare no longer fee thee, nor befeen. Ewit. / 


e * 
Enter Argilo, Gonfalvo, with a Torch. 


orge. Keep back, I’ve yet another arm that 
may 
Be profperous formy defence. 
Arg. Don Orgemon | Thisisa noble Lord, 
1 know his love to Claramante full 
Of loyalty ; without {ufpition, Sir, you may. 
Receive from me the office of a friend. 
Gonf, Vth’ calm and fleepy feafon of 
The night, Leonte {tole abroad : I fear 
He hath been guilty of this rafh affaule. 
"Arg. It feems there’s danger in his deed , 
for he 
Is fled: Be confident we'll ferve you Sir, 
How do you find your ftrength? 
Orge. 1 onely feel my Fortune weak, if 
you 
Are worthy, as your promife renders you, 
Conduct me to the Lodging near the Bridge. 
Gonf, I know it well ; it isthe Marble- 
houfe, 
Arg, We'liboth attend you thither. 


-  Exeunt. 


Enter 


Poe Ons 


Enter Orco like a Fidler.. Androlio 
= aloof of. 


Orco, This isa tame Streét-hound, of the 


right {train ; 


‘Nowhe hath found my footing, “twill be hard 


To fhake him off: He’ll follow by the fcent, 
Like anold 7y¢er. 

Andr, You have your early walks, Orco. 
T know you by your Aggot eyes, and your 
Cinnamon face: Whether I’faith? tell me! 
You mean to firk it with your Fidleftick, 

Orco. If thoulov’{t me go back, I’ve a de- 

fign * x 

For thy good ; but I would fain truft tomy 
Own head. The day will open prefently 
And then my project is quite {poil’d, 

Andr. Yes, a Court proje&, which no Man 

_ gets by 

But the Inventor; whois long in paying of 
Himfelf, and at the laft is foundly paid : 
But 1 will ftand to all anwholfome hazards, 
And bear you company. 

Orco. You mutt excufe me 


_Androlio, by this hand, ’tis a devout defign. 


Andr, Faith like enough, you go to fiddle 


gratis 
At the wedding of fome poor Orphan Maid, 
Orco. Prethee go back. 
Andy, Come, 1 begin to find you falfe. 
Doth not 
Our late Indenture, bind us both to help 
Each other for the common good of Women, 
And fo to.make our own enjoyingsfure, 
Thou hafta fecret Miftrefs, and i think 
Doft hide her under ground, like a Rofe 
Imbalm’‘d within a Leaden Pot to keep it frefh. 
Orco. Oras our Seamen bury Beef, but if 
Thou findft her out, thou’lt powder her. 
Andr, Thouwartas valiant as a Afachabee, 
And fhouldft be true, fhill I cruft thee alone? 
Orco. Androlio, if thou wilt leave me, I 
will tell chee all, 
Andr, Ashow? Proceed, 
Orco. There isa certain Wench — 
Andy. Good! AWench! The very thing 
I want. ah : 
If thou lov’ft me, Jet her have black eyes. 
Pray on, a Wench! 
Orco. The Daughter of an Advocate. — 
Andr, Good ftill} 1 love to procreate with 
the Law ; ee 
For I would have my iffue thrive. me 
Orco. Thisforefaid Wench, fighing in her 
Window, 


- Gave me the gentle leer as I pafs'd by ; 


And I that had the bleffed happinefs 

To bebornforher undoing, return’d her 

(You know my old guard of Love-fence) the 
half wink thus- 


_ Andy. That’s my way too, I taught it you, | 


But mark 
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Me Orco, You mutt not now prove Heslicent 
(ott epee 

Ina good caufe. 

Orco, Doft think I am fo wicked - 

> 1 es 
She s newly iown, and lam going now 
fo make her ripe, 

Andr, Honelt Rogue farewel. 

Goes to the door and returns. 
D’ye hear, Orco? I needs mutt have this 
Wench ; 

Remember how our Covenants are drawh 
Orco, Be confident, and leave me. i 
Andr, Nay, thou art right. Tomorrow iwi 

procure for thee, 
Goes tothe door again, and returns, 

Orco, thou doft not know what extraordinary 

ufe 

I have for an Advocates Daughter, 

~Orco, Vm fenlible, I prethee gq, my 
friends . 
Neceffities I tender as mine own. 


Exit Androlio, 
Vl give hima falfe turn i’ch’ corner of 
The next blind Lane, that I may fafer moye 
In my defign. : 
Goes off, and enters again at the other door. 
Tve loft him now! 
The Rogue’s as cunning as a travel’d Spie, 
But! fhall couzenhim. This is the houfe, 
Or I miftook my mark laft night. 
_ Sings a Mock~fong to a Ballad Tune. 
Good morrow tothe Honorable Dosa Ami- 
ana, 


And toth’ Right Worfhipful her little Dog. 


Enter Amiana above, witha P aper 
with God in’t. 


Amia. You ate too loud! 1 know thee 
not; andI 
Prefume thou doftnot know thou wak’?t my 
enemies : 
For in this houfe the jealous live, who are 
Such cruel Judges of my thoughts and words, 
That I grow weary of allhope, butwhat 
Infers my death. Although thy Mutick’s harth, 
I'll pay thy courtefie : there’s Gold, begone. 
Throws him Money. 
Orcs. Pretty Varlet! Now am I melting 
foft 4 
Allover, asa quodled Apple, 1’fl thred 
Thefe Duckets ona Fiddle-ftring, and wear 
Themfor aBracelet.  . 
Amia, What thalltdo? 
Although my Father hazard me at home, 
It may be danger to adventure forth. 
Mufician, ate you gone? 
Orco, Here, dear Lady. — . 
So conquer’d by your bounty, that]’m e’en 
Setting my Fiddle to the tune of Dying dumps, 
Jf you would grace me with commands, you 
fhall 
Perceive I dare attempt as far as Orpheus did, 
iff That 


4% 
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Thar plaid a Jiggin Hell; there Ihave nick’d 
her 
With a complement. 
Amia. Govern your words, 
And then beware your prgmifes exceed 
Not what yeucan perform, yet I have heard 
Courfe habits often cover mighty minds. 
Know you Dox Androlio, the Nephew to 
. The Governor? 
Orc, Dol know.a Ducket when1I fee’t? 
Lam to play before 
His worfhip this very morning ; he makes 
My love Ballads. The merry Madrigal 
For Maids, and the Vicious Virgin, were both 
his. 
Amia. \ know him vain, wild, and un- 
sovermd as 
Th’aflembling wirds,; yet if, thou’le fafely 
bring 
Me to his houfe, l’il make thee rich with my 
Rewards ;. but be thou fure, thou ufe me not 
With rude, uncivil violence, forthen 
Hisanger, and my kinreds pow’r will feck 
Thee out, as far as day is known,to ruine thee 
With their revenge. 
Orco. *Lafs, Madam, Tam call’d 
The faithful Fidler of Cordua. Boldly 
Adventure, for my life fhall warrant you. 
Amia. Thereisno ftaying here, to myin- 
firm 
And troubled fence, it doth appear as fafe 
To hazard what isdoubtful there, as undergo 
What certainly is worfe then death within. 
Exit. 
Orco. She’s coming downlhope, Don An- 
drolia. 
When you did bring Dox Orgemon, and me 
Lift night to fee your Miftrefs in this houfe ; 
Your Brains (Itake’t) didyou no great good 
fervice. 
If Ibring her to yours (although l’ve made 
A kind of Poetical promife to | 
That fmall purpofe) may this become my laft- 
ing trade, 
And I fing my own ftory under the title 
Of the lowlie Lover. 


Eater Amiana vail’d. 


Amia. Good friend, where are you? 
Orco, Ready to ferve you. Ha? Her fate 
vail’d 2 
No matter, I fhall fee all in the Green-Cham- 
ber. 
ig algdels take that Jewel toinvite your 
faith : 
Which if perform’d with Loyalty; 
It fhall receive a larger recompence ; 
But fillremember, what-a punifhment 
Attends on treacherous Deeds: Andas 
You honor Heaven, make hafte, before 
The-bufinefs of the people fill che ftreets. 
Orco. 1 fhall confider as I walk, whether 
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I gain’d her with my face, or voice ; for both | 
Are excellent. Exeunt. 


Enter Orgemon, and one Servant. 


Orge. That Key opens my Cabinet, , Re- 
ward 
The Surgeon well: Although my wound (I 
hope) 
Will-need no more his Med’cine, nor his care. 
Be ftill wichin my call. 
1 Serv, Y fhall Sir. 
Orge. O love! 
Thy wonders might create a {tory that 
wea fill*all Books: °Tis ftrange a pow’r fo 
ost, 
And ever young, fhould be fotyrannous, 
And flrong! Tis in obedience to thy will 
That Don Leonte lives, and adds this morn 
To’s fhort account of time. And tis the famé 
Obedience keeps my Honor in fuch aw, 
That he mutt ftill furvive the date of my 
Revenge, 


Exite 


Enter 1 Servant. 


tr Serv. A Gentleman importunate ; 

With hafte, and bufinefs, defiresto {peak with 
you. 

Orge, Admit him in, Exit i Servant. 


Enter Claramante, i mans habit. 


Clar. Sir, 1 perceive 
You gazeand feek for fomething in my face, 
That you would feem to know: And fure, if I 
Had courage to difplay, what I muft bafh- 
) fully ; 
Declineand hide; you’ld foon reftore itto 
Your memory, and then give me a name. 
Orge. Claramante ! My wonder to behold 
Thee thus, and here, will fcarce give place 
unto . 
My joy! How rarely fafhion’d is thy, cour- 
tefie > . 
Clar. 1 knew no way (molt Loyal Orge= 
mon |) 
That would fo much become my gratitude 
Asthus, t’obliege you withthe truft, both of | 
My honor and my life ; whofelife and ho- 
por, I 
Of late, with my unequal pity did 
Betray : But I have hope my urgent pray’r 
Hath kept all danger fromyour wound, ~- 
Orge. It is 
Tooaptfor cure, too flight to merit fuch 
Arecompence; you give, my Gentle Miftrefs, 
So much new ornament to our courfe fex, 
By ferving of it now; that! fafpect 
Ere long, you will negleét your own. 
Clar. 1 do fo fear my own difguife, that 
I tremble in the light far more . 
Then other Virgins in the dark, ‘as if ree 
| e 


~ The Law did follow me for ftealing of 


Clar. You fhal 
thers wrath, 
Until the Prieft by holy Rites hath made 
Us fitting to appear in publick view. 
Orge. This houfe willfoon be fubje& to his 
| eyes, 
q And orate kinredsfearch, but ere their rage 
O: watchful malice, can have time to find 
Youout, I will convey youhence unto 
Some place more fecret and remote. 


1 conceal me from my Bro- 


ses y+ 


Enter Androlio, 


‘Andr, What, lock’d up like a Relick Sir? 
Ere long 
A man mult bow three paces off to him 
That fhews your picture. Mydear Don! how 
to) 
Affe This is a mad Town, the very race 
Of mankind in’t, are all turn’d Cats: Such 
climbing 
Into Windows, clambering over houfestiles, 
And feratching for Females, was near heard of 
Since firft the hot AZoor’s did overcome Spain, 
And met with our Grand-mothers in the 
dark, 
Orge. Was this laft night ? And things of 
moment done? 
By whom] pray ? 
Androl, Odd skirmifhes have pafs’d, 
But who were actorsin’t, [cannot hear. 
Orge. No perfon cheif in the diforder 
nam’d ? 
Andy. 1 tellyouno, they bear their follies 
out 
With gravity , a kind of flie State-finners Sir, | 


Ee SI Ce ee FR, on oe 
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‘My borrow’d fhape. I fhrink like th’Indian | 


And we are Village-Fools ; For though we 

fiad | 
Great mifcheifs {till are done, Wwe never know | 
_Bywhom, What Gentleman is this> 


Orge. One [ll prefer to your acceptance 


- 


oper 


sir, 

My Cofin, and an Heir, 
Andy Willhebebound! 
Orge. “Las! he is but in’s teers. 

Anar. What does he then abroad? Let 

._ himkeephome, 

Till the Wax beready, and the Bonds drawn. 
Orge. -Androlio tend me your ear: You 

are ? 

Arriv’d hither moft opportunely for my ufe. 
4ndr. Itmay be fo, tis mote though, then 

I meant. . : 


“e 


ae 


st 
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ee That I confefs ; yet prethee be but 
fi 


a 
nowt A while, or ferious (which thou wilt 
Which creeps within its folded Leaves when Fae ( " ) and 
Teese . A Secret irom me, that concerns me much. 
Is touch’d, afham’d that men fhould come fo Andy. Quick then | For D’vea Secret bufi- 
near’c. ‘ nefs too: 
Orge. “Tis a difguife, thy need of fafety | Ju when the Clock fttikes nine, I am to 
“will allow. a a 


An Advocates Daughter, i 
Orge. That may be done 
Without impediment, to what I fall 
Impofe. This Gentleman with Mri@et care 
Mutt be conceal’d within your houfe to night; 
His honor fuffers much, if he be found. 
Andy, Is he to fight? T Il be-his fecond. 
Orge. There’s fomething of a Duel in’t,and 
chough 
His years promife no miracles of ftrength, 
Yet he hath Seeds of Courage, and will 
yield 
To nothing that he thinks an in jury: 
Andr. You know my way, we'll fight it 
two to two, 
That Norman Fencer which | kept, is dead. 
Oh ! he wasa rare murderer, but I 
Have all his rules, 
Orge- No words tohim ( Andyolio) 
That may intimate a quarrel, as you love . 
me, 
Andy, Enough : when 
Tongue, Vil take 
Itout, and lock it in my Cabiner, 
Gees to Claramante. 
‘Sir, Ido feldom make requetts, bur fince 
Ally’d unto my Friend, I fhalldefire 
I may have leave to ferye you, 
Clar. Your favor Sir, hath made a mof 
unworthy choice; 
But I fhall daily haften to deferv’r. 
ree A pretty bafhful fellow. V’ll enter 
im 
Upon the mad Girls— Give me thy hand. 
For thy fake (Orgemon) he fhall begin 
With the Advocates Daughter. 
Claramante rakes Orgemon afide. 
Clar, Have pity (Sir) upon my fears, I 
~ hope 
You will not truft me in his houle, 
He feems fo wild, and wickedly inclin’d, 
I dare not hope for fafery where he dwels, 
Orge. Poor troubled heart, diftnifs thofe 
needlefs fears , 
Your fafety is affur’d in your difguife, 
The time is fhore you are to ftay with him, 
And then bis charatter (fo known into 
Your friends) will hinder all fufpition of 
Your being there ; befides although. his wan- 
tonnefs 
Leffens his worth, untoa {rangers eye, 
I know his valor will not fuffer him 


I fufpet . my 


To fail my truft. 


Andr. Lead the way. 


- FEFf 2 Clar: 
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Clar. My Fortune is as wearifome 
And doubtful to me, as this borrow’d fhape. 
orge. Yet know my beauteous friend, he 
that 
Foretels his own calamity, and makes 


Wer wae a 


The Difireffes. | | 


Events before they come, “twice over, doth 

Endure the pains of evil deftiny. P 

But we mult tru to Vertue, not to Fate 

That may protec, whom cruel Stars will hate, 
Exeunt. 


re 


. 


SCENE L 


Enter Androlio, and fecond Servant. 


yHen Thad got fit leafure 
co perufe her, 
(Befides that fair perfpi- 
cuous Text, het Face) 
1 fawa World of little Marginal Notes, 
That prov'd lignificant enough to doubs her. 
YerwhenItold her oft, the poor fool wept, 
And that alacrity of weeping fhews 
Sheisa woman: A flight fhallow trick, 
And fhillow Waters cannot part us two, 
I mutt wade over ; then when I grew a little 
rude, 
She feem'd angry, that fhews too fhe isa wo- 
man. 
But when threugh a fmall cranny of the door, 
1 fpy'd ber folding up her hair behind, 
W hat needed more to make her guilcy, and 
Me guilty too, if the’d confent ; bue “tisa 
cold Girl, 
Orelfe fhe counterfeits. 
Is the fine young Gentleman ftirring yet? 
2 Serv. He wak'd long fince, Sir, and is 
now at’s pray’rs, 
Ande, How | At pray’ts! Even that alone’s 
enough 
To thew fheis a Gentlewoman. . 
Go wait without. Exit 24 Servant. 
When I did fool, and ftrive to kifs her, 
The peevifh ape drew out a Ponyard. 


Androlio & 


Fp 


Enter Clacamante in Afans habit. 


Clar, Good morrow Sir, 
Good thoughts to you Sir, and hope fo good 
A with is welcome to your ear. . 
A Letter and Parfe. 
Andry Youareno Lady yet. 
Clar. Although I want perfwafion Sir, to 
rule 
Your thoughts, I truft your own civility 
Willrule your deeds. Weeps. 
Andr. Moré dropping fhow’ts 
From fach:a Skie, as fhould not entertain 
A Cloud: A Gentleman and weep! 
Who ever faw’t before! Scarce ata Funeral, 
But when his Sire dy°d poor , or blufh, but 
when 
Le went to borrow Money , and then it was 
For very fhame , 
it. 


the party would not lend’ 


Clar. 1 fhall beginto wifh T were 
More wicked thenlam; if others fanlcs 
Can onely make up a difguife to keep 
Me fafe from greater fins. 

Andy. Come my fair Mafculine, laft night 
You know ! did defift in pity to 
Your bafhfulnefs ; for itis fit 
We grow acquainted ere we love. But now 
I hope you'll pity me. 

Steps to her, foe fieps back. 

Clar, If you have noble Honor inyou, 1 
Am fure you date not foully break the truft 
Of Orgemon your friend. 

Andy. A friend) A verynewone! Here 

he fways the Town, 
And we not know his Province, not his Birth. 
Ttisbutvain = * 
To iterate what Ifaid before. 1 find 
He fent you hither for a tryal of 
My eyes,and wit: Should { not know you as 
A gallant ought, he would extreamly fcorn 
me. ich 
Let me but fhare the favors you confer 
On him, my friend and Tare one. 

Clar: If that be poflible , I thall believe 
Vertue and Truth are onely names on Earth, 
And their realities are fled to Heaven. Weeps. 

Andy, Weeping again? Tam a Thoufand 

Turks 
If th’ave notquite corrupted me ! T mult 
Weep too— But fay I prove fo curs’d 
A villain now, asto havea mind to her 
In my teats—— Huge double drops, J fwear! 


Enter Second Servant. 


2 Serv. Don Orco, Sir, defires to fpeak with 
ou. . 
Ande Ha! Orco! Is he below, and a 
Wench with him? i 
2 Serv, No Sir, alone, and in great hafte 
he comes 
Tinvire you to his lodging. 
Andy, 1 hope the {mall She- Advocate is 
there. 
Sir, Tf you'll but furvey the Leafe within, 
You'll And the Houfe is yours, I pray reute- 
I dare leave her, the hath not courage to 
Go forthalone i’ch” open day : Befides, 
L know her inclination’s kind, and unto me 
n 


wear 


ata 
me. 


The Diftreff es. 


In cheif, Why came fhe hither elfe 2 


; Exit. 
Clar. Sir, Sir, allow me buta word, and 
take 
This Purfe before you grant what I requeft: 
2 Serv, Good Sir, \’faith it istoo much. 
Clar. Thou fhalt have more at thy re- 
turn, 
1f with trne fecrecy and {peed (unknown 
Unto thy Mafter) thow inquire the dwelling 


0 
Don Orgemon, and deliver him this Letter- 
2 Serv. Strait Sir, 1 will not ftay to weigh 


your Gold Exit. 
Clar. Unlefs my written forrows haften 
thee 
To fetch me heiice, Ine’er fhall fee thee Orge- 
mon ; 4 
My eyes will melt awoy fo fatt. Exit. 


Enter Balthazar, Leonte, Gonfalyo, 
Argilo. 


Balt, Brother, you need not throw your 
“eyes 
About the Street as if you fear’d the Laws 
For Lamtold Dox Orgemon is well. 
Leon. His Fortune gives him fatisfaction 
then 
(Andamply too) for my miftake. 
Gonf. Sure Orco dwels within this broad 
arch’d building? j 
It willbe equifit we here begin our fearch, 
Arg. Mott confequent; for he was early 
feen 
Inan affam’d fantaftick drefs, leading 
A Lady in difguife. 
Balt. Knock at the Gate Gonfalvo. 
He knocks. 
Leon, Breakit epen, why fhould we ufe our 
caufe 
So mannerly 2? We come not here to make 
A formal vilit, but to find a fifter, 
Stoln and betray’d. 
Balt. Hold Gentlemen. Brother 
Youare too violent: We fhall not fave 
Rut ruine Claramantes Honor, if 
By noife and rude diforder, we provoke 
The people to obferve that fhe is fled 
From home, nor are we certain fhe is here. 


Kuter Third Servant. 


Gonf, We come in bufinefs to your Mafter 
(friend) 

Requelt him hither. 

3 Serv. My Matter Sir, is not within, 

Arg. Gorfalvo, \ay you hold upon that fel- 

low, 

And keep him fafe, whilft Balthazar andl 
Enter and fearch the houfe. You Don Leonte 


’ May guard the Gate, vexamine thofe 


That make their paflage forth. 
Exeust Balthazar, Argilo, 


As 
Leon. Youflave, if you call out, or ftrive 
- for your 
Deliverance, here’s that fhall fpoil your voice, 
— Draws his Dagger: 
Gonf. He will be rul’d, his courage never 
comes 
Upon him until Noon, and then 
He triumphs Sir. 
Leon. If we do mifs her here, our neare 
hope 
Will be to feek her where Don Orgemon 
Refides; and he again fhall try to expiate 
His faucy error with his fword: 
Gonf. But Claramante mutt 
Be gently us’d ; for I fufpec it is 
Your harfh demeanor, hath provok’d her to 


‘This ill becoming remedy. 


Lem, *Tislikely by my Brother’s ftay, he 
hath 
Already found her here. 


Enter Balthazar, Argilo, Amiana vaii'd. 


Balt. 1 have inguir’d as high , as to the 
heads 
Of Chimneys, and as low as to the feet 
Of Wells , yet found no Virgin (Sir) but this. 
Arg. She'sadiftrefs'd one too, or elfe fhe 
doth 
Diffemble forrow very cunning'y. 
Balt. Allhidden, but your eyes 


| Lady, {uch care to beconceal’d, would canfe 


Unkind obfervers to fufpect you have 
Some faults: If not acquainted with your 
name, 
Yet make us known unto your face. 
Amia. Vhardly know my felf, I’m fo 
Unfortunate; y’have heard the ftory of 
My wrong, how, and by whom mifled into 
This place, and with what aids of Tears, and 
Pray'rs, 
Ihave preferv’d my honor. © 
Balr. ? Tis happy that 
Is fafe, I wonder mucha Gentleman 
Should fo unworthily demean himfelf. 
Amia. Mf you have Seeds of true compafii- 
onSir, 
Unvail me not; but clouded thus, convey 
Me to fome private dwelling, where my fears 
May be the worft, I fhall endure. 
Leon, This isfome Virgin, you may hire 
ata 
Far eafier rate, then your folliciting. 
She’s choicely bredto entertain Gallants. 
Balt, Brother y’are too cruel.! proceed 
upon 
Your fearch, and I'll attend you ftrait. 
Gonfalvo, force that humble Officer 
Along with you, till we are parted ftom his 
reach, Exeunt Leonte,Gonfalvo, 
(Argilo, 3 Servant. 
Amia, 1 made but little ufe of Precepts, 
fhould : 


4.6 
1 not forgive fach injuriesas {corn ; 
The carelefs hazard of my Fame deferves _ 
Much more, and I have patience to allow'e. 
Balt. You teach me (Lady) to believe, 
to 
Lament your fufferings, 1 will conduct 
You firairunto a lodging, you may truft 
For honeft worth, andprivacy. — 
Amia. My better Angel (Sir) Thope hath 
fome 
Affinity with yours, and both confpir’d 
To fend you hither for your own renown, 
And my felicity. 
Balt, What dull, ignoble Devil could in all 


and 


His Brett, find out a thought to wrong fuch | 


Exeunt. 


eyes? 
Enter Orco, Androlio, 


Ande, Orco, do not I know the latitude 
The narrow compafs of thy head : Perfwade 
Me not (if thou believ’ft Ihave one ounce 
OF Brains within mine own) that thou couldft 


get 
My MiftrefS to thy Lodging by this trick, 
Orco, Lbave not fanctiry enough to do 
A miracle “2nd thtrefoream content 
Tothink this none: But here fhe is!: Here 
you 
Shall fee her too, unlefs Women 
And watching have deftroy’d your fight" 
Andy, Ys this the Advocates Daughter ? 
Orco. Ag much of her as J could reach, 
upon 
Such fhort preparatives of wits And this (as! 
Imagine too) had beendetain’d from you a 
while, 
But that the wicked ching prov’d chafte, 
Andr. Confefs Faith? You know Till 
abfolve 
Thefe pretty venial fins inall that date 
Themfelves beneath fourfcore : How didft 
thou find her? 
Orco, Alittleodd! The filly Elf hath been 
Iltaughr, fheunderftood me not at firtt, 
But I ce {pare no pains inculcate doctrine 
te) 
This kinde) told ber my purpofe in rare words, 
And then fhe call’d unto her help, arace 
Of ftrange and unheard of friends, 
Aydy, Hal Who were they ? 
Orco. People above the Clouds? Old Saints, 
hard names 
OF fuch as you, andIne’er knew, butin 
The Kalender, 
Andp, This Chit would be rebuk’d , 
But’cis, a foolith way fhe hath tong us'd. 
Orco, \thought fhe would have catechiz’d 
my Man, ‘ 
Gave hima Rofary of Beads, with good coun- 
cil, 
And the dull Slave began to liften too : 


: The Diftreffes. 


Is fled. 


For let metell you, he’s a very great 

Mifleader of Weavers, 

And may in time make a Rebellion. - ; 
Andr. Well! No hope then of faccefs?  - 
Orco. *Faith | began to doubt the worft, and 

fo 

Committed her untoa Cufhion, and 

A little pocket Book, lock’d in hex Chamber. 
Andr. Orco,a Manof weak experience in 

This tranfitory World, would grow enrag’d 

At fach uncomfortable Plots as thefe, 

Be jealous of his Miftrefs, wake betimes, 

And call you to the Field in Slippers and 

Your Shirt, with your Sword drawn! But f. 

who know 

Thefe fond calamities are incident 

To Vertue) do forgive thee, and will have 

Our Covenants new fign’d, that the old league 

Of mutual procuration may be ftraw renew'd. 
Orco, Agreed | Icannot venture much | 
Andr, Knock at your door : I would fain 

fee her, Orco knocks. 

Orco. It feems my man is not o’er-vex’d 

_ with cares, 
For I believe he’s fat afleep. Knocks again. 


Enter Third Servant. 
How Sirrah 2 My door’s lock’d , 
abroad? 
3 Serv, O Sif, 1 am undone! 
Orco. Undone | Why art thou marry’d> 
Fool, fince 1 went forth ? ; 
3 Serv. No, but the Lady (Sir) you left 
unto j 
My charge, was carry’d hence by Gentlemen, 
And my felr fore’d Cattend their conipany, 
Till the was led I know not where. 
Oreo, The Lady gone! | 
Andr. Orco, avery ordinary Nofe 
May fcent your ftratagem. This was a trick 
To magnifie your wit, fable, and figment ; 
Orco, ty Miltrefs is at home, and (as 
Itake’t) was never here. 
‘Orco. Caitiff! “What Gentlemen were 
thofe that took 
The Lady hence ? 
3 Serv. I know notSir, nor whether they . 
are gone, ; 
Andr. Come thift your fooling vizard off, 
you may 


and you 


- Appear in your own face: 1 knew before 


I was but gull’d, and will vouchfafe to be 
So ev'ty day, in hope to mend thy Brain 


With exercife. 
Orco. Yare merry Sir? Perhaps at your 


- own charge? con 
Enter Second Servant. 


And. How now! Are youundone too? 
2 Serv. Worle Sir, the Gentleman you Jef 
at home ) 


Andr. 


For my folly, unlefs I find your Miftrefs. 


‘ 
: : : . 
Ea aaa verge esa SFist Gs cuainee 
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And. Hed Sit ! What out at the Window ? 
2 Serv. No Sir, 4 Horf-back. They bound 
me faft, 
Oreo. Sure Azdrolio this isa fable too. 
Androlio takes Orco afide. 
Andy. Come, 1 fufpect you area Traytor, 
and 
Have double Plots. This founds like your mif- 
cheif: 
2 Serv. No truly Sir , the ftranger was fe- 
duc’d 
By one Don Orgemon. 
Andr. Don Orgemon, Villain! Which way 
took they ? 
2 Serv. Through fagues Port, towards 
Anfelmo’s Wood. 
Andr, Five miles diftant from hence: It 
carries much 
Of likelihood. Orco, lend mea horfe, 
Orco. You fhall ride me, becaufe you have 
the better wit. 
_Andr. Hire me fome flaves ; get me my 
midnight vizards, 
And my falfe robes, Hafte Sirrah, as you prize 
Your life ; it will be eafie to o’ertake ’em. 
I would not for the Crown of Spaix bear this 
Defeat, my Statue will be cut mounting 


AMarble A&G, with huge unmeafurable ears. 


Orco. And mine leading that Afs bare foot 
in Proceffion 


Exeunt: 


Enter Orgemon, Claramante, is a Womans 
Riding habit, and one Servant. 


Orge. To make us free from all inquiry , 
-aeniien 
Weare purfu’d, Leadon the Horfes towards 
Cordua, and leave us in this Wood. 
I cee Your Cabinet and Garments I have 
laid) 


Th’ lower Hermitage. Heaven prote@ you 


Sire Exeunt \ Servant. 

Orge. The wild condition of thefe ‘Woods 

_. you'll finde | 
More innocent and fafer then a Temple, if 
Androlio fojourn’d in’ t. He fhall be fore’d 
Torender mea {trict account for this 
Abhor’d attempt, I did not think he could 
Be ferioufly inclin’d toil], although 
Iknew le had fome guilt of levity 
And youth, which unjuft cuftom doth excufe. 

Clar, The threatnings of my little ftrength, 

and all 

My anger, had not kept my honor free, 
Without the fudden help of Heaven, that did 
Divert his thoughts, 

Orge. Itisthelafting vice . 
Of our ill-fathion’d Sex, to think thofe in- 

juties . 

We doto yours , but pretty triumphs ; 
Asif it were a dignity in youth, to have © 


« 


, 


The pow’rand judgment to betray. 

Clar. Renowned Orgemon ! 
When you are crown’d with many yeats, and 

your 
Beft Star invites youto an upper orb 
Eternally to fhine, and keep it company 
Succeeding Virgins then fhail frerifice 
Their Songs, their Sighs, unto your Fame, and 
praife 
Your kind confeffion of thofe wrongs they 
fill receiveon Earth, ‘ 

Orge, Move foftly on, and mark the place 
Where on you tread, for your diffenc 
Is fteep and dangerous, 

Clar, What is that Cell 
Or Hermitage, to which you guide me now ? 
Orge. A place of fecret Sandity, where we 
Securely may refide, until my Confeffor 
By Rites of holy Priefthood, tie 
Our hearts and hands, with that myfterious 
Knot 

Which all your Brothers eminence and 
{trength 

Cannot diffolve. 

Clar. Then fhalllofe 
My freedom, whilft by force of Formal Law; 
Anda devont neceffity, I muft 
Become the fubjeCt of your power, who was 
The Miftrefs of your Love. A dreadful change! 
But fuch (I hope) as you will manage weil. 

» Orge. Though Ea Scepter held, 

And my Imperial Rule 

O’erfhadow’d all the Earth (for furely vafte 
Authority keeps all below ir, in 

The dark) yet I fhould ne’er permit my pow’t 
To leffen, or to fpoil my love. 

Clar, Are youaflur’d you move dire@ly in 
Our way ? this path is diverfly inclin’d 
And willoccafiona miftake. : 

Orge. Be confident, I have been here be- 

fore. 


> 


Enter Androlio difeuifed, and others 


in Vizards, 


Ande. Seize on her ftrait, and bind him 
to a Tree, 
Ufe no difcourfe, nor violence that may 
Endanger him, though he refift.. 
et ty reftore my Sword , then 
yie 
Me fpace to manageit, and ftrengthned with 
This caufe, I will inforce my way. 
They bind himtoaTree, Androlio. 
Yays hold on Claramante fe knedls®* 
Clar, \f you believe there aré rewards ot 
punifhments | 
Above, delift from what you cruelly 
Intend, there isan Eye more fenfible, 
And greater thenthe Sun, that fees 
What youare doing. 
Orge. Claramante, be not 
Thy own deftroyer with thy fears, thefe (fare) 
At 
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BR ae ee 
Are butthy Brothers inftruments, and though 
Incencd againtt me, his nature cannot fuffer 
him 
Totouchthy honor, or thy life. 
Clar. Lam your prifoner (sir) Tyield my 
felf, 
So you will free Don Orgemen. 
Androlio delivers her to the ref. 
Orge Curs’d at our Births, the Stars axe al 
our Enemies. 
Clar, Why thould I feat the life I carry 
hence, 
When I mutt leave the pleafure of ithere. 
They carry her off. 
Aady. This wondrovs Wealth is yet got 
w:thent blood ? 

And all your witty arts upon més, are 
Reveng’d: Fuendfhip istolly, when we fuffer 
it : 

To hinder us of what we dearly love 
Whilft young, Ware wife when we out plea- 
fure gain, 
All other documents are grave, but vain. 
Exit. 
Orge. Dos Leonte! 1f thou art he dares 
own | 
That name, grant freedom to my Tongue, if 
not ‘ 
To me, and hear me fpeak. Doft thou difdain 
Me in my Bonds, Villain | 
Thy crueley, if writcen would outlaft 
ihe noble {tory of thy filters love, 


Enter Dorando. 


pir. Who is it that complains of love? 
Or ist 
The eccho of mine own unquiet voice ? 
Or is’c fome lover vainly come to boaft 
His forrow inthefe Woods. 
Let him but lay his ear unto my Brett, 
And he fhall fiad fuch loud diforders there, 
As will perfwade bim he doth hear my 
thoughts 
Without thafliftance of my Tongue , take 
down 3 
His Sails, as if becalm’d for want of fighs, 
Whil Lam fhipwrack’d with alafting ttorm. 
Orge. XE abl thefe fufferings be true, thou 


art 
Become fo skilful and intelligent 
In griefs, Ineed not doubt thou wilt believe 
Mine fic foraredrels, 
Dor. Bound toa Tree} His logks declare, 
that he 
Hath honorinhim, and bis language, love. 
Where was my Sword, and I, when fuch an 
act 
Should be perform’d, I guefs you well deferve 
Your liberty, and am refolv’dto give it you. 
Unbinds bin, 
Orge. Te was a fia to take this courtefie. 


The Difireffes. 


Can it become my hands t’accept their free- 
dom, when . 


| My heart is made a Captive. 


Dor. Thefe your complaints cannot 


| Be eafily underftood by me. 
Orge. The Miftrefs of my life was here fur- 


prisd, fore’d hence ; 
Led to endure horrid uncertainties, 


| | And doubts of dying by her Brothers wrath 


She whom my vertue and my honor lov’d. 
Dor. Inforc’d from hence; let’s follow Sir 
and force ; 
Her backs if thou doft ttuly love, thy valor 
wi 
Be mighty inthy Mittrefs canfe. ‘ 
Orge. They're fled on horfes, {wift as are 
_ the Winds, ; 
And like the Winds do farely move in fucti 
Uncertain ways, as will beguile, and make 
Too vain the purpofe of parfait; butto . 
Deter us more, her Virgin fame is of 
Thac tender quality, as muft 
Not be invaded with defigns of blood, 
And fhe efteems her Brother as her Jife. 
Dor. ABrothier too, is my hearts enemy. 
t will not ask thy Mifttefs name, becaufe 
My,jealous wifdom by a vow, makes me 


Conceal hers, whom my lové adores ; but be 


It lawful to inquire the caufe, why thy 
Affection not enjoys, whom it doth feem 
So highly to deferve ? 


Orge. Her Brothers pride deftroys my _ 


hopes; knowing. 
My Fortune and my wealth, reach not my 
Birth. . 
Dir. The very caufe that makes me lan- 
guifh too, 
You pow’rs, why did you cruelly ordain — 
Bafe treafure (trafh to noble,minds) fhould be 
Impediments tolove? Or, why 
For humane quietnefs, are not our thoughts 


| proportion’d to our wealth ? 
Orge. Our forrows bear fach fimpathy, 1 


mutt. 
Require no lefs (as a requital of 
My ftory) then the relation Sir of yours. 


Dor. It is fo like your own, that if you 


keep a Diary 
Of all your evil late doth act, you 
Hourly may read mise. But for 
Diverlity, you fhall be taught. Thofe Woods 
Have kept me mourning bere, difmifs'd 


From Cordva, where my Miftrefs rales all 


Eyes; 
And banifh’d thence by her command out of 
Ill chofen pity to preferve, whomit 


“Unwillingly deftroys. 3 
Orge. From Cordwa ! The very place too 


where my Mittrefs did retide. 
Iris not fic Sir, further to enquire into 
A lovers fecrefie, but our calamities 
Appear folike, I needs mutt beg, to call you 
friend. 
Der. 


ee 


ep tonometer amet a a 


T he Difbreffes. Tae 


- Dor, Iisa priviledge which Tn every noble danger to affit your love, 


Ta mine own withes found ere “twas defir'd Dor. That vow devoutly feal’d. twill con- 
By you ; for when our hearts and fortunes rm, ; byt af 

aaa | And {till preferve in each defign of yours. 
So near ally'd, why fhould we feparate Orge. Our force united thus, ware abler . : 
Our hands? { hope my time of exile taiyfor , re 
Is nowexpir’d; for I would fain Revenge, though not ordain’d for a redre& « 
Obfeurely make a vifit to the Town. Then with fome joy, we fhould remember too - 


Orge. Let us confirm our friendfhip. with | We have fo much of luck, .asto be young. 


our vows, And though our fortune’s Weak, our loves are 
Then firait together move ; my honor and ftrong, 


| Mylife, Iwill engage Execunt. 
ACT IV. SCENE I 


Enter Androlio, Claramante, Marilliz, 


y Ou may be here as fafe as 
ina Cloifter 
And (if your hard heart 
vt ep ae al pleafe) as innocent, 
This ise _Tev'rend Matron. governs the 


Andyolio, ef 


Befides, you know how much it doth concern 
The honor of a Cavalier, to be 

Out-witted wherea Miftrefs isthe prize, 

But be affur'd, all now is fafe, and { 

As vertuous too, as you would with, - 


Ne Mer itp a Clar. Had you oblig’d Heaven yellerday 
£.nd will proportion all to your Geliresing men with fuch 
Clar. She feems fo vertuous Sir, Vil troft | Refolves of vertue, there had been no ufe 
herwith .. ye OF fears or tears, which yield as little remedy, 
My life, and yet I thall coafefs, Ido Andy. What ere I knew your name or cua- 
.. Noteréditherenough, | ~~ > Inty a te : 
—— Andr. You may cruft her By this Light! it concern’d my hopes ex- 


_-With' your fife (Lady) for thath kept her 

.* own” Se egy 

> Uns handfomely, about fome- threefcore 
~ years. yy : 

Maril, Threefcore and ten next Whitfon 
_ Eve, though *tcome 

/~ To morrow, Taffureyou Sir, 

Axgr. Shake off fufpition from 
Your thoughts, and be fo much refoly’d, asto 
Believe alll have promis’d, fhall be 

Well perform’d. — 
_ _ Clar Vf Lwere faithfully . 
 ‘Inform’d Don Orgemon is fafe, ] fhould 
_ Beeafily caught to grow more hopeful of 
_ Mine own fecurity. 
Andy, When! farpris’d youin 
The Wood, one of my difguis'd followers 
left behind to watch his faery, and 
_ T’anbind him, when we had out-gone_his 
fight: 
__ Bat he’s return’d, and brings intelligence, - 
A ftranger, by prevention, give him liberty, 
_ And he faw them both haftento this Town. 
_ Clar. How could you cruelly defign fuch 
- _. gtiefs 3 | i 
_ Tothofe, who would not canfe anothers pain, 

Although to cure their own ? 

— — Andr. "Twas akind of wicked wantonnels, 


treamly 
To take you fora {mal offender ; which had 
You prowd, “tistento one I had prov’d fo too, 
Maril. The Gentleman {peaks well ; foras 
they fay 
We mutt conform our felvesto af} Ooccafions, 
Andy. Youare athe Philofopher, 
And know the Compounds of the World. 
Clar. \ hope your refolution Sir, will not 
Forfake thofe better thoughts you entertain'd 
So haftily. 
Andr, 1 pray be confident ! 
I'm grown fo exquifitly mended, that 
l've lik’d my felf thele two long hours;, 
So charitable, as I could e’en promife 
This good old woman-a good curn, but thar 
She willexpe@ it, and her age (I fear) 
Is hardly fatished, 
Clar. Your words are fill too doubtful Sir, 
Andr. Lady? Believe me 1 am vertuous— 
Mother,is your young daughter at School yet? 
Tis time to leave her Needle now, and breed 
Her forthe publick good. 
Maril, Las Sir, °tis fach 
A head-{trong thing ! But fhe will fearn I 
hope. 
Andr, The time will notallow 
Much counfel now, hatte, and ¢onfine your 


_ Apretty fort of doing mifcheif a __felf 
_ Fine new way; th’old way of finning is tedi- Wiha your Chamber, your Brothers are a- 
B.- } Ous. toad; 


Gggg They 
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They make as curious fearch, and wich no lefs 
Authority, then the all licenc’d Sun. 
it were as much as death, if they fhould find 
Youout? Away, Iwill adventure forth, 


And earn how their intelligence proceeds. 
Exeunt. 


Thefe falfe Ufurpers of Celettial fhapes ¢ 
Why do they wear their Tongues F 
So fong a journey from their Hearts, that 


et 

Their wets and thoughts, could never meet ? 

What is the hidden fence of their defires ? 

They all complain] am not kind, yet fill 

I grant them tears, and fighs, and prayers. 
Then fearch 

The very utmoft confines of my Brett, 

Until I find out worthy wifhes to 

Requite thofe courtelies they call their Loves 

Yet ftill they fay 1am not kind. 


Enter Leonte, Balthazar, Argilo, 
Gonfalvo, 


Leon, For th’honor of yout teafon (Bal- 

thazar ) & 

Let not your eyes betray you toa life 

Of lafting folly, Errors taken up. 

In hafte, and then as hattily difmifs d, 

May be exens’d ; but here vinhabic, and 

Conlider twenty hours, upon a Beauty 

(Found fuch a common way) mutt needs 

Appear both fhameful and abhor’d. 

Gonfal. Aface, whichif unhappily you had 
Not ta’en the pains to find within, perhaps 
Would have beenrhung out of the W indow for 
A fign of invitation. ' 

Arg. Faith do the poor foul right: 

For though fhe may be willing to betray, 
Yet.1 believe her years allow her not 
Capacity, fhe’s yet fearce fit 
To begather’d , her feafon is not come. 
Leon. *Yis but our difference in judgment 
Sir: 
J think theis fo ripe, that fhe will fall 
With the nexttouch. 
Balt. Enough | You fhall fubdue me Gen- 
tlemen, 
And make me vildly natur’d, to preferve 
The fame of my difcretion: For I 
Will leave this Lady—— 


Enter Orco, and athird Servant. 


3 Serv. Thofe ftrangers Sir, thatcame in 
vilit to her, 
Defcended through the Tarras to the Street. 
Pleafe you to enter, for the Chambers free. 
Orca Be mindful of my firft commands. 
Exit Servant. 
Amia. Hath ch’evil fpirit got your fhape 
. again? 
My cheif Betrayer, whether fhall I Bie ? 
Orco. Lady! Y’are ev’ry where fecure s 
You have 
Not guilt enough to know, ot fear a danger. 
Amia. What make you here ? 
Orco. If there be truth in man, 
Thave been vigilant to find you out, 
With meer deiign to ferve you faithfully. 
blance kind , 
True Votaries of love without. Such, falf@ | 
Anarolio fhew'd at firlt, fo you appear’d : 
And fuch Don Balthazar, all true alike, 
Seeming torender, and devote your felves 
With lefs defign, then infants. 
Your faces feem’d in Heaven, your hearts 
Were bred in Hell. 
Orco, Infome hot Region fure ; for! 
Confefs we are molt firely addicted, 


Enter Ariana. 


Leon. Look there, the is prepar’d for part- 
ing Sir, Balthazar goes to her. 
I prethee do not {tay to give good counfel, 
She is too fair to take it, {trait follow us 
Toth’Weftern Port, unlefs my Spies 
prove double ey’d, Thisnight (falfe fifter) 1 
Shall find your dark abode, 
Balthazar, Make hatte: 
Exeunt Leonte, Gonfalvo, Argilo. 
Balz. Lady you fee my fervices (difdain’d 
By you) are fo much valued by my friends, 
They would not have me lofe them here. Your 
own - 
Unkindnefs will provoke me toa rude 
Severity, I muftleave you ! Leave you 
For ever ! But have left fuch power within, 
As fhall enable you ftill to command 
The houfe. Fortune and Love protect your 


rending Sex, 

Is vertuoufly inclin’d. 

Orco. *Faith, hardly Lady. 
| Yes, F've a Grand-father ! Who fince he was 
Laft bedrid, is pretty boneft; and I believe 
Th’old Anchoret that fojourns yonder in 
The Abbey Wall, isa little mortif’'d, 
Since he loft his feeling. ’ 


gick tales ; 
Thofe mourning Hiftories of Love, which in 
The dreadful Winter nights, our innocent » 
; Maids ; 
Are us’d toread, whilft weare couzen’d of 


hopes! Exit Balthazar, | Our tears, weeping Sfor joy» when loyal Na- 
Amia Petfe& my underftanding Love, tures feem | 
and J From hazard freed, and then for grief of their 
Releafe my hopes. What mean thefe feeming | Diftrefs s“Yet now I fee fuch Characters 
Sajnts ? Of Honor, ne’er had real being here. 


Orto. 
4 


y Ph. 


Amia, 11 you are all in feign’d refem- ‘ 


Amia. Not one of all your ptomiffing pre- 


Amia. O, how deceiving are thole,Tra- 


“a 


0 


= 


=" 


See eee aad ae 


~ Is gone alone. 
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Orco. *Lafs! Thefe are Poets faares to | May equal any Mans, that bears kis fortune 7 


catch 
Young lovers in. 
Madam, you fee how freely I confefs ; 
Which is fome note Iam reclaim’d. 
Amia. Vgladly would believe you Sir, and 
it 
Doth much concern your happinefs, ftill to 
Maintain my growing Faith, with worthy 
Deeds: 
Orco. Hear me ! And that your Eye may 
firft prepare 
Your Ear; Behold me onmy Knee, to make 
My proteltations facred bya Vow, if you 
Will {cape your Fathers wrath (who by his 
Spies, 
Parfites you every where,) follow where I 
Shall bring you, to enjoy all chat your vertue 
can 
Defire. Buttime doth force us to fuch ftrict 
Neceffity of hafte, as will admic 
No arguing, or paufe. 
Amia. \ndanger’d by my Father too! Lead 


“on, 
If thou prov’ft falfe again, I fhall 
Difclaim my Patience, and convert 
My gentle Mercy to a raging Curfe. — 
Orco. She hath fuch pretty twinckling Eyes, 
Stars in 
A frofty night, are nothing to “em. 
I have once more a kind of fecret grudging 
To turn Traytor. Exeunt, 


E ater Balthazar at one door, Gonfalvo 
and Argilo at the other. 


Gonfal. Don Balihaxar ! 
Bait. You judge wellin the dark, Tam 
No worfe aman , be you (Gon/alve) more 
Sparing of your good looks: Shrink in your 
Cloak 

Awhile, I guefsit by 

The flutt’ring up and down of your night 
fowl, 

Something of Rapine or Revenge is near. 

Arg. Upon my life, your Brother’s cudgel- 

lers 
They watch about Androlio’s houfe. 

Balt. Where have you left my Brother ? 

Gonfal. Where hath his Brain tefthim, and 

he left us? max yen 

Arg. To night he hath been long ini whit- 

per with - 
Androlio’s man ; who hath betray’d to him 
His Matters {mall fecrets, and in purfuit 
Of fome defign deriv’d from that intelli- 
gence, 
~ Balt. What he determines in 
His rath refolves, I'll not be guilty of : 
I guefs my fifterin the hands of Orgemon, 


_ And therefore fafe , forthough not fpacioufly 
Poffefs’d of Lands, bis Honor, and his Fame, 


Acthe bigheft rate, Let us retire home. 
Exeunt. 


Enter Dorando, Orgemon, a tittle dif’ 
guis'd, and one Servant, 


1 Serv. Sir, credit my intrucions. 

Twas not Leonte, but Androlio, that 
Surpris’d you in the Wood. His man (new! 
Reyolted from him) gave me this for truth. : 

Orge. His wantonnefs and vain luxurious 


wit, 
ane made him falfe ; he will nor find 
at I can trifle with Reven 
Friendfhip, oS aaa 
Dor. If you are fure he is noe found at 
hearr, 
Thenlet him blood: Why fhould thef: man. 
nagers 
Of a, dwell ich’ light? The Grave is 
ark, 
And fit for fecrefie, difpatch him thither. 
» Orge. Lam attended on by feveral Scouts , 
But 1 fhall take Dorandsas 
The readieft teft of love, if you will go 
And privately invite 
Him to me with his Sword , that houfe which 
fronts 
Upon Fago’s Church, is (asmy Man 
Informs me ) th’onely place to which he doth 
Defign his vifits. Much about chis hour, 
He is accuftom’d to begin his walk ; 
If you will watch near to the corner there, 
You may encounter him. 
Dor. Him, andthe houfe I know ; he thal: 
confent re 
To come and fatisfie thefe idle injuries, 
Or I will force him to a fhame, 


. Lefs pleafing then your’wrath. 


Orge. I cannot doubt his courage, “tis his 
crime ; 
His Sword is never unprepar d , nor hath 
He temper how to chufe his enterprife : 
I’ll ftand in the adjoyning Street, 
And clofly there attend your coming Sir. 
Dor. Be muffledin your Clozk ; 
Although the night be fome protection to you, 
Yet I obferve men paffing by, begin | 
To gaze, and pierce you with their eyes. 
Orge. My own fufpitions have prevented 
your 
Advice. -Andrea, make you hafte unto 
My houfe, and there prepare for out return. 
a Exeunt feveral ways. 


Enter Androlio and Marillia. 


Andr. Uprethee (Dear Antiquity) this is 
No time to wafte in Letures. 
Where is the Lady ? . ‘ 
Maril. Why, what’s the mattet Sir # 
You are pethaps jn very exceeding 


Gees 2 Ex- 


Se eT Pl, RS 
Extraordinary hafte to be wicked, are you? 


Andr. Willyou fit ftill and warm your felf 


at your 


Whole houfe, burnt to a coal, and then be 


broyl’d 
LikeaRafheron’t. =: Oe, 
Maril. By whom ? My houfe (Sir) is an 
honeft houfe, 
J care not who knows it. . 
Androl. The greater fhame for you. 
T’ were more manners to be like the reft of 


Yout Neighbors. Where isthe Lady 2? That 


flave 
My man (bred ina Galley, and begot 
Between Wind and Water) isturn’d rebel. 
Where is the Lady ? 
~~" aril. There is your Lady Sir ! How do 
you hide 


Your looks, as if your eyes were none of your 


own? 


Enter Amiana, and Orco following. 


‘Andy. Amiana! None but that Arch- 
Magician Orco, 
Could make this fudden Metamorphofis. 
That devil Orco haunts me every where ; 
I mutt learn to fay my prayers, that l may 
Beridof him. . 
Amia. Sit, Uhavefound younow, 
And Iwill keep you too: For fince you are 
Not wone with forrows, I will cry to fcorn 
The caufe, and make (as you have done) 
ftrange mirth 
Of all my miferies, Pray how have you pro- 
fited 
In your long travels after Women-kind? 
Orco. Is your Commifiion feal’d yet to Mo- 
nopolize 
Black eyes? Me thinks by this,your plenteous 
ftore 
Should make you under-value them. 
Amia. Can your old juggling confcience 
finde the trick, 
( Androlio) when we meet, t’expofe me to 
The charge of biufhing for us both, 
Andr. Amiana! For thy part, Heaven is 
my Judge, 
I do forgive thee heartily , thoughit 
Was far from my intent, that we fhould meet 
At midnight in this wicked houfe. 
Maril. How! A wicked houfe? Bating 
this worthy Gentlewoman : 
T defie thee, fay thy worft. 
Andr. Come, come, I have known you 
Since I wasafoot,high, You would have fe- 
duc’d me then, 
My Nurfe can witnefs it. 
Maril. Your Nurfe! Sir, I defie her too, 
Bring her f 
To her Book-oath ! tise 
Orco. Nay, Atarillia, remember 
Patience isone of the Seven deadly Vertues ! 
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Will you ftake your young Wit, tothe old 
Brains 
Of adry Nurfe? 

Maril. Madam! If ever 
Ihad a mind to his Lordfhip in his Cradle— 

_ Andr. Oreo, Y’bave vs’d me very tenderly. 
I’faith let me bear the charge of your Spies. 
What did it cof to find meout? Vil pay’s. - 

Orco. No Sir, Ic fhall not need, Vl put 
The Advocates Daughter into th’accompt, 

And fum up all together. 

Andr. Cant thou believe . 
(If there be fo much good Steel inall Ewrope. — 
As will make a Point to a Bodkin) that 
Thou canft live two hours? Thou! who art 

fo great, ° 
A Traytor , thou wouldft e’en betray thy felf, 
But that the Treafon is not worth the paying 
for. 

Orco. Canftthou believe ? Canft thou 
(I fay) believe, that all thy vowstothis 
Poor Lady, being broken, would not weigh 
Thy guilty friendfhip down, tillthou fall’ 

lower 
Then a Plummet, that is threefcore years a 
finking. 

Andr. Are youat that Ward Sir? Amiana 

come t 
Though you affect to keep ill hours, “tis not 
My ufe to be abroad fo late, . 
Amia. Vie ftand accomptant for this error - 
(Sir), 
So you will anfwer for your cancel’d vows 
To morrow to the Priett. 

Andr. *Vislikel fhall be found difcreet: I 
. may confider with 
My felf, before give my felf away. 

Orco. Axdrolio marriage isa kind of foolith 

Pennance, we 

Are often put unto, for wafting thus 

Onur precious time, in making filly love. 

Andr, Age! Aches! And inceffant Jea- 

loufie, 

Scorn’d Poverty , and powerlefs Luft be 
thine: , 

But for all thefe Curfes (Orco) 1 will 

Not leave youhere. Thereis a certain Lady ia 

The honfe, which Iwill facrifice ere you fhall 
ftay to enjoy. 

Orco. I will go with you Sir, for Amiana’s — 

fake, . 
For as my weak advis’d capacity 
Doth guefs, there are a fort of mighty La- 
borers 
Attend about your houfe, plac’d by Leonte as 
*Tis thonght ,- but are her kinreds Bravo's, 
who . 
Do long to greet your Shoulders for her fake. 
Amia. Sit, if you'll perfec what you have 
begun, 
Add to your Honor by affifting us 
1th’ paffage home. : 
Androlio palls bis Sword ont of’s Belt. 
Ores. 
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Orco. O! Does your loftinefs _ 
Begin to confider, Lady? 
Let not the thought of danger trouble you, 
For I'll convey you backward through a Gate 
That fafely leads unto a dwelling of mine own. 
Take care (Aarillia) of your charge within, 
Lock all your doors; Pil return with the firé 


Sun. 
Maril. Vf therebe Law in Spain, his Nurfe 
fhall know it. Exeunt. 


Enter Leonte, and fecond Servant. 


Leon, Make here a ftop ? Will thy falfe 
~ Keys procure 
- Usentrance every where ? 
2 Serv. From the Childes Cabinet, 
Tothe great Gate, this Bunch will open all. 
Leos Ha’ye brought the Bravo hither, 
which you hir’d — 
Ph’ ftreet, veffift us, if our ufe require him, 
2 Serv. He waits your purpofes in the next 
_ room. 
Thofe that you heard defcending from the 
_ Poftern by 
The Garden Wall, was fure my Mafter and 
~ His friends, newly departed homeward from 
Their vifit here. 
Leon, Then we have no impediment, 
But that decrepid grave Iniquity 
That keeps the honfe. Steal down to inter- 
cept 
Her as ie now returns from the back Gate, 
And force her to keep filence in fome Vault, 
Andletthe Bravo wait without; for though 
Nor here, I may have wfe of him when !re- 
turn. 
2 Serv. 1 fall difpatch all your commends. 
Exit 2 Servant. 
He feeps tothe Arras fofily, draws it. 
Claramante zs difcovered fleeping 
on her Book, her Glafs by. 
Leon, Her Glafs and Book | The Mirrors 
that 
Reflect her Face and Mind! But what com- 
merce 
Hath folemn Piety, with Beauties vain, 
Falfe aids 5 and yet fhe fleeps, as if her 
inds 
Moft healthful Innocence, had never been 
Mifled by the bewitching Treafons of 
Her face, a fign (perhaps) her Confcience is 
Already dead, and hath no fence of what 
She a&s. Wake thou, who’s fleeps a Lethargy, 
Thy Souls difeafe, not her repofe, 
Clar. Hal My Brother | 
- Leon. Thy fate! Read onmy angry Brow, 
What fhortly thou fhalt find thy treach’rous 
Stars 
__-Willtellchee, fcornfully was their Decree, 
) If thy guilt loaden Soul, be doom’d to clime. 
Clar. My fears are not deriv’d from mine 
own{ins, ° tie 
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But a diftruft of yours. I with your fury 
would 
Permit you to be half fo innocent, 
AsI have been, 
Leon. Thustorevoltand flie 
From all your honor’d Blood and Family, 
Tempted by Luft to hunt 
Andretrieve your loft game, profttating your 
Fame to every one, that will beget 
A fcandal onit, to difgrace our noble Honfe. 
D’ye call this Innocence ? 
Clar. Whither will you lead me? 
Leon. Unto afhade that will not need to 
borrow 
Blacknefs nor Silence from the Night, there 
give 
Thee unto fuch as fhall inforce thee to 
Thy abe betimes, leaft thou forget their 
ufe, 
Clar. Iwill not go, for though my vertue 
dares ; 
Proceed to every danger, yet thy fins 
Divert my courage, 
Leon. Shall we make trial of our ftrengths 2 
Clar. Help | Help! is there no pitious 
ear within 
The reach of my complaining voice ? 


Enter Dorando. 


Dor. If pity can . 
Affume fuch new and wondrous pow’r to give 
A remedy to grieve, take it fromme, and 

’ mutt ; 

Refent all injuries to her foft fex. 
Leon, You, Bravo! Slave! Wer't thou 
not newly hir’d 
I’th’ Street, and. for the common price of 
blood 
Toferve my anger, or expofe thy life 
For my revenge. Retire! Begone, till my 
Neceffity command thy help, 
Dorando pulls of his Patches; 
ana difeuife. 

Dor. So cheap an Inftrument of cruelty 
1 feem’d in my difguife, Paflift a friends 
Revenge; but if thou haft the Patience to 
Pernfe.my face, thoumay’ftbelieve me made 


-Fornobler ufe, chento make fale 


Of courage, or my ftrength. 
Clar. Don Dorando! He, to whofe timely 
valor 
My Brother Balthazar doth ow his life! 
How art thou laid afide by Heaven as a 
Referve,to hinder every greatcalamity? __ 
Dor. Claramante ! Let. me adore thefe 
weak, 
Thefe narrow arcificial Lights, that fhew . 
Me now, what I believ’d the Sun could ne’er _ 
Prefent unto my view, with all his glorious 
Beams. 
Leon, You are acquainted, I fhall betray 
My felf into the pretty private vice =) 


é 
> 
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Of bringing Lovers to converfe, 
That would not take the pains to find them- 
felves. 
Dor, How ftrangely are the pow’rs above 
employ d, 
That they fhould feem fo negligent to leave 
You in diftrefs. 
Leon, Let but my-eyes make ufe 
Of my vex’dmemory, and 1 thal find 
You arethat mighty Man of Rage, who in 
The refcue of this righteous Ledies honor, 
Controul d mein my houfe, where you 
A ftranger, and the place.conlider’d, 1 
Was well contented you fhould live. 
Dor, Prethee, wild thing, co not remove 
my thoughis 
From this unequal’d objet they enjoy, 
Wich Meditations on thy idle Hi!'ory. 
Begone | Vanith like a poor frighted {pirit 
From the bright day’s predominance ; Or 


would 

Thou wert a fpirit, that when thon doft of- 
fend, 

I might not have the power to kill or hurt 
thee, 


Leon. Though I fhould tempt the World, 
and vex into . 
A fury, all the race of mankind, one 
By one, } fhould not find a mightier Mind 
that doth 
So Monarch like, both threaten and command, 
Lam fo pleas’d with thy greatanger, as 1 needs 
Mult put it tofome ufe, 
Leaft {fhould never meet the like tincounter 
me. Draws. 
Clur. © hold! Maft I become the lafting 
argument 
For fuch difpates of ruine, and of death? 
Dor. Rettce! She chacis fairer,much more 
kind, 
And wifer then thy Stars, doth counfel thee. 
Leon. Advis’d to yield, before Lam fubdu'd, 
Runs at him, they fight; Dorando 
difarms him. 
Dor. Why would you trouble me, Pundo 
you thus ? 
Clar. Why Brother will youlet your rafh 
fufpition, 
Betray you to contigual lofs? This is 
The fecond time you have engig d my tears, 
For ranforse of your life, wich hazard of 
Mine own, upon my knees | fhall implore. 
To have yout fafecy, antl your Sword rei or’d, 
With hope, if you adventure both again, 
My life may fatisfie my pitiescrime. Kueels. 
Dor. It is too meana fvir, tobe fo much 
requir'd.  Dorando reffores.his Sword 
Leon. How hath my jealous fence feduc’d 
me to 
My fhame? Her Mercy twice hath refcu’d me ? 
Is his the bounty of thy Soul, 
Not tainted with the-artful cunning of 
Pretended love? 
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Clar. What falfe perfwafions govern you, 
That you fhould doubt thus my Integrity 2 | 
Leen. Nomore. I'll practife to difdain my 


elf : 
Alltbatiskind and good, protect you both. 
Clar. Sir, whether inthis bideous feafon of 
The night, have you delign’d to go 2 
Leon, Let me depart | If 1 fhould ftiy, 
you are 
Undone, A knot of cruel flaves (whom my 
Mi(taken Fury hir’dto murder you, 
When I convey’d you through the {treet) will, 
if 
My prefence and command, prevent not their 
Defign, ruine your paflage hence, or force 
This houfe tofind you. My ftay is fatal | 
Exit. 
Dor, Madam, you feem to entertain fome 
thoughts. 
About you, whofe diforders will require 
Advice. Can you be kept in aw with the 
Falfe noife of mifchief, or atale of death, 
Whilft I am living here, and {till 
My valors fire; may be renew'd at your 
Infpiring Beauties flame ? 
Clar, Alafs! The debts } ow your valor 
_ (Sir) L find fo great . 
Afready, lamloath to entertain - 
Another caufe, to make me more oblig’d, 
Until J find ’tisin my power to pay. 
Doy, Are not your words? are not your 
looks, rewards 
For ev'ry mighty deed? That the renown’d 
And fortunate, fhubbravely mannage in 
Obedience to your will. : 
Clar. My heartis overwhelni'd with cour- 
telies, and I 
Am fiudying how this ftrange unlucky furfeit, 
may 
Be cur’d, withoura faft from kindnefs and 
Your love, 
Dor. Anabflinence from my pure love | 
High Reaven avert fo {trange a ficknefg, that 
Requires fuch cruelty to aid the cure } 


- Exnter Orgemon. 


Clar, Don Orgemon! The Fates are wile ; 
they know* ae. 
To value Bleflings, and obferve jut order in 
Their gifts, the greatelt comes at aft. 
What happy miracle hath brought you hither 2 
Orge. Waiting i’th’ ftreet, in thts difguife, 
I heard 
And knew your Brothers voice, who lowd 
to men 
(For bloody purpofes difguis’d) gave them 
The ftoty of a fierce, but fortunate 
Encounter here; for he declar’d his heart! 
Wasreconcil’dto yours, and bya {tern 
Command, isnow difmifling them from their . 
Affiir, This Joy d:d give me wings, 
Thatl might quickly fhare your hgppinek. 


ar. 


i) 
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Clar: My happinefs doch fo exceed, that 
ou = 
May Ghre itSir, yet leave enough 
To fill my Brett. 
Orge. This night alone, I will 
Adorn, and fanctifie i’ch’ Kallander. 
“ Goes to Dorando. 
My worthy friend” your valor may proclaim 
Tt felf the caufe of our Felicity, 
What new occafion doth difturb your looks ? 
Dor. Are you fo well acquainted with that 
Lady? 
And ave the priviledge to be fo kind. 
orge. How elfe fhould I fubfift? ’Tis not 
the vulgar caufe 
Of mens exiftency (a mixture of 
Thecommon Elements) by whichT live, 
But by the nonrifhmient of her pure love. 
Dor. Oh Niggard-fates | Howill 
Did you provide for me ? 
‘Thofe giddy wanderers 
Th’ air, or cold and flippery Creatures that 
Poffels the reftlefs Hlood,, fuftain 
Their lives witl nolefs choice, thenis decreed 
For me, yet neither know your pow’rs, nor 
own 
Your benefits with thankful praife. 
Orge. Whatmeans my valiant friend ? 
Dor. Sit, you enjoy a ftrange Felicity ? 
Youare belov’d, and would I knew it not, 
Unlefs my knowledge could he fatisfi'd 
With equal hope. _ 
Orge. Forbid this dangerous envy, youthat 


rule 
Our thoughtS. Am 1 fo flow to merit what 
Yougive? That one, whom you have newly 
: made 
My friend, fhould mourn to fee my happinefs. 
Clar. When will my fad diftreffes end ? 
My days 
Are chofen from the Moneth , when April 
rules 
Each fhining hour is followed by a ftorm, 
Orge. Call to your vertue for advice (brave 
- friend) . 
And do not feem to fhow your forrows ere 
You know what T enjoy, is not deferv’d. 
Dor. Yf love can merit love? or, if incef- 
fant grief 
And fears, be marks and trials of that love? 
Let beauteous Claramante hold the Scale, 
She'll find my heart, out-weighs all other 
* hearts 


Till they feem lighter then inconftant thought, 


Orge. Take heed, tis dangerous to depravé 
my Paflion, Sir, 


By valuing your own. 


Dor. 1f there be danger, take 


You heed t’avoid it then? For inthe Worlds 
Vafte {pace , nothing that knows the light, 


dares more 


Avouch hislove, than]. 


Orge. With what a rafh, 


And unconfider’d hafte, was our new friend= 


fhipmade, 


That it can laft no longer? 


Dor. Itisalready grown too old and weari- 
fome, 


As fickly life preferv’d with pain. 


Clar. Oh Orgemon! Let not my yielded 
love 


Become thy valors prize; or why miift Don 
Dorando’s worth, fince it exceeds all others, 


ot 


n 
Be fafe, *caufe it would bravely equal thine. 


Orge. He fliall have all your pity, and fome 
little love, 


So you will ftay the progrefs of Your fears. 
Think not we will be cruel to-our felves, 


Leaft you vouchfafe to judge that cruelty 
To you: Webothare calm, and will conduct 
You fafely to your Brother Balzhazar. 
Salates Dorando; 
Clar.* As this foft gentle temper pleafes 
Heaven, 
So be it ftill delightful to your felves. 
Orgemon takes Dorando afide. 
Orge. The early morn fhall fee your anger 
fatisfi’d, 
Till then keep your vex’d fpiritsin, and hide 
Your fury from her fight. It were not noble 
to 
Difquiether, whom you fo fervently 
Pretend to, love. 
Dor. That were fo wild an incivility, as 
foon 
Would forfeit either Victors fame: But haft 
Thou bright perpetual traveller; and bring 
Thy beamsbetimes t’infighten us, and then 
We'll try the ftrength of both our fates. 
oe He may a while rejoyce to obferve 
is fires . 
So powerful in our blood ; but when he fees 
How high our anger grows. he will retire, 
Withdraw behind black gather’d Clouds to 
mo@rn, 
He fhalf not find us at his next return. 
Exeunt. 


ACT 


Ker Vv. 


SCENE 1. 


Knocking at the Door. Enter Androlio, dreffiag himfelf. ° 


Will never fuffer °em to 


> Aadrolia. He World is grown fo wick- 
¢ _. ed, their fins (fure) 
fleep. 


Kacck, within 
Kmeking again, Androlio opens the Door. 
Enter Balthazar. 


B.L:, Saveyou Sir. 


Anar, Yout hat would fignife you bring 


Some promife to thatpurpofe(Sir,) Came 
you , 4 
Erom Heaven jut now with tidings of Eter- 
nity ? et 
“Balt. \f 1 came poft from Heaven, 1 Js 
thought Sir 
I fhould hardly fight atyour Gates, d'you 
' hear Face i peed 
This mornought that concerns Don Orgemon , 
And his{trange friend? Or know you where 
they are? Ye 
Andy. 1 keep no Lodgings Sit? The Rent 
of this f 
Poor Honfe, I make fhift to pay without In- 
mates, 
Balt. O, Lunderfland you! The morning 
that 
Should make others ferious, 1s. grown your 
time 
Of mirth. If you pleafe, good morrow | 
Exit Balthazar. 


Andr. Vnhighly fatisd | 


This Town,.1think, is peopled with Knights 


Errant , 


ris every hour fo full of ftrange adventures. . 


Knock again, 
Is there another come with new authority 
To ask inrpertinent queltions 2 
He opens the Door. Enter Leonte. 
Your furious temper brooks no idle ercum- 
Rance, 
You thall be fitis'd before you ask. 
Your Brother is not here, we ae 
Newly at theother door, 
Leon, My bufinels feeks not him. 
Are you fo lucky runderftand whereI 
May tind Dorando, ot Don Orgemon ? 
Andy. Vve neither Sir the luck, nor the de- 
fire, 
Unlef I knew to put the knowledge of it 
To fome good ute. . 
Leon. It will become youto 
Inquire abroad, until you can know more. 
Exit. 


* 


" Andr. What may this exger difquifition 
* meanre 
Something uf moments in’t. I'ma dull rogue 
To fleep away my time, when I might fhites, 
Thehuge pleafure of doing little mifchiefs, 


Enter Oreo, Amiana. 
! 


Orco. Dow Androlio! Soearly up! Study- 
Ina 5 ab am: 

(I hope) to put your Money out 

To charitable ufes. 

*- Andr. Faith that will hardly. be, * 

Till your difeafes (Orco) drive you to 

An Hofpital, I would thou hadft as many 

As might deftroy an over-grown City, 


The Turks grand Army, or a Wind-bound_ 


. Fleet. 
You thrive like other Traitors in this age, 
And fignifie your greatnefs, by entring every 

. where j 
Without the mean civility of knocking, 


Orco, I bring my powerful Charter in my. 


hand , 
Abhos me, if thy Mittrefs be not grown 
A defperate Wit, And Gnce the laft 
Digeftion of her grief, fhe tools prettily. 
ce She’ fool me prettily indeed.,. if 
this 
Old toy of Matrimony hold :, Are you grown 
a wit Amiana ? 
Amia. 1 fhallbe thought fo, Sir, 
When L have reach’d capacity enough 
To make you vertuous, 
Andy. Nay, yare a wit. [find it by the 
great varity ; 
Of Pofies which you fent this morn for Wede 
ing Rings. 

Amia As fubtle, and as wifea fpiritas 
Yonare, thofelilly charms are likely to 
pores enovgh, to keep you long, and 
[’'th’ circle of mine arms, when once the Prieft. 
Shall conjure you. . 

Orco. Thofe Vows (Andrelio) which we 

>. make Intl; 
Atimidnight, fhould 
(in my opinion) not prove good ith’ Common 

Law, 
Wer’e not for that wanton Worm (thy Con- 
DEC = 
Which fill lies wriggling up and down thy 
Bret. j ‘ 
Thou might’'ft be-well excus'd, confid’ring too | 
The ealinefs, and rawnefs of thy youth, 


bw 
aS 


‘i - oa 
¥ 


Andr. 


Andy, B’enas fhe pleafe: For my part Sir, 
Twill — 
Deal plainly with her like an honeft man ; 
Whichis, to tell her, being marry’d, I 
Shall prove a very Rogue. 
Orco. (think thou-wile, .. 
Unlefs her better Grace preferve thee. 

Andr. \fhalloften put you ( Amiana) to- 
Your mornings draught of Tears ; and to 
Your meal of Sighs, on fafting Nights, whicti 

> will 


~ (41 guefs) be every night, according to 


My ufual firict feverity of life. 
 “Amia. \ will take order then, that you 
fhall figh 
For company. 
Orco. Which with a mutual groan or two, 
will make t 
Rate Mufick, When her Treble’s joyn’d unto 
Your Bafe, together with the Cradle Concord- 
- ance . 
Of three fmall Organifts (I mean) your chil- 
: y) dren. : 
Andr. Orco, where’s Claramante now ? 
Orco. The Paltie fhake your Tongue out, 
wer’ not to make : 
Your Miftrefs jealous, I could asktof you. 
Andy. Is not your ftock of fooling {pent ? 
Oreo. I’ve yet fo much difcretion left, to 
judge : 
It was by your appointment, that your man 
Inclos’d Afarilliaina Vault, whilft fome 
OF your confed’racy remov’d the Lady, 
Andry, Prethee, be grave, it may bring 
, truthtobe net 
A while in fafhion, Artthouinearneft? _ 
Orce. Dok thou ask fadly 2 
. Andy. EMfe letme die furpris’d. 
Oreo, And letme die ina Dungeon,if Thad 
Nor thought to find her here: For gone fhe 


IS, Ne 
Whilft the poor old Wornan was led afide, 
By that no ordinary Devil, your man. 
Andy, Exquifit Villain! 1 forgive him all, 
Would he had pradtis’d to have cuc my 
Throat, 
That I might forgive that too, 


Emer Third Servant. 


3 Serv. Don Bafilonte (Sir) inrag’d with- 
out, 
Demands to fpeak with you. 
| _Amia. How, my Father | 
Andr. Will your vex’d Virginthip 
Vouchfafe to ftay here, till you be well fwad- 
led, 
Amia, Let me retire : 
dare 
Be cruel, I fhall dare to pardon you. Exit. 
- Andr, Go, give him entrance. 
Exit 3 Servant. 


Androlio, if you 


The Diftreffer. - 


a. 
Enter Bafilonte. 


Bafil, Are you Dow Androlio ? 
Ande, Not unlefs you pleafe Sir. 
Bafil. *Vis well you are fomannerly, but 
"twere i 
Better you'd be honeft, Where is my Daugh- 
ter? 
Andr, Sit, I perceive you purpofe Brevit 
ve The Gentleman’s in hafte;  *tis like 
eis ' 
A kinn unto his Daughter, your anfwer 


‘May concern him. 


Bafil. What are you Sir? 
Orco. Not your Daughter Sir, therefore 
that queftion 
B’ing no part of your bufinefs, was ill made. 
Bafil. 1 hope yow!l both fight 2 
Andr. How! fight? The Laws ate not fo 
valiant Sir, 
They will admit no fighting. 
Bajil. 1 care not for the Laws. 
Andr, Be like then you have made over 
your eftate. 
ale Why, would the Lawyers have it 
eee! .2hiil 
Andy. Troth, if your Lands be fair, tis 
like they’ll not 
Forbearem out of modefty. 
Bafil. Sir, thefe are tricks: Give me my 
Daughter : 
I thought fhe would have fledinto a Nannery, 
But this (I hear) is none. 
Orco.. Who ever told you fo, was inthe 
right, ’ 
Ualefs there are a fort of Nuns with Beards; 
Bafil. Will you both walk ? I’m an old 
Man, although 
My wit’s not fharp, you'll find my Iron is? 
Andr, Orco, You know my way is two 
to two, 
And this old Trojan’s Mode (as I conceive) 
Isoneto both, we fhall hardly agiee. 
Bal. V find we tha’ not. Will you walk? ' 
Andr. This cholerick Bifcayner, takes meé 
more then 
A Wench. Sir ftaya while, the bufinefs that 
We go about; is not fo trivial, but 
]t.may conveniently require 
The interchanging of a word, efpecially’ 
When we confider our difcourfes after death, 
Are but uncertain. 
Bafil. Difpatch then, I’m in hafte. 
Andr. Do youconceive, you have deriv’d 
this Mettal 
To your Daughter , and fhe (as far as her 
Part lies) can with anothers help 
Deriveit toa Son? | 
Bafil. Sir, you fhall know my Daughter 
wanis no Metal. 
Andy. Then you muft know fhe fhall not 
be reflor’d. . 
Hbhh Bafil, 
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Bajil, Why not reftor’d ? 


T he Diflreffes. 


My Mittrefs to th’ protection of this Key, 


Andr. May be, Vve fome occafion to marry And thento horfe. 


her. 
Orco. In my judgment,a fatisfying reafon. 
Bafil. But not Sir without my confent. 
Andr. Ym partly of your mind; for (asl 
hear) : 
Your confent may do well, y’are very rich. 
Bafil. Soare youl hope. 
Andr, Nay if we fall 
To good withes, ‘cis like we may agree : 


Enter Argilo and Gonfalvo. 


Arg. Pray Gentlemen can any here in- 
ftruct 
Us where to find Dox Orgemon, or Don Do- 
ranao. 
Gonfal. Th’intelligence , 
tain’d . 
May bythe ufe, procure a gen'tal thanks. 
Bafil. Orgemon and Dorands! Why d’you 
ask 
So earneftly,and with fuch hafte? 
Andy, >is Vmconcern’d in your inquiry 
Gentlemen ; 
For now it feems it argues danger. 
Orco, And 1am concern’d too ; what is the 
bufinefs ? . 
Arg, *Tis certain they are mifling, :and are 
gone . 
By probable miftruft to fight. 
“Gonfal. Th’occalion of their quarrel’s partly 
known, : 
And they were early feen both hors’d and 
arm’d. 
Bafil. Whether did they ride? 
Arg. Nay Sit, that queition is our bufinefs 
“1 Here; 
Gonfal Wethought Dos Orco and Axdro- 
lio, b’ing 
Their friends, might guefs, to what fit place 
Their anger would direct them. 
Bafil Th’are gallant youths, I would not 
for the treafure of 
Caftile, have either’s life indanger’d in 
Afoolifhcaufe. 
Andr. How can their danger Sir, 
In fo particulara fenfe belong to you? 
Bafil. No matter : Y’are troublefome , 
My horfe, my horfe! 
I fhall return Sir ina fort career, 
Takean accompt of my Daughter, orcall 
You out to this mad fport. Exit. 
‘And. Var inclin’d unto this reverend Ca- 
valier, 
Beyond alllatitude of words; butif 
Don Orgemon is grown fo much 
Impatient of flight things, cal’d Injuries, 
His next hor-bout muft be wich me. 
Orco. Prethee let’s haften to prevent this 
Duel, 
Andy, (fear it is too late , but I'll commit 


if fuddenly at- 


Orco, Come Senniors, his Stable will pro- 
vide us all. Exeunts 


Enter Claramante aad Orgemon: 


Clar. Oh my Prophetick tears, why are 
thy looks 
So wild, fo bufily difpers’d ? as if 
(In vain) thou fought’ft for fafety after guilt 2 
Orge.. Why ( Claramante) doft thou trown 
upon 
My triumphs, asif now, I were lefs worth 
In vidory, then in my doubtful ftate 
Of fortune ere *twas try’d ; when it was pofii- 
ble 
I might be leffen’d and fubdu’d ? 
Clar. Whom ‘haft thou conquer’d ( fatal 
Orgerwon ?) : 
That thou fhouldft wear thofe bloody fains 
with fo 
Much pride, as if the World did newly ow 
Its freedom co thy valors force. 
Orge, Mineenemy, one that advancd his 
love 
To tuine mine, Rivals for hearts, are like 
Competitors for Crowns; they will allow 
No equal, nor admit him living that 
Difturbs their hopes. 

Clar. Thy jealous Honor, is 
Mott vicioufly, and cruelly inclin’d. 

Couldft chou not think thy love was fafe, with- 
out ‘ 

The ruine of Dorando that preferv’d 

Thelife of Balthazar, did refcue mine. 

Gave rafh Leonteleave to live, and thee 

Thy freedom, when thou wer’e furpris’d and 
bound, 

Orge. Thefe were indeed acts of renown, 

nor can 
My Envy ere miflead my Vertue, till 
Itgive them but a cheap efteem, 1 wifh 
His honor had been greater, £0 he could 
Have had lefs love. 
_Clar. Alafs! was love his crime? 
And love of me? I find thy heart was caft, 
And fafhion’d in the common Lovers Mould, 
Poorly compounded of malicious fears, 
Of rath low jealoufies, hating 
That noble Vertue in another, which 
Thou highly valued ft in thy felf, 
Orge. This wifdom and compaflion comes 
too late. 
Would I had loft my youthful being, and 
My precious Fame , all thar I value (but 
Thy love) fo I could call him back from tho%e 
Unknown, or diltant thades, that he might fee 
The Sun, andthee again, 

Clar. © that fome winged Meffenger, 
Would quickly travel through the Clouds, and 
fetch 
Me all my yows from Heaven; that fo my faith 

When 
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When dif-engag’d,might give a needfy! liberty 
Unto mylove; why fhould it longer be con- 
n’d é 


To harbor in thy Breft, fince there *twas en- 
tertain’d 
With fuch uncivil jealoufie. 
Orge. I fhall become a fad exemplar Sacri- 
fice 
T?inftrué, and expiate the World, and die 
To cure the folly of fucceeding Lovers doubts. 
Clar. Unfortunate Dorando, is the cold 
Dark Grave, all the reward my Lucklefs Stars 
Could pay thee for thy mercy to my Brothers 
fhewn, 
And kind protection of my life. Going ont, 
Orge. Stay Claramante ! Stay! If thou 
Dott carry hence thy injur’d love, and leave 
Me unforgiven, opprefs’d, and loaden with 
The weight of guile, I willat once thake off 
This burden of mortality, and it. 
 Clar. Although my fudder? kindnefs may 
appear 
A fin, 1 cannot leave thee to i 
The danger of {uch cruel thoughts : Take heed 
How youdo threaten Heaven, by menacing 
Your felf; as we have noauthority 
To take away the being of another, whom 
Our pride contemns, fo we have lefs t’anni- 
hilate 
Our own, when it is faln in our diflike. 
Orge. Isit thy pleafure I fhould five > 
And-am I call’d to’t by Love, and may be- 
lieve ° 
Thave fome little warrant to authorife Hope, 


Enter Balthazar, 


Balt. Where is Don Orgemon? Sifter I fee 
In fears, and grief, you both have equal fhare, 
But I fhall timely eafe your foff rings. 

Dorando wafted with his Wounds, a while 
Affamrd the cold Afpect of Death ; but rubd 
And chaff into his native heat, his ftrength 
And under{tanding are in fome degree 
Of fafety home return’d ; nor are his wounds 
So placd, but that the Surgeon may allow 
Them fudden hope of cure. 
Orge. Thoublefled Meffenger of Life! 
Be ever happy, and thy voice be ftill 
The forward ofher unto good, and noble 
Jono fames 
Live to be cheif in Armies, and the firt | 
That brings thy doubtful Countrey news of 
Victory. 
Clar. Belt of my Blood !° Thy comforts 
Balthazar 
Are ftill as fwift and winged when they come, 
As thou art flow to carry forrows to thy 
friends. 
Orge Now (Claramante) let me not diftruft 


Thy pardon may increafe, fince my offence 


Seemsto grow lef: and let the mercy of 


Thy love, give {irength, and form unto 


My yet imperfed joys. 
Clar. If in thy taft 
Encounter thou hadft loft much blood, { 
fhould 
Forgive thy want of bluthes for this rafh 
Bs but having fuch fupplies of colour 
eft 


Tomake up feeming bafhfulriefs, where is 
Thatred, and modett tin@ure which belongs 
Unto thy brow, and fhould appear when thou 
So foon doft ask me for my love, 
So lately forfeited by jealoutie, 
ee T yield, and humbly bow utito my 
ace ; 
Yet fince there’s to confeffion fome forgive: 
nefs due, 
Afford me that, though my defires + 
By beauteous Claramante are deny’. 
Clar. Bear witnefs World, with whatun- — 
willingnefs 
Tnow am juit, and ere thou hear’? thy doom, 
Know brave Derandv’s merits, and 
My ever injur’d Sex, could not with lefs 
Be fatisfied, 
Orge. Be flow to utter ic, 
Unlefs thou canft be gentle when thon fpeak’ft, 
Clar. My refolution is become my vow. 
Thou never fhalt behold me more, to make 
A rightful challenge of my love, ‘til! he 
Who thus hath faffer'd for thy jealoulie, 
Is pleas'd Vintreat,and woo in thy behalf, Ex;, 
Orge Severe fad deftiny! The worft of alf 
y Stars ordain’d this Sentence ere ‘twas 
{poke, Takes Balthazar afide, 
You (Sir) have powerful intereft 
In Claramantes Brett, be pleas’d to mediate 
for me. 
Balt, lf have power. 
Where Don Dorando’s chafte affection lays 
A claim, his noble refcue of my life, 
Mult urge my gratitude to fpeak for him, 


Enter Leonte, Dorando, Argilo, and 
Gonfalvo, leading him. 


Leon. Sit be affur'd y’are hither brought 
for readinefs, 
And more affiftance to yourcure ; this houfe 
Hath nothing rich or ufeful in’r, but what 
Shall wait on your command, 
Dor, 1 fear your beautéous filter govetns 
"here 
Whom in my wretched fate, and lofs of vidto: 
ry, 
Iam atham’d to fee. Itmuftbe fo, 
Behold my enemy hither arriv’d, 
To claim a triumph for his fingle war ! 
Balt. Quiet your paflion sir: The joy h¢ 
takes 
In the unlucky honor of this day, 
Is fo ecclips’d by clouds of following griefs, 
That you'll perceive he’s more prepar’d for 


Funeral, 
Hhhh 2 Then 
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Ee eaten ee SES 
Then for triumphal fhows. How Claramante fhould by either be 

orge. YouSir, whofe vertue makes theup- | poffefs’d, and both be fatisfied. 

per influence , 

Of no regard nor vfe, born, and preferv’d 
Wirhout protection of a Star, yet by 
Your unaitifted worth, become the moft 
Important envy now, of all within 
The firmament, whofe fortune was too weak, 
Too such unworthy to be ftil’d your friend; 
And mine fo treacheroully Rrong, it bath 
Beiray’d, and fore’d mero be call’d your ene- 


Enter Bafilonte, Orco. 


Bafil. *Tis well you took your wound fe 
luckily. 
This feels a Rubborn morfel to digeft, 
If icenter che Stomach the wrong way ; 
{hough there be no great ufeo’ch’ Surgeons 
myltery , yy 
Give him Two hundred Crowns: 
Orco. But where’s the money Sir ? 
Bafil. Do you disburfe ? 
orco.. Amadold blade |! Confidering too, 
His wealth and eminence, 
Bafil. Iwill allow you too, 
Whillt you are young, to cut fome few throats 
fairly ; 
For honors fake; fo they be ftrangers throats, 
But not your'own ; I have a reafon for'c. 
Wil youtake the pains to know me?’ 
Dor. We’are well acquainted with your 
fame already ; 


my. 
To ‘a beg for mercy. 
Dor. Tome | Wasl foeafily fubdu’d, 
That I deferve to be your feorn? 
Orge. Then let me want a Tongue to make 
requetts, 
When | have cheifeft need of Heaven. My | 
_ Mourning is ' KAT 
Sofittle feign’d, that know, my foul difelaims 
The victory, and doth already curfe 
The fory of the caufe, 
Dor. \cannot fet my underftinding right 
Enough, to guefs the meaning of this altera- 


tion, Which is fo good, we may for once excufe 
Orge. ° Tis firange indeed | Strange, thar | Sorude aninterruption of affiits; in which 
we both fhould be 


Y’are nought concern’d. 
Bafil. How, not concetn’d? Look on thefe 
Bills, 
And you dnthefe, they will prove 
Receipts for Moncey, and large fums too, I 
think? They perufe the Papers, 
(Orco leoking over their fooulders. 


Ordain’d to love alike, and make 

One noble odje@ our delight |: But ftranger 
yet 

| ThatI by jealons fears, fhould vex my felf 

~ Into a fad deftruction of my love. 

Dor. Miflead me not to wander thus a- 


mazedly, Orco, By this\Lightthey are} 1 know them 
When there’s a nearer way to what by their 
Your language would infer, AY Short itile, ch’arepen’d the old Laconick way. 
Orge. Retign your hopes to me, who firft Dor. Sit, Lacknowledge this my hand, and 
had priviledge that ay ; 


Intravel l’verectiv’d a long 
Supply; batmuch admire how thefe fhouid 
come 
In your poffeflion. 
Bafil. WellSir) And wharfay you? 
Orge. 1 make the fame confefiion, but with 
uothawaset % pn 
OF no lefs wonder thea doth bafie him. | 
Bafil. Confeliion pays no-debts, but what 
are due’ ; : 
To pious Scriv’ners that are gone to Heaven > 
Andfince yourinfancy’s you have receiv'd » 
By Letters of Exchange from Genona, enough 
To furnifh your imagin’d quality y for you'll 
Vouchfafe to think your felves but {trangers 
here. 
Orges This growing ftory may refolve my 
doubts. 
Bafil, Know you his Character, whofe-cre- 
dit gave 
You power to call for thefe fupplies. 
Dor. Moftiperfecilys” 
Orge. And ‘tis to me familiar as mine own. ° 
Bafil, Thisthen (directed to you both) per- 
ule,  Orge. takes the Letter and reads. 
i Orge. 


To make aclaim, then let your kindnefs prove 
As much amirade, asit is jult, 
By interceding for my love, 
Dor. If this be lefs then fcorn, yet it is 
more 
Then vanity 2 Ist poflible I fhould 
Refign my love, and be fo dull to live. 
Know Sit, I have vouchfaf'd thus to continue 
life, 
In hope to have afecond trial for 
This high, ill manag’d caufe, already (fure) 
I find my ftrength doth baften.on my hope. 
Orge Then my difpair out travels both: 
Had I 
The hand and feal of deftiny, to warrantme 
To be againa victor over him, 
Though by thar conquett I-could gather all 
Thofe Wreaths, that ere the valiant wore 
OF old, then-ftrait anticipate, and quite 
Foreft.l all fucure fame, yet would 1 not 
Refift him with my fword. 
Gonf, Thefe double expectations needs 
mutt have 
A fad event. 


Arg. Iccomes not in my reach, 


-orge. ‘reads. . Don Orgemon and: Derando, 


having call’d you from diftant Countreys, to 


fojourn this Spring in Cordza; Youare now 
to know, you fhould equally affect thefe names, 
for you are Brothers... 
* They gaxe one on another, 

. Bafil, Nay ‘tis a dull Marchants file ; but 
read on. " ' 
orge. reads. Your Bills.of -Gredit will fac- 
ceed nolonger then thisMoneth, therefore 


_ apply your felves.co him, whofe Steward I have 


onely been to prevent. your wants : Wiho (your 
Mother dyingyoung) was refoly:d, out of a 
new Philofophical,, and (as Imay callit) Ro- 
mance humor, not-to declare himfelf your Fa- 
ther , till after you had wifited feveral Camps, 
and Courts, he found your knowledge and 

yertue, merited the reputation of his Blood. 
Gaze 6n each other again. 
Orco. Thisisanold trick of Moorith Edu- 

cation, 
Jutt thus Aben Abdala bred his.Sons. 

 Orge. reads, Meaning you fhould have no 
certain expettations of Hereditary wealth, to 
interrupt the berter acquirements. of your In- 
duftry; but Thavefenthim the ftory of -your 


. lives, and heis well pleas’d to be now known 


our Father, whofe name is Dow Bafilonte. 
Bafil. What are youtender of yout plen- 
teous perfons ? 
Loath to be own’d? 
fand Crowns . 
A year, needs take no pains to find out heirs. - 
Qrco. Sit, you fhall be my Father, if you 
pleafe. 
Orge. Where joy hath fucha fhare of won- 
\ der an’t, 
Our pleafure is a while delay’d with doubts. 
Dor. It was.too firange, and great a happi- 


He that hath Fifty thou- 


nels 
To betvo fuddenly believ-d. . 
Leon, Sir, wehavelong heard you had two 
+» Sons, andfrom 
Their Childhood bredin diftant parts, yet we 
Admire your humor could fo much fubdue 
Yournature, never to converfe with them, 
Unlefs by your intelligence from others : 
But what we humor call, perhaps you'll term 
Difcretion. 
Bafil. May be I fall, what then? Had 
your Father Sir, 
And other formal Nobles bred their Sons 
thus, 
To little hopes of Wealth, they would have 
had 
More wit to keep it, and to {pend it too. 
Leon. \ thank you Sir, 
Bafil. That younger villain hath his Mo- 


thers Lip, | 
He fhia’nt fare the worfe for’. What frown- 
ing Sir ! - 


c=) 


Look handfomely and kindly too, ' 
Or I'll again divorce thee from my Blood, 
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Ol 
y Embrace each other ftrait, with free and will- 
ing arms, 
Orge. When I rejoyce we are fo reara kin, 
' Tis {trange, I with our loves were lefsally’d 
Dor. You are the eldery and | fee. the Will 
Of Fate inclines tofurther that Prerogative. 
_Orge. That yields fome little bope, 
Who isfo courteous to go inand fll! 
My Miftrefs ear with this new Hiftory. 
Leon. Thatpleafant butinefs fhali be mine, 
Exit. 
Orge. You Sir, from whom I took prece- 
_denc 
| Bylife, fhould {ure have power to give that 
priviledge 


| 


| Unto my Jove: Let not my firft; and elder 
claim 
(Affifted by my Miftre/s vows) give way 
Untoa younger intereft, who wants 
Such great aflurance, and doth onely Jaft 
By th’vigor of his hope. 
Bafil. Uhave pronounc’d the word, and he 
__ fhall do’t. Goes to Dorando, 
Will not you yield totimeand nature Sir ? 
And give your elder leave toplay the loving 
fool . 
‘Before you. You had beft produce a trick 
Of difobedience at firlt fight? Thocl 
May think my Spanifh Off fpring, chang'd for 
fome 
Dull DutchBurghers Iffue, that fold 
Stockfith and Pickled Herring, 
Dor. His Deeds of Honorare 
his 
Compliances fo low, I find I mut 
Be overcome. 
Orge. But Sir, to intercede in my behalf, 
Thacis the bufinefs which her vow conftrains, 
Bafil. He thali.do’c, 
Dor. Vl force my reafon Sir, at your com- 


—_——L 


fo dich, and 


mand, 
Orge. Then Sorrows vanifh, and my Joys 
appear. 
Bafil. Avety twigof the old Tree | Jutt 
thus 


I runa madding for his Mother at 
His vears , and to this very hour do mott 
Intirely reverence, a foft and pliant Lip, 


Enter Androlio, and Amiana vaild. 


Androl. Whave heard enough to make us 
venture in. 
Orgemon, if fince your new-got parentage, 
You are become fo {tale a Gentleman 
To weara knife about you, you fhall find 
[have athroat at your fervice, will ftrait 
Confefs my errors, and unbutton. 
Orge. No Sir, when youoffend me next, 
you fhall 
Receive the honor of my Sword. 
Androlio /eems to pull Amiana 
to her Father. 
Ande: 
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Andy. Yve heard you wantalliance, and 
delight 
To find them out, a Romance way. 
Freed lately from a dark inchanted Caftle, 
Defiresto call you Father , if you pleafe 
T’accept her Sir, youmay have me into the 
bargain. 
Bafil. Sothere may be more got Sit, then I 
Can honeftly keep. 
Andy. Yin a new Man, and have already 
feal’d 
To Marriage Articles of livingtame ; 
We onely want you andthe Prieft to witnefs 


it. 


Enter Marillia, Second Servant, Officers. 


Bafil. Some tale in Dieava de Monte 
Mayor 
Taught you this trick of wandring after your 
lover, - 
Your tears have pardon’d you, go know your 
Brothers. 
Orco takes Marillia afide. 
Amia. Could I have chofen Brothers by 
the pow’r 
Of withes or my prayers, they had been thefe. 
Orge. We have much pretty {tory to ex- 
amine. 
Dor. Suchas will make the pleafures of this 
year, ‘ 
Trantcend all that we ever know. 
Orco. Your Rebel-man is here (Androlio) 
brought 
By Officers, at this old Gentlewomans 
Complaint, for committing a Rape. 
Maril. Yes truly Sir, down inthe Vault, 
towards 
The left corner by the Garden Stairs. D’ve 
caufe 
Toremember the place. ; 
Andy, , thou'lt ne’er forget a good turn. 
Bajil. How’s that, a Rape! 
Maril. Tchad been fo forfooth, bad Inot 
vielded 
(As they fay) to prevent harm. 
Bafit, Go take them both (Dox Orco) to 
. your care, 
Vil my felf fic upon the caufe, and call 
A Commtiffion of Bedrid Judges, who will 
Be giad to revive their long loit mettal, 
By refrefhing their old ears with baudry. 


This Lady- 


The Diftreffes. 


Orco. Y'll invite all the gallants to this hear- 
ing, Exeunt Orco, Marillia, 
(Second Servant, 


Enter Claramante, Leonte, 
orge. Now Brother is the timte to make me 


happy, 
If that new title, or (what equals it,) 
(My friend) can urge youto fuch noble kind- 
nefs, Dorando goes to Claramante, 
Dor, Fair Claramante, Lamcomet’undo — 
My felf, bygiving of my loveaway, 
Becaufe my fortune confpir’d not to refen’t by 
My valors help ; but we are all fo full 
Of joy etd wonder here, that we are boun- 
tiful 
To mad excefs, my Rival is my Brother now ; 
His elder claim, and that firft ratifi’d ; 
By your dear vows, makes me implore, you 
would f 
Confirm him in your love; for I am highly 
pleas’d 
(Since fate did not decree your vertue, and 
Your beauty mine) that fo fopream a happinefs 
Shall yet belong unto my name and blood. 
Clar. The wonder of your ftories, I have 
been told ing 
Within, and next to my delight 
In Orgemon, I value moft che-benefit 
Which that infers of being ally’d to you. 
Orgemon érings her to Bafilonte and 
Amiana, who falute her. 
Bafil. Lady, that comfortable kifs I will 
Requite, with the beft Jewel that Peru did 
yield, 
When my great Syre rifled the Crown of Ara- 
balita. 
Orge. How sladly Claramante,\ am rid 


| OF tltofe fad fears, thy noble anger caus’d- 


Clar. They all were due to your mifgo- 
vern’d valor, and 
Your jealoufie; but now they ceafe for ever. 
Orgemon falztes Leonte, Balthazar, 
and the reft. 
Orge. There’s many forms requir'd to cele- 
brate 
A ftrange affinity fo newly known ; ~ 
But thefe fhall be defer’d as leffer rites, 
And yield to Ceremonies tar above 
Their ufe, the confummation of my love. 
 Exeunt omnes, 


The 
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The Perfans of the Play, 
eh gal - A General, 
Florelo In love with Bertolina. 
Soranzo——— His Friend and Rival. . 
Piracco——— A Captain, 
Meruole His Enfign. 
Ariotto 
and ; Voluntiers. 
Lizaro 
Fofcari Governor of Piz, 
4 Collonel — His Friend. ; 
A Serjeant — . 
‘Perdues 
Soldiers — . 
Bertolina —~ Fofearz’s Daughter. 
Ranola Her Woman. 
Bagola A Sutlers Wife: 
5 Ce Ph Nskiwe | Pectog Af. 
e 
AG Tal: 
Enter Caltracagnio, Florello, Ariotto, Soranzo, Lizaros 
Florello. Our Troops have skirmifh’d 
at the North Gate, and Enter Governor, Colonel, cc. 
Are return’d without much 
lofs. Gover. Hail Caftracagnio, the Great Dukes 
Caff. Miftakes are ever incident to night, General, 
And darknefs, How long is’t fince We with both health and honor to Flore/fo 
The Sun appeat’d ? too, 
Flo, Nota full hour. Your Lieutenant o’er this powerful Army. 
Caft, Death! Wehave flown hither then, 
we have atetper Enter Fofcari, 
Out-march’d time, “tis ftrange we fhould 
reach the Town Caft.My Lord Fo/cari,this is Court breath, 
So early, and find fuccefs abfent. {weet 
Piracco halt thou fummon’d ’em to a Parley? | And fable, we that follow. the War, know nos 
| ow to 
Enter Piracco, | Difguife our meanings ; how 
Come you to beftow upon us fuch pleafant 
Pir, Twice noble General, Greeting, and yet affront our Matter. 


Flo, The Governor appears upon the Walls. Fofc. We do invite a penalty from Heaven, 
ik 
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If we cannot juttife our Deeds. 


Grows rough and boifterous. 7 
The Great Duke of Tx/cany is allowed to be 


a Man ne’er be guilty 

Of Honor, we implore his friendthip, -Of difpair. . . 

And fhall grow proud to gain it, but *cwill Fofc. My Lords, it givesus caufe of grief, 
deprive ; that your 

Our Fame of Courage, to become his Sub- Charity and noble wifhes cannot 
jects, Receive our thanks : Youfee 


When withoutimpeachmenttohistitle, 
He may elteem us his Confederates and Allies. 
Caft. You are revolted from a State, ‘chat. 
hath : 
Power to thew their Juftice, till 
Your repentance comes. Mt ES: 
Col. Twice have we fent to Florence for 
redrefs dst 
OF injuries, received from thofe of Luca... 
And could ne’er procure an audience. Old. men 
Contain in their remembrance, that our 
Signiory of Pifa, fcorn’d to implore 
Juttice from any State in Jtaly. 
Caft. Is this the caufe of your revolt. 
Fofe. My Lord, the people are incens’da- 
gainft their 5 
Oppreffors, your burthens gall their fhoulders, 


The inconvenience of vaft attendance, 
You come. hither -with fuch full Troops, we 
dare. - ~ 
Not entertain you inthe Town, you mult 
Be pleafed to lie i’th’ Suburbs , pray take heed 
Ye re not cold, leave our Sconce, y’ave a 
ull ~ 
Hour giverryou to depart in fafety , 
When that’s expired, be fure you are beyond 
Our Cannons reach, Colonel away. Exeunts 
Caft. Death, dothey mock our kindnefs! 
- Pll continuea = 
Battery upon the Walls of -Pi/a, till 
Our fhot lay their Walls level with the Earth: 
Pira. A Battery, a Battery! 
Liz. Heaven preferve our General! 
Ari, Amen! For he pteferves our Swords, 


Which they'll fing off for ever now. they. fhall ; 
Caft. You fhall know the intent of my | Notruft for wantof ufe. 
Commiifiion, Cafts Florello ere we mount all our Can- 
T mutt demand an eafie entrance here, 7 - non, | 
Attended witha Regiment of Foot, ‘Twere fit you guard the River with yout 
Thefe to remain a Garifon, till my ‘Horfe, - 


Matter receive lefs caufe to doubt your Faith’s. 
You, my Lord, to become'my prifoner, 
And ail we fhall find adherencto yout faction. 
Fofc. This a new oppreflion, but we are...’ 
Able torefiftit; there is nota heart 
In Pifathat can out-live bis Honor. 
Our foffrance will make us Martyrs. 
Caft. Youare bold Rebels, and muft expect 
The cruelty of War. 
Col. We know your firength, and the 
jultice of our 
Own canfe, your threats deferve our fcorn. 
Flo. With leave of my right noble Gene- 
ral, 
J demand feave to fpeak. My Lord Fofeart - 
You know’ what the fury of a War commits, 
Deferve the Dukes mercy, with your own, 


Till the Redoubt there be finithed. 
Flo. Pve fome kindneds ftill for Pz/z, 
I with ’would yeild without inforcement by 
Our Battery. 
, Caft. What fayeft thou ? 
Filo. But your will deferves to be perform- 
ed. 
Caft. Doft thou not wifh us to revenge 
this fcorn. 
Fjo. { think that man would merit much 
from Heaven, 
Whofe patience can have leifure to 
Prevent Ruine, and gain the Town by Treaty, 
With aCompofition noble. 
Caff. Th’art my wonder | In all Affaults 
Thou wert ever violent, thy courage 


upon . danger. 
Your Countrey, gtant ourdemands, and che- Pira. ABattery, a Battery! Iflove 
rifh Peace. 


me. 
Ari. A Battery, a Battery ! 
Cuff. Florello, thou doft conceal thy 
thoughts, why art 
So filent ? ia seme 
Fh, Be not difpleas’d Sir, if I beg youto 
“-gemember, Heaven pape ns 
Delights in foft compaffions. Inthe Town 
Are many goodly Structures, and glorious 
Temples, facred to the fame of Saints. 
Caf. Thou‘leay-it my thoughts unfetled, 
Yl call : 


Danger, along Winter fiege is Letchery to 
Appeal to Florence, think uponthe power we 
Lead, let the teeming Mother fleep quietly 
Within her Husbands bofom, and her young 
I flue live till chey requite her groans : 
Let che aged-pay their Death to Nature, 
And the Virgin dedicate her felf 
To Hymens holy ule; for Soldiers have 
No Mercy in their Luft or Anger. 

Caft. Weare not wild in Peace, nor tame 

in Wat, 

What with gentle words we proffer, if now 
Refufed, wil be deny’dyou when the ftorm 


A 


Col. You have good hopes, but we can: 


Rather rafh then flow to meet the greateft 
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A Council: Piraceo, give {peedy notice 
Toth’ Marfhal o’the Field, that he perie@: 
Our Entrenchments, and be diligent ro 
Exped new Orders, 
Pira. Which he might have chofen one 
without 
An Impofthume to deliver his E rrands; 
I’m ill appointed for a Race, 
Exeunt Caftracagnio, Piracco, 
Sor. MyLord, 1’m bold to revive my fuit, 
Flo. 1 thall include it in my next Confe- 
_ fence 
With the General, and give you ample caufe 
To praife my care, Let me fee you 


Often inmy Tent. Exit Florello, 
Sor. You do engage the utmoft firength of 
all 


My love and fervice. Thouartexadly 
Valiant, a juft friend unto a Noble - . 
nemy. How temperate he was in what 
Concerned the Generals fury, he has 
Some reafon init, although difguifed. 
4ri. With your confent Sir, areyou nota 
Member of our Faction ? 
Sor. Howl, Y’ate no Banditi Gentlemen, 
A Faétionin the Camp ? 
Ari, Att not a Voluntier ? A fpark: de- 
rived 
From a flame of Triumph, a Child of Pride, 
And loud Glory ? Doft not thou as wellas we 
come to 
The Wars to gain noife? Hah! let’s be parti- 
cular ; 
Begin acquaintance, love, and friendfhip ! 
Sor. This isafudden way, but’tis believd: 
That friends are {carce, when men are fo 
greedy . 
To gain them, 
Liza. Do you know him Sir. 
Sor. I fhall do ere ’ma minute older: 
He will be known. 
Liza. Repent your fin. 
Sor. How ? 
Liza, A fortnight fince } *twas my error 
not to ry 
Know him, but my fate grew kind; in our 
march | | 
From Florence, he was mingled in a fide 
With me, I furvey’d his forehead, found out 
His merit byinftin@, proffered friendfhip, 
*T'was granted, Amity increafed, and fince 
That time he hath revealed himfelf to be a 
_Lad of mettle ; 
All fire, the true Image of Amadis 
De Gaule bis Anceftor. 
Sor. This fellow hasa rare nimble Tongue, 
He fpeaks all and more then he knows, ere I 
have 
Leifureto hearapart. 
Art. It appears by this private Conferenee, 
You are acquainted with Lizaro: . 
Sor. Is he call'd Lizaro ? I thought I 
fhould 


* 
7 


65 


Know his heart fooner then his nime. 
4ri. Sir, your counfel’d by a friend, there’s 
danger 
In his prefence, 
Sor. I hope he weats no charms 
é.bout him, KeysGuns or Piftols charg’d with 
White Powder. 
Ari, There’s danger in his Vertues, in his 
parts 
Of Merir. 
Sor. This is ftrange ! 
for Oedipus, 
I’m no Expounder of Riddles. 
Ari, The Colonels and Officers o’th’ field 
Avoid him with like hafte, as they would 
Chain-fhor, 
Sor. Why, good Signior? 
Ari, They are eclipfed with his prefence, 
as lefler 


You miltake me fure 


Lights before the Sun, bis valor drowns the 


voice 
Of Hannibaland Scipio, he hath 
Incteafed the number of the Worthies , his 
name 
Makes *em up Ten, you may fee it ith’ lah 
Imprefiion. 
Sor. You fhould do well to write each 
others Annals, 
They woald make Voluminous Books; and 
this 
Language feems rarely in the Epiftles 
Dedicatory, for there *tis frequent 
To belie men with praife. Shall Lintreat 
My abfence, 
Ari. Not yet for your Souls health: How 
chance you made 


Notus, your great examples before the Gene- 


ral 2 
Sor. In what Sir ? 
4ri, Did you not hear us make a noife, 
pronounce 
With accent loud, A Battery, a Battery. 
Liza. Sir, you mutt learn to makea noife, 
whilft you 
Remain 1’th’ Camp; we are Voluntiers, we 
Hang Captains, Officers, all fuch as trail 
The limber Pike for pay : We come toth’ war 
For Fame, Honoris our pay: 
Ari, When youware skilful howto make a 
noife 
I’ch’ Camp, you may be priviledged to roar 
Ph’ City; to weara Lock o’er your lefe 
Shoulder, large as a Horfes Mane, 
Sor. Sit, my affairs deprive me of the reft 
Of your inftructions, 1 would haften 
My departure. 
Ari, Fitft leave your name behind you. 
Sor. Vm call’d Soranzo, 
ri. If wedid know your Tent,you fhould 
receive | 
A vife from us. 
Sor. Y’ave learn’d where the Lieutenant- 
Generals 
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Regiment is quartered. 
Ari. By perfect demonttration. 
Sor. There you fhall find my Tent. 
Litas Dott know Piraccs ? ’ 
Sor. ve heard of Captain Piracco, he has 
A ripe Impofthume ia his Thigh : He was 
Here now with the General. 
‘Avi. The fame, Pox onhim, 1 faw him do 
good 
Service at the Battel of Lepaato. 
Twas lothto fee the Rafcal foundred, 
Whilt this Arm and fhort Blade could refcue 
him ; 
From Seven Firelocks. 
Liza. That was the time you catch’d the 
Bullets’ 
In your fift as they flew about him, 
Ari. No, that was at A4illas ina skirmifh 
Againtithe Grifons. Dott know Adernole ? 
‘sor. You mean, Enfign Aeruole the Duel- 
lift. 


Ari. No matter for his title, we call each 


Other by the corruption of our names, 

Tom and Dick: °Tisa blunt garb, butit 

Becomes Soldiers. The Slave is famous in 

Duels, he has proffered at us too; but 

We keep him at diftance witha certain re- 
verfe. 

Obferve me Sir, with a panto fublimato 

That is raifed by your neither guard, prefent 

Your weapon naked. 


Enter Meruole, Piracco. 


Liza. *Sight! Here theyare! End your 

difcourfe, : 

Ari. hall attend you at your Tent, 

Sor, Thefe are rare Blades ! 

Exit Soranzo. 

Mer. Pm as melancholly, asan old Witch 
Over afmoaky fire. 

Pira. sal} thy money fled ? 

Mer. \ha’not a Ducket left to buy food : 
Upona march my ftomach grumbles at noon, 
And fickens at night. 

Pira. Thefe Limbs did never fpred and 

fwell thus with vacant Meals. 

Mer. *Tis a Pennance preferib’d by my 

Confeffor, 

Imuttlive my daysupon the fmoak ofa Match. 
Pira. Andthy offence is wantof Meat. 
Mer, Une’er thrived fince I grew proud; 

fince I 

Tore the Taffata from my Colours _ 

To line myDoublet, What are thofe ? 

Pira. *Slight, my Subjects! ALeruole ftroke 
Thy heart, ufeitkindly: Til give thee caufe 
To defire long life. Ariotto, take 
Your hand from your Pocket, I mutt fabftrad 
From my Exchequer. 

Avi. Death Captain, What do you mean? 

difcover 

Us before a ftranger 
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Liza Thisis contrary to our Covenant 
Signed at que laft Conrt-da-Guard, 
Ari, SoCaptain! lengthen your difcourfe, 


- D’ye not : 
See him hearken ? 
Pira. Be as private as you pleafe, but my 
want ; 


Decrees it, I muft vifitmy Exchequer. . 
Ari. Ic is Lizaro’s turn now, 1 disburfed 
Laft time, 
Liza. 1 could confent to reafon: This is- 
Tyranny 
To demand it before a ftranger. 
~: Piya. 1 fhall bore you, if you 
Endanger my Impofthume. _ Lizaro prefents. 
So I'll be modeft, thefe four Duckets {hall 
Suffice me at prefent. Aeruole bring 
Thy perfon near us. 
Mer. 1 like thefe morning Exchequers 
rarely. 
Pira. \ vefign Ariottoto thy ule = 
He is thy Tribute. 
Ari, Captain, you miftake us, we have 
not more | 
Patience then belong to Mortalse 
Liza, By this hand, plain tyranny ! 
Mer, Subje&, 1come to levy my laft Tax 3 
Nay no Rebellion, you fee my Iron 
Scepter, 
Ari, By this Light, Ancient ! This is a 
meer jett, 
Adeviceof mirth, ufual ’tween Piracco 
Andus: Captain, what do you mean, will 
ou 
Bétray our Purfes, and our fames? A meer 
Jeft “faith Ancient ! 
Mer. Good wits! Break thefe jefts as of- 
ten as 
You pleafe, I'll take *emin earneft, 1. 
Nay, nay quick, permit my eafie fearch, 
Uniefs you have anappetite to tafte my fteel. 
Ari. Well { The fturdy Oak muft bend, 
when the Devil 
Rides by ina Whirl.wind, we'll write an In- 
denture, 
Which when you have fign’d, my Purfe-ftrings 
are untied, ! 7 
Mer, An Indenture ! 
Pira. 1,1! Itonely concludes thy promife, 
Never to reveal thy felf their Penfioner, 
Nor them cowards. 
Mer, This Iconfent to gratz. 
Ari. Well, when you have fign’d —— 
Mer. How, it fhallbe fign’d after Dinner, 
You muft disburfe the tribute now. 
Liza. By this Day, he fhould not have the 
ninth part 
O’th’ three and thirtieth corner of a Doit, 
Ere he had fign’d. ‘+ 
Mer. No Signior, you'll make a Novice 
o’me ! 
A City Heir! I muft fign at all hours 


When you pleafe, my Steelisready. 
Ari. 


me kindly, 
The lefs you take, the more remains for your 
Future fervice, _ 
Mer. 1 will be temperate, the flave does 
kee | 
‘His Purfe fo warm — one— two — whorfon 
Mangril, 
Three—four—five— Muft they enjoy this pre- 
tious Earth 
Whit Men of meric faft, till theip Jean 
Bones. 
Fret their skin out —fix—feven —eight —I, 
eight Duckets, 
There keep the reft rill Icall for’t. 
Ari, Death! y'have pillag’d me, the Purfe 
is empty ! 
_ ter, Which way can you fufficiently re- 
ward pS fe 
‘The merit of an old Soldier, Dog —— 
You Voluntiers are no more to us, then 
Bulrofhes to Pikes, or Pikes to May-Poles, 
Ari, Hell fwallow me, if I could not find 
inmy heart 


ACT ITI. 


pect a Battery, 
"Tis ftrange they are fuch 
. quiet Neighbors, 
Col. The Outworks are made perfed, and 
‘ our River . 
-Guarded by a Sconce, no force of Cannon 
‘Nor Humane courage, can indanger us, 
Unlefs we betray our own frengeh, ) 
Fofe. Colonel, your reward will be immor- 
tal fame; ya 
You have obligd your Countrey to hold your 
Name precious ; and “tis my il! fate 
To wear a title that grows too heavy 
For my flirength, I {tagger beneath its weight. 
. Col, Your own deferts, and popular love, 
made you 
“The Governor of Pi/a. 
Fofc. How unfafe isit to keep that honor ; 
This Siege informs you - 
Ym made the mark, at which the Great 


Fofcary. L Ongere this time we did ex- 


uke 

Doth aim hisfury; and howe’er *tis noble . 

In a Soldier to prefume on deftiny, 

And his own conrase; yet it is wifdom 

To fulpect danger ere “tis felt. See Bertolina 

Already like a Captive, fhews fhe hath 

A melancholy look, the’s io more my daugh- 
cer, Ny 

But the child of fortune: O myloy’d Girl ! 

The Sybils faces do refemble thine, 


ee 


neecanaee nen, 


oe ete 
Ari. Nay, nay, good Ancient, here—ufe { To be valiane 


», Liza, O Tyranny, Tyranny! | 
Piva. Vat thou ndt caufe to blefs me, be- 
fide this 
Daily tribute, I take my choice of both 
Their ae when my own grows 
aged, 
Mer, Do'tt thou hear Subje@ > 
me againtt 
To morrow night feventeen: Let me fee, 


provide 


pedis | 
Seventeen Duckets more. Mark me Subje@, 
is 
I demand aslove moneys, I fhail have 
Speedy ufe of Tribute. So farewel 
Good loving fubjedts. 
Ari. We thall live worfe then Bores 
In Germany. Exit Axtotto, Lizaro: 
Mer. Piracco, Vil feat thy Corps at Bage: 


las, 
She boils good Buil-Beef, and I long to ceafe 
The noife in my ftomack. : 
Exennt: 


SCENE IL 


Ester Fofcary, Colonel, Bertolina, Ranola. 


Thy look doth prophefie, but yet nota 
Kind fate, 
Bert, Sir, your Stars have a great predo- 
minance 
O’er my Nature, 
Fofc. There isa caufe that juftifies this prief, 
How would it haften thy eternal abfence 
From this World, to fee thy aged Father 
Fetter’d with Chains, and thus 
To be fent to Florence, thereto beget no- 
thing but 


‘Scornand Jaughterinthe Duke. 


Bert. 8 Sit, do-not miftraft your power 
wit 
Providence. When you fpeak thus, 
I tremble like a tender Lamb, » 
Ina cold Winter night. 
Fofc: “Las! Why fhould this beger thy 
. fear? Though my 
Offences expofe me to this danger, 
Angels will fecure chee; but whar, 
My Bertolina, wouldit chou fuffer to 
Prevent this forrow, 
Bert. The Rack, Famine, or Fire, 
Or any torment Sir, to preferve you. - 
Col. Had Portia ne'er been known infory; 
thy 
Harbick Yefme had wanted an example: : 
Fofc. This joyon Earth, will tempt me te 
affect 
Mortality. Shall we yield my Girl this 


Iii 2 


Proud 


-+¥ 


Rasen gmat ea NA” a 


68 


ORR, ees 
Proud City to the Dukes difpofure, 
And fo procure thy fafety ? 
.. Bert. Never | Life affords no pleafiire when 
once 

We are deprivd of Liberty. Though Men 
Of low and bumble Birth, account it no 
Reftraint or bondage, ulefs their Limbs are 
Fetter’d,or circumferib’d with Walls , yet fuch 
Asboattof highdefcent, efteem theishonor 
Wounded, when they lofe but a litee ; which 
Courage or refiftance might have kept. This 
Is‘ gloriouscaufe! Women may fight 
In this juft War, 
And-not impeach their modefty. 

 Fofe. © fach a child was Neffor's fam’d 

receipt, 

With which he did reftore his youth, J fhall 
Outlive my memory, until] have 
Forgot my name. 


Enter Soldier. 
Sold. Noble Governor, the Senate arein 
Council, and wait your prefence. 
Fofc. Ycome: Colonel, yield not to a Par- 
ley, ' : 
We will endure this ftorm, and fave the City. 
Farewel my Bertolina. 
Exeunt Fofeari, Colonel, Soldier, 


Ran. Madam,mutt we then expect a Battery? | 


Bert. | Ranola. Willicnot make rare Mu- 
fick ? 
Ran. Thefe Cannon Pellets will bruife me 
fhrewdly. 
Bert. They are curs’d?th? Womb, whom 
the Cannon murders, 
Therefore for the credit of your Stars, do not 
Sufpect a death fo boifterous, 
Ran. When the Battery begins, Vl hide my 
felf 
ch? Matted Cloffet, and fhut the Wainfcoat 
Door clofe, then lam fafe . 
Bert. Thou may’ ft as well wrap thy felf 
up in Silk, 
And think ic proof againft a Musket Bullet. 
Heft a PiGure in your charge, prethee 
Bring it me down to the Gallery, 
Ran, \fhall Madam. Exeunt omnes. 


Enter Ariotto, Lizaro, Bagola. 


Ari. Quick, good Baga, our ftomachs 
are fo keen, . 
We fhall need no Knives. 
Bag. 1 boylno flefh, but what is wholfome, 
Arj, Good Camp Beef, ifft be thy will. 
Liza. And that’s Horfe-flefhin the City. 


Enter Soranzo. 


Bag. © Signior Soranzo! Uhave referv’d 
A morfel for your Paunch, will make it heave, 
Sor. Prethee haften it hither, I chue my 
Cudalready. 
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ee og — 
Ari. Signior Soranxo, fare Forcune has 
Received her eye-fight, is the fo kind 


To fend you hither. Ok 
Sor. Death! Muft I always meet with thefe 
Earwigs ; max 


How they endanget my Brain. 
Bag. Here, devour a pace, 1 have no Vine- | 
oat 
Ari. Yha'feen thee wafhthy Aprons in this 

Bowl, : 

Why doft thou bring our Meat in’c. 

Bag. By fove they were my Smocks! feed 
Andbe thankful,the Ram was fomewhat tough 
I kill’d to day, but you fhall have ir, 

; Exit Bagola, 

Ari. You fhall fhare in our Mefs. 

Sor. I fhall be excufd Sir, and thank you. | 

Liza. Ariotto,the Maiden-head of this flefh 
Isthine ; this day thou didft deferve it by 
Feats of valor. 

i Had I not feen thee engag’d againft 

the 

Other five, Thad maintain’d the combat {till 

With thofe Seven S\Witzers, Pox o'their two 

handed 

Sithes, it were eafier for’em to. cut down 

An Oak thenme, whilft I food at this guard, 
Liz. Right, but twas for the fafety of my 

fame 

To fee youskirmith with twelve fuch, 

And not employ my fortitude to weaken 

Their affault. Can you accufe my fury 2 

For I befeech you, let us borrow your 

Moderation. 

Sor. Inwhat Sir? 

Ari, Faith would a had feen thy magna- 


nimous , 
Feats, Lizaro, he would have gain’d employ- 
ment x 


For his Pens and thanks from all pofterity. 
Liz. Nay, nay, Troth thou dott abufe thy 
own merits. 
Nine o’the twenty, ow their lives to thy 
Mercy. 
Sor. This is new Court thrift ; they are not 
able 


To maintain flatterers, therefore belie 


Each other, with their own praifes. 


Enter Meruole, Bagola. 


Ari. *Stight! There’s AZernole, hide the 
Meat, 
Mer. What Food Bagola ? 
Bag. V'ilcram thy Maw with Beef of Roar- 
ing Bull, 
Mer. With Horfes fleth, ftew'd r’th’ Water 
of a Ditch, P 
Bag. Ancient thoudelieft my hofpitality. 
Mer,Prethee vanith,& fetch a morfel hither. 
Bag. Whatdoftthougrumble. 
Mer.\ fay,a haunch of thee is more in feafon 


In the Camp,. then Venifon inthe Court. 
Bag. 


<> 
el 


Bago. Your morcel fhall be vilible Rreight. 


Exit, ' 


Mer. There’s my fubject, I {mell an 
Odoriferous fteam. 
Ari. He has got the fcent,we muft fpeak to 
him. ‘ 
Ancient, how does thy Lungs, thy Mid’rife, 
and 
Thy Bladder, ha? ; 
Mer. Room for my eye-fight, nay, I muft 
fee it. 
Ari, Beforea ftranger, Azcient remember 
Our Covenants. 
Mer. Sligh youare, Cannibals do lay 
Meat there to affront my nofe ; but I can {mell 


ou. 
bag If you refolv’d to forfeit your Bond, 
et 
Let’s feed together. 
Mer. Not fo much as will choak a Wren. 
Liza. Part of it belongs to my disburfment, 
And Vm Piracco’s fubjec. 
Mer. V\lborrow of Piracco for this time, 
Liza. Tyranny, Tyranay | 
Ari. Death! Benotfoloud,; fince we mutt 
fuffer, 
Let’s difguife ic from Soranzo. Welcome 
"faith Ancient, imploy thy Teeth until 
Thy Gums are fore, it was provided for 
Thy dirty Maw ; thou fhalt not leave the 
weight 
Of an atome behind thee, devour it all. 
Mer. Devourit ali! Subje@ are ye turn’d 
Traytor 
Have you a plot to kill me with a furfeit. 
Ari. Nay, good Ancient,before a ftranger! 
Liza. "Twas onely fpoke to difgnife our 
frailty. 
Mer. That breath cools my fpleen; 
Sor. Thisis a rare Tyrant. 
Ari. Death, he obferves us, give us leave 
— totalk 
For prefervation of our honors, Eat 
‘Good Ancient, ’tis a ufual complement 
With us, we'll expect the Relicks. 
Liza. If y’are deftitute of a Knife, here is 
A young Bilbo, *tis neer a kin to old 
Bilbo my Sword. : 
Mer, \fhall eat; bring fome Wine hither. 


Enter Bagola with Wine, Bread, 
and. Mutton, @c- ; 


Bago. Here’s your morcel Sir, it may be 
given Vali 
A Queen in Childbed,what are you furnifh’d 2 
Ari, Merude is our guelt, give him fome 
Wine. - Me, 
Mer. Here Bagola! Here’s t’th’ profperity 
Of thy ravenous {tomach | 


~ Bago. Thanks Man of War, I am call’d 


within: Iam 


Roalting of an old Cat. Exit. 
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are ee feedon, we mutt retire. M 
; > 
Affairs deprive us of thy fmooth looks; would 
Cerberus were feeding on thy heart. 
Liza. We mutt grow valiant 
is 
Above humane fuff'rance; 
Ari, Signior Soraneo, wewith you well, 
A way, our cowardice is yet conceal’d. 
Exeunt Ariotto and Lizaro 
Mer. Whotefon Monkeys. thall th 
? € = 
- feit here, feed at : me 
ere'srate, whilft Menof merit dine w; 
The Camelion, 1 have ene 
A politick nofe—, *twill wind outa feam 
From the AZogol’s Kitchin,to the Turks Parlor. 


at= 


» this tyranny 


A health to you Sir, 


Sor. Sir, I receive it asan honor. 
Mer. By this Light, you eat nimbly. 
+e T hope Sir, youdo not number my 
its. 
Mer, No Sir ; but if you continue at this 
rate, 'you 
Are arare Trencher-man, 
A ha! This will comfort the Kidneys, 
I would know your Countrey Sir, 
Sor. I'm a Florentine, Sir. 
Mer. Your name fhall be moft welcome to 
my ears, 
Sor, Sit, we lofetime in pratle, this hour 
Belongs to the ftomach, not to the tongue. 
Mer. S’death he ont eats me—— Another 
health 
Unto your perfon, They both drink, 
Sor, Vl give you fatisfaction Sir, 
Mer. Vil engage, if thou haft fo good 
A ftomach to the Wars, asto thy Meat, 
We fhall need no Weapons but thy teeth - 
thou wile ; 
Eat up all our enemies. Beth rife. 
‘Sor. Sit, 1 thall do my poor endeavor, be- 
in 
Encouraged by your example. 
Mer. He’s a Voluntier, if I could make him 
pay me 
Tribute, *twere a good addition 
To myrevenue. 1’mmuchtaken 
With thy perfon, 
Sor. 1 have caufe to cherith it, fince you 
find it 
So deferving, 
Mer. Thou do'ft fo charm my eyes, I am 
not able 
Torefift my purpofe. Imuft, fpight of 
My teeth, do theea kindnefs. 
Sor. Pray Sir, believe it then, 
You fhall find me grateful. 
Mer. (have drunk fillers, he tempts me by 
Conjuration, ’tis grown inevitable, 
Imutt doit; go, go, be confident. 
Sor. Su, I would gladly know your cur- 
tefie 
Ere I receive it. ; 
: Mer. 


K . = seerEe ee : 


Fe 

Ader. Lendmethy ear-—-* 
1'l! fighe with thee. 

Scr. Youmerit my eternal fervice. 
Shall {be bold, to think I may enjoy 
This honor. 

Mer. Heart do! I confume my breath, 
Did not I fay be confident. 

Sor. 1, butthe kindnels is fo eminent, 
[fear arival; fome other man abler 
in defert then], may firive to g2in it. 

Mer. Here is my gage to aflure my pro- 

mife. *Tis not 
My cuftome to oblige every ftranger 
W ith fuch indeerments. 
Sor. Nay Sir, I have certain Himns to fing 
ere night, 
Unto my Stars in thanks of it, 
Mer. Dott hear, when I have flefht thee 
with chis Metcal 
Of Toledo, thou maift juftle the General, 
And {pit in thy Colonels face, yet remain 
As file as ina Lower of Brafs, 
Sor Troch ’ewill bea rare priviledge. 
Mer. Amnotl Aernele ? Who dares be- 
flow ; 
His wrath on him, whom accept in Duel? 

Sor. Welt Ancient, I thall prefume. 
ayer. Go, go! Be proud, fll do’, I like 

thy perfon. 

Sor, Heaven preferve ye Sir, I have juft 

caufe 
Jinfert you in my prayers. 

Mer, Uthalltry his Mertal, if he be 
Fit robe wrought on, Pil nor ftand idle, 
He may makea iubjct too, Bagala, 


Exit, 


Enter Bagola. 


Bag. What fay’ thou Demogorgon? : 
Mer, How do*lithou call this voluntier 2 
Bag, Soranze, the Imp is liberal, 

He paid this Stiver for his food. 

Mer. He coult pay me tribute too. Tam 
His Soveraign, at our next meeting he takes 
The Oath of Allegiance. Here give this t’.4- 

vi9tte , 
Tell him my Relicks fhould be facred to 
A Coward,’ fwere not fuperftitious 
To eat’em kneeling. 
Bag. But when fhall 1 number my feven 
Duckets. 
“Men, Death | I muft pawn him here : 
Whenhe returns, fay *tis 
My pleafure be remain thy prifoner 
Till he have paid it. 

Bag. He pay your debts, ! 

Mer. J, do this, or incceafe yout tally Still , 
“Score up, and pay your felf with your own 
» Chalk, ' Excunt. 


Thy noble mercy. 


Lefs witty. 
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Enter Caftracagnio, Florello, Piracco. 


Caft. He numbers in this Letter three hur- 
dred 
Waggons of Corn. 
Filo, Sir, the wh 
with {mall lofs 
OF our own Troops. " 
Caft. Here’s new intelligence much perti- 
nent, 
He gives us notice they expect relief 
From Adantua. We command the River. 
Flo, And{o guarded, *twill prove of fmall 
Advantage totheir hopes. 
Caff. Then Florello, 1 {till fhall magnifie 
Thy temperate foul; thou haft preferv’d 
Pifa 
From falling into Afhes, each ftructure 
There ftands asa Piramid, to eternize 


le Convoy iscut off, and 


Filo. Sir, 1 ain ecclips'd by the glory of 


your : 
Merits. Virgins fhall fing your praife, andthe 


Matrons of the City, commend your kindnefs 
Intheic prayers to Heaven, they will now 


ield 


Rather then fuffer famine. 


Pir. Sowhilitthey learn to faft, we learsi 
to fleep. | * 


This Difcipline is new in War, Pox on’t, “ewill 


e 
A long Siege, J fhall grow mangy. 


Caft. Piraccoisa great enemy to his 


Impoithumes, he would expofe it toall 
Unneceffary danger. 


Flo, It is his policy to ufe itil ; 


For fo he gives it no encouragement 
To ftay by him. 


Pir. When you have ufe of a Surgeon, you 
will gcow 


Enter Soranzo. 


Flo. Your attendance ferves aptly now for 
our 


o% nt 
Affair, My Lord, this isthe Gentleman 
I did commend unto your knowledge. 


Caf. You haye made him a Captain is 
your own 


Regiment. Sir, ask for your Commiflion 


From my Secretary, itisalready 


Sign’d , and expect all other favor I 


Can fhew you. 2 

Sor. Your Excellence hath oblig'd my love 
more 

Then my duty. 


Enter a Gentlemas. 


Caft.Ronaldo fo foon return’d from Florence: 
Get. The Great Duke falutes you kindly 

Peg His: is) Deane ste 
ae - Pfeafure 


ee 
The § 1e9e. 


Pleaf ure you perufe thefe Letters, 
-Caft, This dire@s it felf to you, Follow 
me 


And fhare ith’ knowledge of what mine im-. 


Gives it Florello, 
Exit, 


ports. 


Pir, Imutt go feck my Subje@, 
This Waraffords no other pillage, but 


His fubftance. Exit. 


Florello reads the Letter, 


Fl. Hah! 
FaQion, 
*Tis our will you haften your Battery 
, Againft Pifa. The Duke deprives me of 
Tmmortal fame, I cannot now be merciful, 
Pifa is profcrib’d for ruine. 
Sor. My noble Lord, would Icould fhare 
in this é : 
Your fuffrance, though't be unmannerly 
To enquire your grief, 

Flo. O Soranxo, haft not perceiv'd of late 
My eyes ecclips‘d, Methinks my grief doth fo 
Exactly counterfeit decrepit age, 

The Fates fhould think me old, and make this 
night , 
My tat O “twere a kind miftake, 

Sor. Sir,however you difguife your forrow 
With infore’d mirth, from publick notice ; 
Yet friendfhip hath a fubtler perfpedtive, 

Tam more curious in difcovery of 

Your health, and find your thoughts perplex’d 
and {catter‘d . 

If the canfe could finda remedy from 

My afliftance, I would beg to know’t. 

Flo. *Twere guiltintheé to know’t , thou 

art pure 

As Chryftal, I thal tain thee with my breath, 

Soranzo, 1 mult hide my felf. 

Sor, My noble Lord. 

Flo, My abfence may beget a wonder, 
Until the caufe of it is known , but then 
My name will infe@ our Language, blitter 
The tongue that {peaks it, O! I thall be loft 


You cannot feem cruel to this 


faa had Wa ie 
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To every good mans memory ; this night I 
0 begin 
My Pilgrimage, I enter in a Path 
Like that which leads to the habitation 
Of the dead, from whence+I never {hall re- 
turn. 
Sor. How, my Lord? You have lef me 
guilty of 
An ignorance that may indanger me for ever, 
Whete will you hide your felf? 
Flo, Infhades of night and darknefs. 
Sor, You cannot hide your felf from me; 
for as ; 
The Diamond youare light unto your felf. 
This darknefs makes you feem more brigtic 
tome, 

Fh. Your inquifition is too firictsleave me 
To wander with the wind ; if inmy abfence 
My honor is accus'd, referve thy charity 
Fora nobler ufe, then to defeid what 
Is fo tainted, 

Sor. How can your honor (the pattern 

which I . 
Imitate, and thinkth*ambition lawful) 
Deferve an accufation? 
Flo. Sorawxo, thou art young, but newly 
known 
To war, and glory; the way thatleads to 
Honor is intricate. ©! T mutt 
Commit a fin that will indanger all 
Thofe wreaths my Brow hath merited, So 
YANZ0, 
’Tis thy fate to undo me with thy friendfhip, 
For thy help muft haften my perdition, 
Sor. My help! Difmifs me ftrait, 
Forget youever faw me, rather then 
Referve my ftiendthip for a ufefo horrid ! 
Flo. No more: Thou haft betray’d me 
* with thy skill, 
Obfcurely crept into my Breft, and feen 
My black thoughts, Be fare that you 
Reveal it not to che Air, 
What thou haft tempted from me, I impart 
Not tothy ear or tongue, but to thy heart. 
Exeunt, 


SCENE L 


Enter a Sergeant, and Town Perdue. 
Perd, Sic Sergeant, we'd better walk { A hole for your Chin. 


on Thorns, 
_J Then near the enemies Perdues, 
Serg. Follow ftill ! 
Perd, S’death, whether wilt thou lead me? 
’ fhall we creep 
Into their Cannons; we are already under 
Their Trenches. 


Perd. Whize, hey. Thefe Bullets keep a 
noife, 
T thall not fleep for *em. 
Serg. Lie clofe, within two hours youare 
relieved. 
Perd. Dotthere Sergeant ? Feteha Notary 
from 


Serg. Here good Monfieyr Perdue ; ly | The Town, and ll make my Will. 


down and dig 


bequeath theemy Knapefack , there’s a hole 


In 
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in the North fide oft, fow itup twill prevent 
An invafion of Mice. 


seg. Yate toloud inyour mirth, J feea 


Gun fire 
From the Redoubts. 
Perd, Whize! Sergeant“— 
Serg. S’death | Speak low. 
Ped, \'th? corner. a my Ammunition 
Cheefe, 
Dwellsa huge overgrown Maggor, I bequeath 
that 
To my Comrade. 
Serg. There's another gives fire.’ Fixit. 
Perd. Whize! Farewel good Sergeant, he’s 
an old Soldier, 
He knows the enemies fhoot no Sug:r Plums. 


«Enter Florello, Soranz0, a Camp 
Sergeant. 


Flo. Imay be confident, Tam difguifed 
From your Sergeants knowledge. 
Sor, Youmay : The power is great y’have 
o’er my love 
And dary, or Ine’er could be feduced 
To do youthis fervice. Siry are not kind 
Tome, you ftill conceal the caufe that doth 
Engage you in this new ftrange adventure. 
Fb. Walte not my lait Sute, that thou 
wouldit leave me 
To the protection of my Stars. Prethee 
Be not guilty cf too much love, thy care 
Js to inguilitive. 
Sor. This enterprife is dangerous to your 
fame 
And perfon. 
Fl. Soranzo, mind thy own affaits ; 
I cannot die ith’ dark, 
prethee leave me. Lies down, 
Sere. We walk in danger Sir, they made 
This night three fallies from that part. 
Exeunt. 
Flo. 1 cannot lie far diftant from the ene- 
mies 
Perdue, I mult betray my felf with noife. 
Coughs. 
Perd. Pox! Can’t you catch a cold, but 
muft you boatt 
Of italoud. I fee him move. Both rife. 
Flo. Danger makes the conqueft noble— 
Have at the 
Perd. Sdeath Sir | This is but a rough com- 
plement, 
Y’embrace me to hard -— 
Flo. You are to loud, if thou give thea- 
larum 
To the Town thou dy {, yield up thy weapon. 
Perd, As 1 hope for mercy, Sir, ’tis not 
worth 
Your acceptation, dull Ammunition 
Blade, asI’m a Soldier. 
Flo. Howe'er, refignit for your own fafety. 
Perd. WellSir, 1 cannot deny you fo fmall 


Number me out juft Thirteen 


A kindnefs, but cis not worth your wearing, 
You'll give me good quarter, 
Flo. Towhat part of Jtaly doft thou ow 
thy Birth. 
Perd. Notfar of, I was born 
In Pifa. 
Flo. How! the name of Pifa doth oblige 


my 
Kindnefs, leadme thither; here’s thy Wea- 
on 
V'll become thy prifoner-——— 
Pera. Sir, are youinearne!t, Now I have 


my 
Sword again, I fhall grow veryangry 
If ye mock me. 
Flo, My requelt is ferious. 
Perd. Be your favor Sir; Lhave eaufe to be 
Merry, we'll tofs the Cannakins, when we 
Have entred the Ports, Exeunt 


Enter Meruole, Artotto, Lizaro. 


Mer. Ho! Dow Corn-cutter, doft thou 
ufurp ? 
Am not I thy Soveraign? 
Ari. Good Ancient, be pleafed but to con- 
fider, I 


‘Have noc the Jwdics , nor the Philofophers 


* Stone 


To affitt my disburfments. 


Mer. iknow my ownPrerogatives: Thou 
art 
My Subje&; my neceffities increafe in time 
Of War, andI mult levy Subfidies, 
Lizaro, you'll baflen your accounts to 


Liz. Vilbe a loyal fubject. Piracco , 
Is my Soveraign : Pay tribute toa Foreign 
Prince, 
Mer. Well Gentlemen, ye fhill eat my 
Sword up, 


Ye have Oftridge ftomachs, I know ye can 


Digeft Steel : 

“ari. Well, how much mult we disburfe? 

Mer. Y'l\ have all chat remains in your pof- 
feflion, 

Ye fhall not keepa crofs to fwear by. 

Ari. Pox upon you | The Tyrant of Sira- 
cufa . 

Was not fo envious to Men, 

Mer. D’ye fnarl ye foyfting Mungrels, 

‘Ari, *Sdeath, you can’ but have your tet 
bute brought home 

Toye: There’tis— Lie fure, we mutt obey. 

Liz. 1 ampleafed. This tyranny will foor 
o’ercome 

MyNature, my gentlenefs is not long liv’d. 
Mer. \ove mettle of this compledtion : 

Are your Duckets full weight? I'm decreed, 

If ye cheat me with light Gold, to leave your 

Souls ce Fs 
Naked without a skin this frofty weather, — 
D’ye obferve my precious Mounkies ¢ 


Arie 


T he 


Ari, *Tisa great vertue to be patient, 
Mer. So, if I canincreafe the number of 
My Subjects: Imay-have hope 
To be a Captain, this age is grown 
Sinful, we can get.no titles, but what 
We pry for. Soldiers were never happy, 
Since the fiege of Troy. Good Agamemnon, 
Viltraila Pikeunderthy Ghoft, if it 
Would walk, and bear arms. The Courtin- 
fects ; 
The Camp, we mutt be gaudy now ; triumph 
In Scarlet, and high Plumes-——~— Yhis Hat 
looks like . 
An old Morrion *t has been my Pillow *bove 
pis ae TS Jult of Azethnfalem’s Block — 
Ha 


Let me fee——— Troth ’twould not much in- 


danger % 

My thrift; to change, onely thou wouldft 
think’t 

Too great an honor Ha! Go, go, 


Triumph ! 
Ari. “Slight! the AZogol’s Revenue is not 
able 
To maintain my cowardife. 
Mer. Vm known, a Midwifes Ruff is juft 
like mine. 
Lizaro, letme fee yours: Hah! 1,1, 
* {will ferve the turn, unty--— If thou dott 
rin 
Yl ewe thee from the Scalp, unto the Twift— 
‘ish Change Ruffs. 
Tix. Ariotto V’ve often given you my 
Advice, we mult be valiant. 
4ri, We mult declare our Anger, with 
Pride and Courage, Sop 
Ancient we intend to be valiant. 
Mer. How! Speak but that word again, 
and ye'both haften 
To your Graves: Let me but fee ye fo 
Confpire againft damnation, as to 
Be valiant. I'll not permit in both 
Your hearts fo much noble fire, as thal 
Yacourage you to skirmith a Field Moufe, 
Do, do! Be valiantif you dare. 
Ari. Sir, wefcorn the humor, we— 
Aer, The Cannon catch me, if Inot make 
ye | 
Runaway froma Hare: ye fhall 
Be proud to pawn your fifters 
To feed my rior. 


Enter Pitacco. 


Pir, Subject, 1 come to vifit is 
My Exchequer. Feels in’s Pocket. 
Liza, Sir, Igrieve you muft lofe your in- 
duftry, 
I pray perufe the other on my eft Thigh. 
Pira, How Caitiff? Doft thou fo much 
neglect life, 
To walk without auram potabile, 
Without Tribute, to appeafe my wrath, 
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Liza. Sir, L know you can fpeak thunder, 


"tls in 
Your power to kill .me with your voice; but 
yet 
Take leifure to confider. I pray 
Queftion Afernole, your Colleague i’th’ Em- 
_pire. : 
Ari, A Man Captain Cif it be lawful to 
whifper) 
More barbarous thena Goth; the Vandals 
Were not fo ravinous when they fack’d Rome, 
As he in pillaging of us. 
Pira. Preferve our ftations, leaft when] 
grow 
Angry, Thurt ye with my breath, Ancient 
You are not temperate. 
Mer, How Captain? 
Pira, You infulc upon my kindneffes, and 
"tis 
Difficult to grant your pardon. 
Mer. By this fair Light! If you 
Incenfe me, I fhall trouble ye worfe then 
Your Impofthume : Can you not gull the State 
Finely ,mufter up Ammunition, Caffocks ftuf'd 
with ftraw. 
Number a hundred forty nine dead pays, 
And thank Heaven for your Arithmetick? 
Cannot you cloath your ragged Infantry 
With Cabbage Leaves? Devour the reckon- 
ings, 
And grow fati’th’ Ribs, but you muft hinder 
Poor Ancients from eating warm Beef ; 
Hence forth 
Expect no Contribution from thefe Bores. 
Pira, S'death! Will you not permit me to 
enjoy one ? 
Mer. I will have both. 
Pira. That’s to be decided with our wea- 


pons —— Lhey araw. 
Ari. Pray Lizaro, if they both die, our 
Bonds 


Are void, and weare free. 
Mer. D’yecurvet! Were there 
A Scrivener here, 1 would be bold to make 
ou 
Entail my Penfion on the Heirs of my 
Body illegitemate, fo leave ye 
In bondage to pofterity : Come Sir, 
I fhall anger your Impofthame—~ Again. 
Ari. Nowlam victorious— Piracco doe. 
Lizaro, your Champion’s foil’d, 
Mer. Captain, thou'tt ftill been held a bold 
Soldier, 
I'll not infult o’er thy unkind deftiny, 
Live ftill, but by myStars, you muft éither 
Give me your Sword, or difclaim all intereft 
In thefe two, they are my Subje@s now. 
Piya. Yield up my Sword, no! Take ’em, 
cherith the Babes ; 
Keep ‘em warm, they are very chilly. 
Mer, Quick! Do me homage, bow lower? 
4ri, This is but humility. 
Liza, Weare exceeding vertuous. . 
Kkkk Mir,” 
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Mer. Piraceo, give me thy fit——— We'll 


have a truces 
Pira. Pox upon you,, y’ave fill the better 
on’t 
In thefe skirmifhes. 
Mer. How now ? 
thou walkeft as 
Stifly as a ftock. ' 
Pira, Hah! Ido not Simp t: By this Light, 
chou haft launched 
My Impofthume ! 
‘Mer. Hey | I near thought Thad skill in 
Surgery 
Till now + march on quick tomy Colonels 
Kitchin Tent, Vil prefent thee asa miracle; 
-p \ittle of the Cooks Balfamum 
Will finith the cure— By this hand he walks 
upright | 
Subjects both attend, 
Ari, Every man gains 
we ——— 


by quarreling, but 


Exeunt omnes. 


Enter Fofcari, Florello, Colonel. 


Weembrace the greateft Soldier 
The Worldcontains , fo far you have obliged 
Out Gratitude, we fear we fhall difcredit 
Nature ; for Man was ne'er predeftinate 
To fo much power, as can requite your 
Noble Charity. 

Col. Ye fhall find us always prompt to 

ferve ye, . 

And faithful, as becomes our 


Fofe. 


Births and Call- 


ing. 
Flor. Lhave chofen to perform this ftrange 
duty, when time 
Mikes me moft ufeful ; 
Expect a Battery. 
Foc. We ate enabled to refift the ftorm , 
Heaven hath provided us fome friends amonglt 
Our‘greateft Enemies : However, we are 
Begirt with Intrenchments, 
We can receive from Florence fafe intelli- 
gence, 
And fpeedy. The news of this your Battery, 
Inforced with the Dukes flernrage, came to 
our 
Knowledge, before your relation. 
Elo, Shen Spirits are your Meffengers? 
But Iconfume thefe hafty 
Minutes: Ist your pleafure to direct me 
To the Chamber, where I may finifh 
That employment which feduced me hither. 
Fofc. Sir, Lam proffering my attendance : 
Colonel give the Perdue a fair reward for this 
Great fortune, and conceal Florell’s ftrange 
arrival, 
Col. 1go, we have now gage 
To affure our fafety. 


youare fhortly to 


Exeunt omnes. 


No more a Cripple, 
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Enter Bertolina, Ranola; with Floreilo’s 
: Pitture. 


Ran. Madam, fhall I place it bere? 
Bert. Gently Ranola, had itfence, itcould 
Not more provoke my care, Ifear 1 fhall 
Commit Idolatry? Hail great Soldier ! 
Thouthat art > 
The pride of Italy, andfoexad® 
-A wonder inthis age; our Chronicles 
Will fear toRegifter thy Deeds, leit they 
Endanger quite the Readers faith co all 
They write, Why art thon abfent now ? 
Thou art imploy’d in atchieving new 
Wreaths, 

Ere the oldare 
Wither’d,fuch facred Garlands the Olympick 
Wreftlers won. 

Still he creads the Path of Honor 

And loud Glory : He never thinks on me 

I fhall grow wild with grief. 


Enter Fofcati, Florello. 


Fofc. Sir, Iwill leave you to exprefs your 
thoughts 
Unto my Daughter. 

Bert. Secure us Heaven! 
Ranola quick, convey the picture hence, 
My contemplations fure were finful , {till 
He remains to accufe my Idolatry. 

Ranola, ist not a Spirit? 

Ran. Madam, Ican’cthink he isa fpirit; 
A Maid may feel him without any 
Bodily danger. 

Flor. She is more 
Then1 am. 

My Bertolina {peak— 
Lhaftentobeabfents 

Bert. Ohmy Lord, if Pifa 
Be not vanquifh’d, how come 

here ? 

Flor. Our true loves began by often 
Enterview, when this proud City ftood loyal 
Tomy Dukes pretogative, hath betray'd 
My foul to infamy and danger ; yet 
[repent not my atchievement, I’ve gain’d 
More then will requite my loffes, andI would 
Hazard all that’s mortal, ever thusto 
Fetter thee with my embraces. 

Bert. Yet inmy joy, Lam moft paffionate, 

| The Marigold fo opens to the Suns 
Bright Eye, as Bertolina to your with’d 
Prefence , and had I longer been deprived 
Of your arrival, I had wither’d to my Grave, 
You fhould have found me fleeping in my 
Tomb, Sut 

Coldas the Marble is. 

Flor. This Ifear'd | Prophetick fury brought | 


Exit Fofcari. 


Exit: 
timerous in her wonder 


I enjoy you 


me 
Hither. I left my Countreys Caules, a juft 
War 4 oe 
My 


Oe fp I ee ee ee ee ee ee ae 


Be Sieve, 


My title inthe'Camp, and the Soldiers loves, 
To fight for thee. 
Bert. How Florello, Lhope Idomiftake 
your language. — 
Flor. My General fecurely fleeps, and 
dreams not 
Of my abfence. 
Bert. Then youare now revolted from your 
Prince ? 
Flr. could not enoughindanger my fame 
Or life for hy fafety. 
Bert. Ohthouart loft! Loft to eternity ! 
Flor. How! My Bertelina ! 
Bert. Mourn all that love the Wars, your 
Enfigns make 
OF Cypre/s now. Florello’s dead to'honor. 
Flor. Stay, orl thal! grow wild, I would 
not have OF : 
My foulentic’d through my fond ears. 
Repeat your former words, : 
If Lhave givenyou caufe of rage, {peak it 
Inrougher accents, yet ftill wearin your 
Memory the caufe of my tevolt : *Tis for 
Your fake | fuffer. 
Bert. For my fake | The caufe of your re- 
volt is 
The fad reafon that mult enforce me to 
Difclaim your heart. 
Flor. Stay, you are too hafty in your fen- 
rence, 
Colle@ your thoughts, and do not thus requite 
My bold obfequious love. | 
Bert. Thou ftumbleft like the blind, thou 
canft not fee 
‘Thy fall: Heretofore we fov’d with honor 
Andambition ; refolv’d to make our iffue 
Glorious , but now thou haft deftroy’d that 
hope, . 
Why fhould we ftrive to increafe pofterity, 
Since our Off-fpring mutt needs be disfigur’d 
Wich thy flain. , 
Fhr. Tis inthy mercy to abfolve my fin, 
My honor I'll redeem with noble Fortitude, 
Bert. Never | The bold Warrier that hath 
deferv’d rhs 


* 


- Fame, whofe Deeds engros’d 


All publick noife once feel’d, his vidories 
Are quite forgot, and he degraded from 


The rites of honor.’ My heart fhall fhare in 


this ~ 2 
Thy fufferance, I’ll weep 
Till 1am blind ; Th’are now the ruines of. 


A man, though heretofore, the nobleft Sol- 


dier . 
In the World, Exit. 
_ Flor, Hah! Never more redeem my loft 
honor ! 


Can the vertuousfin with lefs prefumption 
Then the impious? Are all my Trophies 
Forfeited for one rafh error, 

And that provok’d by love? Know cruel Vir- 


gin. | 
Hah, is fhe gone? She has left memad, as 


73 
The Northern'wind in Winter ftorms, Imuft 


Purfue her, and enforce her to 
Relent. O harfh, harfh deftiny ! 


Exit; 


_ Enter Caftracagnio, Meruole, Lizaro, - 
Ariotto, 


Caftr. Not inhis Tent ? 
Mer. No Sir, Nor in our Tretches, nor in 
our Horfe 
ma oe We have fought him with Speda- 
cles 
And a dark Lanthorn, yet cannot find him. 
Caftr. Thy mirth is troublefome, Tl not 
{mile to day, 
Florello, where art thouhid ? How ill it does 
become 
Thy title to affect corners, 
Unlefs by a ftrange ambufh captivate, 
Or flain by fome dire inftrument of - War. - 
I cannot guefs a caufe t’excufe thy abfence, 


.I mutt delay the Battery, till 1 


Do hear of thyreturn, or death. The love 
Tow thy merit, makes me fufped with fear. 
Exite 
Mer. Florellois the favorite o’th’ Camp, 
He will be mift with much forrow. Subjects, 
Are the Articles written, -1’ll fub{cribe 
To nothing that may infringe my Prerogative 
Royal. 
Ari, We onely want your Marfhal fit to 
Signit, andfome lawful witnefles 
To confirm the Deed. 
Mer. Piracco thall fub{cribe as a witnefs, 
Liza. Yave lanch’d his Impofthume to 
good purpofe, 
He walks upright now. 


Enter Soranzo. 


Mer. i ye hear Subject, I would not be 
» gal 
Like a young Heir, I muft read my Indenture 
ete I fign. 
Ari. There Sir, ‘tis a kind of Hierogli- 
__ phicks . 
Sor. My heart begins to tire. Sir I’m bold 
To intreat a kindnefs from you. 
Mer. Hah! He does not took like on 
would borrow Money: 
Sor. 1 have fome encouragement to hope 
well from your own promife. 
Mer. 1 \end no Money but upon Mort- 
gage, I— 
Sor. You miftake my errand. 
Mer. Vmeglad of it, Sir, You look likea 
Voluntier ; there’s a couple of your own 
tribe, 
Deprive me of fleep, Tcannot fteel a wink 
In forty hoursfor ’em, they dwell like thunder 
Inmy ears, Proclaim their neceffities 
Louder then Cripples in the High-ways, and 
Vmtender hearted, Icannot deny ’em alms, 
i Kkkk 2 Ari. 
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Ari. Ancient, we are thy Soveraign Peers, 
_and thou 
Qur Subject now, 
Mer. Hark Sir I muft obey. 
Ser, My demand requires not fo much Ty- 
ranny, 
1 onely beg you would be pleas’d exchange 
A Thrutt or two inearneft, whilft you Sir 
Remember the Glove, 1 remember your pro- 
mife. 
Mer. Anew Subje& , Heaven help me 
- from 
The Gout, I beginto grow wealthy! 
Sor. So Sir, your anfwer fhould be noble. 
Mer, 1 am thinking what part of thy Body 


to 
Morther firft. 
Sor. Ye exceed in Curtefie, but no doubt 
Heaven will teach me to be thankful. 
Mer. Twill not hurt thee when I prick thy 
heart. 
Sor. Ohy’are too kind. 


__pbnblirhsiud Drapes dade Jikan dt ye 


ACT IV. 


Fvter Bertolina, Florello. She gives him a Ring. 


Berts ’Vis a great one 
Vib’ ftate youare in, fo quitthe 
Town 
Without more hazard + You ow me much, 
That I have ftuddied your departure, which 
Toa perfonof your quality, were 
Notto be expected. 
Flor. V'm rewarded, 
Bert. You may live Florello 
To purge the fin of your revolt, and be 
Set glorious in opinion, who are now - 
Left ina dull Eclipfe. I would not have 
Our Chronicle, remember Bertolina 
Acceffary to the death of your fair name, 
When the amazed Reader will in pity. 
A Tree fo full of Bloffoms wither ! 
You are here out of the Suns true warmth, ~ 
Recurn and profper. 
Flor. Cruel Bertolina ! 
I fee thou art a Rock to 
Wrack th’unskilful Marriner upon, haft thou 
difclos’d thy 
Stony nature, when firft my unhappy eyes 
Admir’d thee, Lhad fteer’d another way, 
Or got fome other Star to failby. But 
Condemn me ftill, Ill call home my own 
thoughts 
That ftragele from my reafon, to joyn with 
Your accufation. I confefs I'm faln 
Into a depth, hath4wallowed up my honor , 
And that which makes my fuffering infinite, 
The love of a frail woman led me to my ruine. 
Farewel, 


Florello. l this all the Favor ? 
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Mer. To make out fport lawful, Ariotso 
Shall o’erfee our motion, I chufe him 
My fecond.  _ ; 
Ari. *Death Ancient, our new Articles ex- 
. empt 
Me from all Duels. - 
Mer. The Articles are not yet fign’d, 
Sore This Gentleman fays he’s defcended 
From Amadis de Gaule , 1 cannot wifh 
To chufe a man more noble for my fecond. 7 
Liza. We fhall ne’er be quiet, till Marfhal 
Law - 
Admit Suits in Actions of Battery. 
Ari, Fret thy Gums in private, we muft 
hatte, 
Sor, Nay, I befeech youSir, itis my pride 
To be your follower. 
. Mer. Ido not love to wafte my time, 
Sor. Sir. I fhould difgrace my breeding, 
Pray march, I’m your humble Servant. 
Mer. Vf I prove victorious, I fhall return 
Yourcomplementtrue, Excunt. 


SCENE L 


Bert. Deliver that to the Colonel. 
Flor. Vf thou be conftant to thy temper, 
et 
Weeae upon fome Battlement, and 
See me made aSacrifice, and too late check 
Thy pride, when my latt breath fhall fcorn 
Thy name, but expirein prophefying thy un- 
kind fate. Exit. 
Bert. Ihave been too paflionate, 
And thonghtlefs of a common danger, I begin 
tofindit. 


Enter Governor. . 


Gover. Bertelina, where’s 
Florello 2 1 was told you were in conference ; 
I hope your wifdom will direc you to 
Cherith his defign, befide his noble 
Thoughts to you; for this great act, he’s one 
Pifais much engag’d to. 

Bert. 1 forefeea ftorm. 

Gover. Florence hath treafured up 
Great hope in him, and Caftracagnia 
The General, with lefShazard might have 
Parted with half his Army. I counfel Bertolina, 
That as you had power to draw him to our 

fide, 

So manage him, he may be encouraged 
T’employ his love to Pifa. 

Bert. Sir, from you 
I learn’dto admire goodnefs, that 
Gives the diftin@ionto Men; without 


This, I behold’em but as Pictures, which h 
re 


eee a ea 
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Are flourifh’d with a Penfil, to fupply Col. My Lord, 


The abfence of inward worth, their titles 
Like Landskip gracing them onely afar off. 
Gover. ‘Thou hatt my genius to inkruc 


E thee B 
All thy thoughts are noble. 


, Enter Colonel, Ranola, 


Bert. The Colonel. 
Col. ’Tis done Sir. 
Gover. What? 
Col. Florello. 
Gover, What of bim ? 
Col. Is difcharged. 
Gover. Ha! 
Col. By your command, he is difmifs’d the 
Town. 
Gover By mine! 
Col, This is my warrant. | 
Bert. Ranola th’alt undone me, did not 
tell him 
I had fomething to impart, i 
Col, Idid Madam, butyou fee the unhappi- 
nefs. 
Gover. Bertolina ! 
Bert. Sir, your pardon, ’tis I muft own 
_ the fac, yet hear me, 
Gover. Artthou turn’d confpirator > 
Bert, But late youthought me worth your 
praife, for 
Honoring vertue, which we cannot truly, 
But we muft hate the contrary, Florel/o 
Was fick,my Lord, and oo fending him hence, 
Was to procure bis health, 
Gover. Aftonifhment ! 
Isthe morn elder by an hour fince 
He convers’d with me, I difcover’d no ficknefs 
in him! 
Bert. Tomeit did, I fawhim 


Laboring with a difeafe,did fright my very foul, 


- Gover, Give ita name. 
Bert. An Hofpital has none 
So full of horror, he hasan Ulcer growing 
Upon his fame, made him appear full of 
Deformity : Shall Fo/eari’s Daughter 
Cherith a man that comes to court her love, _, 


or Spoil'd of his honor? When he has wafhed, 


othe fain i) 

Contracted by revolting hither, 1’ll 

Look on him with glad eyes, and call him lover 
Tillthen, 1 fhathim from my thoughts. 

Gover. As I . 

Will Bertolina, from my fight, I could 
Devorce thee from my Blood, and difclaim all 
That pleads for nature in me: Take hera way, 
Confine her ere the fpeak again, and tempt 


me 
To forget my felf.. Hath your nicety 
Betray’d foricha hope as Pi/a had 
In afew minutes? Hence, or I{hall make 
Death the punifhment of your ftay. 
Carry in Bertolina, 


ee Be glad your error hath fo good a. 
Plea, 
You had been loft elfe. Tell me Colonel, 
| Dokt not expe Fiorello will return 
Circled ina flame, melting our Walls for 
This affront done bya giddy Woman? 
Col. We may joyn’fire to his, but Sir, your 
noble 
Daughter, 
Gover, Do not beget fufpition, 
Thou haft pra@is’d Treafon with her, the is 
00 near me, we all fuffer ; and in this 
Pifa thall fee my Juftice. Exeunt, 


Enter Meruole, Soranzo, Lizaro, 
Ariotto, ia the Field, 


Mer. Hang Phyfick, that prefcribes the 
Spring and Fall, : 
For opening of a Vein for the health of Ho- 
nor, + 
Ith’ Dog-days we may bleed, or ith’ depth 
Of Winter. Here’san exc’lent place. 
How many ounces wilt thou {pare Soranzo 2 
Thou fhalt bleed phyfically. 
Sor. 1 thank you Sir, you area noble Sur- 
geon, 
Tl not limit you art, 1’ve your promife, 
To employ it to my honor. ; 
Mer. We'll fight the French way, fhall’s? 
Liza. The French. 
Ari, I never try’d that Duel, 
Sor. We mutt abide it, 
Mer, Let’s to’t Pelmel then. 
Liza. Poxa this Pelmel, 
I ‘was in hope they would have kil’d one 
Another opportunely, and given us 
Leafure to think on’t, I have ir, I'll fet fall my 
Sword, 
Ari, Remember then. 
Mer. Soranxo, tell me where I fhall hit 
thee now. 
Sor. Let your skill direct you. 
Liza. Now | forget thee Ariotto. 
Ari, But howfoever remember to let fall . 
your weapon, 
Iam now thy enemy; guardcthy heart, re- 
member 
The reverfe, 
Mer, Pox a thee, how doft thou fight ; 
here, cantt not 
Hit me here? Make a. Punto. 
- Sor. Youmutt have patience. 
Mer, ’Death, what a child th’art,. do J 
encounter 
With a Pigmey, put home thy Bulrufh, {’ll 
Cleave thy Teeth Button, prethee fight. 
Pox a thee, how thou lieft? 
Ars, Heart, your Rapier juftled my Ribs, 
let fall; 
D’ye long to fee Crimfon 2 


Liza. 
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Liza. *Tis againtt my will, as Lama Chri- Gentlemen, you fee there’s fomething to be 


tian, Got by’t. Eta 
Lcannot let fall yet with honor. ; . 
Ari, Ubleed | Enter Caftracagnio, Florello, Piracco, 
Liza, Are you inearnelt? Soldiers. 


Mer. How now? wis 
Sor. Does your arm ake? Or have youthe Caftr. Thou haftbeen cruel to thy felf FL- 


cramp rello, thy revolt 
In your fingers ? | Hath cancel’d all, hadft thou piled up defert 
“Mer. Leannot govern my weapon, thou To Heaven, this crime o’erthrows it. 
haft Flor. Seem notto make it - 
Prick’d my writ, where fearn’d you Your forrow, noble General, that i 
This Surgery ? Pox upon thefe Rapier-Bod- | Am come to die; {have committed 
kins, . Sinto the earth Itread, whofe duit wou'd 
J cannorfight.,'  ¢ Confpire and hang upon my guilty foot 


Sor. 1 may takemy leave then, Jdorrow To apprehend me; my own colours blufh 


Ancient, _ | Thave forfaken them: And where before 
Youhave oblig’d me, in I drew my courage from that red, whofe fight 
‘Time I may become a Duellift, 1 fhall paid back my lofs of Blood, and through my 
Cherifh your inftruciions —— ned, eyes 


Supplied my veins, they now wave death and 
palenefs 
To welcome my return, 
Caftr. Why didft not wander 
Inany part of the wild Earth, no ground 
But this, would have difturbed thee. 
Flor. And to this, 
Which ve offended , 1’mcome to make, 
My juftification, and to ware thofe titles 
pve allthis while ufurped. Opinion 
Hath been too partial in my undertakings 
And betray’d honors to me ; can you think 
My actions were directed but by 
Chance, or that fuccefs did more then mock 


Mer. Vengeance a your gratitude ! 
"Death, multl 
Fifhyouall, till lam made a Tayters 
Bottom, tobe ftuck thus with your Needles. 
Ha ! By this oilet-hole, they fight too, are 
valiant ! 
- Hold | Our quarrel’s ended, y’are both well. 
Lica. Well! Yes, Lamnotfick, thete’s.no 
pain 
~ In fighting. 
Mer, Let me kifs you Rogues. 
Ariot, What Rafcals were we to-be Co- 
wards, I 
Do feel my felf valiant now. Is all 
Agreed ; where’s your enemy ? 
‘Afer. Oh} we parted friends, and he has 
left : 
Mea remembrance about my writt to 
Wear for’sfake, he has ftab’d a finew, . 
Dye not fee me left-handed, I have 
Made you both Soldiers, teach yout hams 
Humility, aod thank me for't. 
Ari, Now I think on’t Ancient, you wear 
A felt of mine, ’tistoo confpicuons, 
it coft me coynin Flrence, Moneys too 
Matt be reftorrd. 
Mer: How? 
Ari. Udo not know whether my valor be 
Quotidian, the fit is now upon me, 
Liza. Do Ariotto, itis well thought on, 
Some trifles too of mine, JZeruole, yare 
in my debifor. Bue put’em in thy Schedule, 
1 have accounts with another Gentleman, 
Tl prefently fearch for him. Exit. 
Mer, Why thou Dogbole, hall I recant | 
and fwear 
My opinion back again. Doft not fee 
My tight hand ufelefs. 
Ari, Would ’twere otherwife, 
I thirft to exercife my new valor 


you 
To fteal belief that I was valiant. — 
Take back your thoughts. 
Pira. Was éver Faith fo cozen’d,, 
{held hima brave fellow. 
_ Flor. How Piracco , 
You held hima brave fellow! Am 1 grown 
So cheap in my humility, you fhould dare 
Tocenfure me? Hath two or three atcempts, 
(Childrenof Madnefs rather, and Difpair, 


raifd you ‘ 
To fach an impudence, you dare conclude 
Me, or my worth, that thou were worthy to 


Shouldft fee——— But I am faln below my felf 

To talk to facha Land-Rat. 

Caftr. Piracco you forget your felf ; re- 
{ume your temper. 

Pira, Ttook himat hisword. : 
Flor. 1-am cold again, your pardons Sir, 
and Heavens. ; 

It does not become a dying man to boaft 
HisFame ; Piracco, 1 forgivethee, had 
[look’d upon my prefent guilt, though 
Tam my own accufer, I had fuffered 


Upon fome body. . Thy affront with fmoothnefs, 1 at no more 
Mer. Wyou fhall have my place of fiefh- the man] was. 
ing Lwas a Soldier, but the flock of fhame 


‘And 


Then difereet Valor, and bold Manhood) 


Grapple for Fame, upon a whirlwind with me, . 


A 
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And calumny ; traytor co honor, and 
My Countrey; deny me now not that jaftice 
You give to every poor and bafe offender. 
Templore death, andin the fight of Pi/a, 
To whom, infriendthip, I appeared hateful , 
Divorce my Rebel-Soul, leaft my own hands 
Grow mutinous, and take your juftice from 
ou. : 
Caf. What Motive was fo ftrong to ravifh 
you 
From us to Pi/a.. 

Flr. Youare come to that 
‘Will convert your wonder, and me 
To palenefs, when I name the caufe of my 
Revolt. 

Pira. Lever thought fo. 

Fhr, You thought, bold interrupter, 
Paffion abufes me, take that which in 
Delivery mult wound me, Love was the 
Witch that drew me from my arms. 

Castr. Love! What Creature ? 

Fh, Viltell you that, fo you'll command 

the Soldiers 
To be in readiefs to kill me. 
Caftr. On. 
Flr. Her Hairs were Cupids Nets, a Fore- 
head like ~ 
The faireft Front of Heaven, without a Cloud ; 
Her Eye-browe was Loves Bow, while either 
Eye 
Were ae drawn to wound ; her Tongue 
was 
Loves Lightning, Neck the Milky-path or 
Throne | 
Where fat the Graces. 

Caftr, You defcribe her well. 

Flor. Yetall{this beauty 
Hang on her but like Pendants on a Grave, 
To make the Monument glorious , for her 

Heart 
Was cold and buried in her, fhe was dead 
To Gratitude, fo far from rewarding 
My bold enterprife, fhe punith’d it 
With fcorn; andas I had beena perfon 
Carried infection, fhe made me be 
Excluded and fent back to bear the ftain 
Of my difhonor home, to awake your 
Severity for my rafh {in of loving 
Woman, unworthy Woman ! 
Caftr. Do ye love her ftill, 
Flory, 1 feel that flame quenching every 
Minute, 

I can die without defiring life to 
Enjoy that Marble piece , Iam as weary 
Of her, as of my felf, having undone 
My fame, paftallexample; and the ftrength 
Of your Commiffion gives me glad affurance 
Tam fhort lived. 

' Castr. O noble Florello ¢ 
I could weep for thee, were it manly ; how 
Strangely love invades without diftinction 
Of equality, Thusthe bold Grecian 
Atthe Siege of Troy, grew weary of his Arms 
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For fair Brifes ; Thus Cleopatra 
Did captivate the great Roman Soul, till 
Too much of her memory made him lof 
Hisown. Bucrife Floreto from thy dull. 
Sleep, be dilinchanted, and refume thy 
sa age I'm proud thy fate made thee 
Th’art pardoned, exercife th Bs 
As Honor fhould dire@. ‘ad iv 
Flr. Oh you are 
Injuit, and do commit offence in merc 
As great as my revolt, by all our Laws — 
By that fervice in the Grifons War, when 
Providence directed me to come to 
Your refcue; when your Valor had 
ngaged you upon multitudes. Let me 
Beg, not to out-live this infamy, 
Castr. This Plea feems 
Moft unnatural, defift, lecme 
Expe& to fee you in my Tent, Exit: 
Flor. Not die? Piracco thall I be fo mile, 
rable | 
Tolive ; have youno Friendthi p to intrear 
Pira, \did urge him privately while 
You were difcourfing, bur he would nor prant 
it, 
Fh. Urefolve not to 
Be neglected fo ; if he deny 
Me one, there is a thoufand waysto die —_. 
; Exit, 
Pira. 1, dofo. Why now I’m of another 
humor, 
I never found my felf more apt to cherith 
Life: Hang this noife of immortality, 
I ha’not the fame Appetite I had 
To trade with danger, my Confcience would 
Need difpenfation to take 
My leave of Gun-powder, and Pelmel, hum ! 
I cannot conjure up this Devil Valor 
That us’d to roar fo in me, ; 


Enter Meruole, Ariottos 


Ari. Nay nay, faith Ancient. 
| Mer. Nota skire ! 
Ari. Some reftitution were fair— 
Mer. No, notthe Wing of a Coffack, 
Pira. ’Vismy Surgeon ALernole, Hum— 
Ari. Return my Duckets then. 
Mer. Notaclipt Doit; good temptation 
leave, 
And *twere the Dukes treafure, ’tis all damn’d ; 
Talk of reftoring ina Camp, O Herefie! 
Ari. Howe | 
Mer. Yes, andcondemn’d by a Council of 
War. They 
Have Cannons, you believe are dangerous 
To thofe that break ’em. 
Pira. What if [mix with’em, and maintain 


The opinion they hold of me. 


Ari. Mutt Hofe all? 
Mer, No, you fhall fofe nothing but the 


Principal, ; 
P Yh 


\ 


80 : - The Siege. 
V’il give you honeft Ufe. And Subfidies for Beating. Shall I mince thee 


With thy own Sword , 
And like an 4nthropomphagus devour thee, 
Thou Rabbet Sucker. 

Mer. \,d0 Piracco, fcourge him 
As Boys do Tops ; or make him dance 
The Jrifz Hey, over a Field of Thiftles 
Naked. Why doft not draw ? 

Pira. Mernole, dott not know me? Shall I 

deftroy 

The wild thing ? Prethee make him fenfible 
What’tis to enrage me. 

Mer. That I will, 

Ari, Faith, reftore Captain. 

Mer. Do you mean to beballaded when 

you come . 

To Florence. Why d’ye extend your arm forth 
Like a Fencers fign? Fight or expect no 
Weapon hereafter, buta Dog-whipto 
Be advanced againit you. 

Liza. Will not your 
Captainfhip fhew your Steel, becaufe you 


Ari. What’s that 2 
Mer. Why? forinftance, this Dutch Felt 
was yours, 
Pll ufe it for you gratis , for your Duckets, 
They are ufed fo much already, they are quite 
Worn out. 
Pira. Vm refolved. 
Mer. Why, you Male-worm, fall I ha’no- 
thing for 
Flething of you: Who, the Pox, made you 
fight ! 
AndI hid known it, you fhould ha’ ftill con- 
tinued : 
My dear Revenue, and been Coward till 
Yad {tunk us from the Trenches. 
Avi. ’Tis wrath, 
Mer, Bring Law terms into the Camp, 
And talk of honefty and reftitution, 
Vl Girft be fifled in my Colours. 
Ari, Well,th’art noble, I give thee 
A general releafe. 


Pira, Ancient, how ist? I thankthySur-) —— once 
gery, lam Did make a noife, and brave it ? Do not 
No Cripplenow, Arictto , tempt 
When didft fee my Subject. My patience, give me back my Moneys, 


And put me in good Sureties for my War- 
drobe, . 

Or by this Flefh 1°ll pink you. 
Pira. He is converted, why doft here Squi- 


Enter Lizaro, 


Liza. Oh! Have I found you. 


Pira. How now Weezel, whether art thou rel, 
creeping ? What Compofition. 
Here’s no Hens Net. Ari, Mer, Compound! 


Liza. have anote for you Captain, Pira, Faith Ancient , 1 ha’ done him 


Pira, ’Death, a Challenge ? wrong, and Brae 
Liza. A {mall note for you, I expe& an | Becaufe I fee he’s noble, I'll return 
an{wer ; Some of the trifles. ‘ 


Ancient, you thal be witnefs. 
Mer. Who figns, is'ta Bond ? We'll fhare 
then. 
Ari. What didi deliver to Piracco? . 
Pira. Imprimis, A Beaver, ha! Item, Two 
Laced Ruffs, a Pair of Boots, the Inventory 
of the things I cook from him: A Bele, one 
Holland Shirt plain, another with Seaming- 
Lace —— Whiat’s this ? 
Liza. Commodities that were lent you; 
you fhell 
Find ready money at the ballance of the 
Bill; Captain, thefe odd reckonings 
Between you and I, muft be cleared. 
Mer. Obferve’em. 
Pira. Put in that Hat and Feather, and 
fum’t up, 
Vil difcharge all rogether. 
Liza, So you'll put me in other fecurity. 
Pira, Ha | Willhe fight? Come I was not 
ferious, 
Take your Bonnet and be covered. 
Mer. How now Gentleman, what’s the 
difference ? 
Pira. He brings his Bill, and requires back 
his Loan ius 


Liza. Obferve me, I will haveail,and more 
Fhenall; I will not now be fatisfied, 
Unlefs you fight, 
Pira. Why then; be acceffary to thy death, 
Mer. So, fo, too’t Bullies. 
Pira, \fcorn to fight with fuch a Coward. 
Liza. Coward! Thou lieft.. Come back, 
you fhall not part fo. 
Pira. That wont provoke me. 
Mer, Canthere be greater provocation 
In Nature? He’s poffelt with a tame Deyil. 
Pira. Hold, 1 cannot fight. 
Liza, Viltry that. 
Pira. There’s my Sword, t am difarmed. 
Both. Ha! Give up’s Weapon! 
Liza, This is fomewhat. 
Mer. Captain Cow! Let’s carry him to 
Bagola, 
And ha’ Fam dreft againft Dinner. 
Ari. This isa miracle ! 
Mer. Are you the. Doughty Captain that 
did talk 
Nothing but Batteries, Famine, Death, 
And all the fad Remonftrances of Wat? 
Let us fearch him, and his Soul be not erept 
Into one of’s Pockets. ae 
Liza. 


SR yO 


Lisae Lam not fatisfi’d, 


‘Since'thou wou’d not fight, I'll know the 


caufe 
Makes thee degenerate. Nimbly deliver-—— 
Pira. Gentlemen, (for it cannot be con- 
ceal’d ) 
Meruole made me a Coward. 
Mer. 1! Thou foughe’ft with me. 
Pira. The Impofthume which your Sword 
hapned to launch, 
Let out my valor ; truth is, the pain of that 
_ made 
Medefperate, not valiant. Since 
I feel my felf to have a found Body, 
I am loth to endanger it, 
Mer. Did this advance you from a Cor- 
poral, 
To bea Captain? I perceive fome men 
Thrive by Difeafes, then befides Phyfitians, 
Was I the Surgeonto do this feat too ? 
Pira.. Ubefeech you Gentlemen. 
Ari. b hav’t! You fhall now be my Sub- 
jek. 
Lisa Yours! That were precious | No, 
hands off, he’s mine 
For my difcovery. 
Mér, Releafe your titles Gentlemen, 
My Surgery is unpaid for, give bim gently 
Tomy pofleffion, ortry the agility 
Of your left arms: ’Tis not for your honors 
To deal upon unequalterms, and my 
Right hand is ufelefs now. 
4ri. Fight with left hands, 
Mer Or he that hath Arithmetick enough, 
Divide him into three equal portions. 
Pira. 1am content, 
Kind Gentlemen. 
Liza. Oh thou Mungrel ! 
Ari. have a way to reconcile all; lets 
Draw Lots whofe Subje@ he fhall be. 
Mer. A match, and let him make ’em, fo 
he may 
Preferve his fleth nimbly then. 
Liza, Well thought on. 
Mer, Is there no motion in you. 
Pira. Yes— Ancient, \ wifh I may fall to 
Your power, you'll ufe me nobly. 
Ari, When? 
Pira. Lam preparing here Gentlemen! 
Mer, Thelongelt cut enjoy him. 
Pira. Who muft be my Soveraign ? 
Ari. He’s Meruoles. 
Mer. You yield he’s mine. 
' Liza. Tis your fate Sir. 
Mer, Firft let me fee; 
Gentlemen, I muft requeft your abfence 
For afew minutes ; I have a ftratagem 
Would have alittle privacy, or J fhall 
Defire to fee you at my Hut; nay, I 
Befeech you Gentlemen. 
_ Both, Farewel then, 
We'll expect you. 
Ari. Farewel. 


~ 


a 


Fase 7 


Mer. There is a ceremony tobe ufd Cap~ 
tain, 
You mutt give me formal poffeffion 
By delivery of your clean Shirt: D’ye 
Obferve me, mine is fomewhat foul quickly, 
Pira. Obnoble Ancient, Ah,” 
Mer. Make a fhift, ‘come. 
Pira. By this light Ancient. | fee company 
Leave me not naked to the world, 
Mer. Retire then behind the next Tree 
under 
Pretence to eafe Nature, you may dof it. 
Mend your pace Tortoife. 
Pira, Oh Tyranny! 


3 


Exeunt. 


Enter Florello his Sypord drawn. 


Flor. To live is but to walk to death, why 
then 

Should we not take the neareft way, fince that 
We make the period of our Pilgrimage 2 
But we are wanton, and affect the path 
That keeps us circles in mortality, 
When the leaft declination, would teach us 
To die, and know, our errors. 


Enter Soranzo. 


Sor. My noble Lord, 

Flor. Welcome Soranzo, there is pitty now 
In Heaven, I give my felf up hopelefs 
To havea friend in my necefiities, 

To do me the kind office, I’ma prifoner. 

Sor. A prifoner ! 

Fhr, A prifoner tothe World, and thou 

fhalc fet me free. ; 

Sor. Youare full of myftery, I underftand 

you not. 

Flor. This willinftru& thee, aim it at my 

bofom, 
And I will praife thee, when 1’m dead, 

Sor. D’yecourt me 
Tobe amurtherer. How long has life 
Been fucha burden to you. 

Flor, Wot thou not, 

Cure my wound then. 

Sor. You would have me make one. 

Fly. There iselfe no phylick for me, 
Prethee be charitable and do’t Soranzo ; . 
*Tisbut extending of thy arm, and touch me; 
And J fhall drop down like an Autemn leaf, 
Without a murmur. 

Sor. Why are you fo cruel, namea caufe 
That can require me to commit fo great 
Injuftice. 

Flor. I willtell thee, if*t be pofiible, 
I may believe thyignorance. Ob Soranzo ! 
That action which thy friendfhip made thee 

yield to 

Murder’d my fame, Now itis no fecret 
To tell chee, Love, like a wild Paffion 
Tranfported me to Pifa. 

Sor, Ha, love to Pifa! ’ 
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Flor. Why doft ftart , I know I am thy 
wonder. 
Here I was but a walking fradow, for 
My heart was lock’d up there with Bertolina, 
Fofcari’s Daughter. 
Sor. Bertolina! 
Flor. Thou haft a troubled countenance ; 
has that name 
Power to recal thy blood, doft know her? 
Sor. Yes. 
Flor. How old is thy acquaintance, Or 
what caufe 


Brought thee unto the knowledge— Thou 
doft not P 
Love her. 


Sor, Ine’er was guilty of a fin to hate 
‘So fair a Lady. ; 
Flor, There’s danger in thy words, “twill 
not be fafe 
To converfe further with me, yet I'll tell thee, 
Had the great Duke of Tu/canny receiv'd 
Encouragement to love her, and had made 
His crown and wealth the fubtle Orators . 
To plead for him , the venture that I made 
Would buy her érom hisarms, and force ber 
through ‘ 
The wealth and treafures,like neglected things 
Behind her noble thoughts ; his name not de- 
ferving 
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To be remembred that day that Florelfo’s. 
Wasin her memory, bad herheare in Dower 
The Univerfal Graces of her fex, 
Ages to cone would call my act too great 
A price for’c, and the purchafe dearly bought: 
Yet fhe refus’d. 
Sor. Her heart, my Lord, may be, 
Was not her own to give. 
Flor. What doft thou fay Soranzo ? 
Sor. Pardon, my Lord, 
The freedom of my language; or but hear ir, 
Though you grow furious, and deltroy me af- 
ter. 
*Tis my unbappinefs to affect that Lady 
The trouble of whofe fate, invitedme . . 
To mingle with your Troups, when Pi/z held 
Friendfhip with Florence. 
Flr. No more, Ihave a rival then | How 
dare rd4 
Thy fortune be fo faucy, get thee from 
My fight, a minute will endanger thee, 
My affliGions.come tumbling like waves 
Upon me, there’s another Jott, my friend; ‘ . 
Yer ftill Ilive, and muft,-unlefs I teach 
My hand to murder. Ha! bleffed remem- 
brance ! 
The Battery, ’tis not inthe power of death 
To avoid me, twill be fome revenge to die 
The example of a Ladiescruelty. © Exennt, 


AgC tly 


Enter Piracco, Ariotto, Lizari, 


health Sir, 
Liza. What, you have 
exchanged Wardrobes already. 
Pira. Wehave both one Tailor, 
_ And Landcefs, 1 thank him he puts forth my 
Linnen for me; but for fhame I could 
Shew you the nakedtruth , was ever Captain 
fo prey’d upon. 
Ari, Captain, Ha’ not the Rats gnawn off 
that title yet. 
Pira. The Ancient does purpofe to devour 
me firft, 
And then he'll leave that for the Vermine. 
Liza, Thrart juftly punifhed for thy tyran- 
nifing o’er us. 
Ary, This *tis to be acoward. 
Piva, Alafs,’tis none of my faule, 
Liza. How! Not chy fault. 
Ari, Whofe then ? 
Pira. ’Yis anerfor in nature,I cannot 
Help it, I could with it otherwife ; 
Ihave difputed witb my heart aboutic, 
But have no fatisfa@tion, I’ve endeavored 


Ap iottoe Ow does the Ancient 2 
H Pira. My Tyrant is in 


Always, that men pretcribe to make it valiant, 


I ha’ been drunk three times, a purpofe, fince 
My laft kick, wherein I have attempted 
To makea noife, and roar, but hardly can 
Conjure up my fpirit, able to put 
A Moufe in to afear, that nibbles 
A’th Knapfack for the Cheefe in’t, or a 
Weezel . 
That lies Perdue for a Hens Neft. I ha’ not 
So much Blood left in me to blufh. 
Ari. Itfeems fo Lizaro, fuch things were 
we once, 
Pira. Pray Gentlemen fpeak to the Az-. 
csent oe m 
To ufe me with more gentlenefs, and 1 had 
been 
So happy to ha’ been a Subject 
Toeither of you, my life would not have 
Been fo burthenfome. at: 
Aris And thou beeft weary of thy life; 
why do you not 
Turn defperate as before, and fight ? 
Liza. H’asno Tmpofthume now. 
Ari, Let him feed on Polecats, 
And get one, there be things that die in 
Ditches, 
And other nafty food to breed difeafes. 
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1 fee the generation of his valor 
Moft rife out of corruption. 
Liza. Does he ufe you then with fuch fe- 
vetity, no mitigation! : 
Pira. havea priviledge, 
He’s here Gentlemen. 


Enter Meruole drinking Tobacco, . 
Bagola, 


Bag. Here they are: Ha’! Piracco by his 
Phyfnomy, 
But ancient Mervole by the garb. 
I obferv’d not this before ; what, difguifed 
Captain ? f ; 
Liza. What health Afernole ? 
Pira. Bagolawe are all one, 
Do they not fit, we change kabits often. 
But that he has 
The greater bufh hangs at his Tavern face, 
We might eafily be miftaken, 
Thou Lady o'th’ Lake: A Pox a whifpeting. 
Mernole, thall1 play the Farrier, and Drench 
you for the fullens. 

Liza. This is pretty. 

Mer. 1 do allow him this, or rather he 
Allows himfelf ; for he pays for’t heartily, 
That’s his comfort. 

Pira. Go bring a Barrel hither ; why ? 

when you Scolopendra 
Gentlemen now plead forme, I befeech yow 
noble Exit Bagola- 
Ancient, you fee how ready Iam to 
Obferve you, you might be pleafed to take 
Compaflionon my Fortune. I confefs 
Tha’ deferved infamy, but my Stats 
Are to beaccufed as well.as I. 
Mer. .Does he not fpeak like one that’s 
taking leave 
Atop o’th’ Ladder, and bequeathing precepts 
Tothe young fry, that come to fee him {wing. 
To avoid pilfering, and playing at Dice 
With Coftermongers for Oranges, 
And fuchlike ungracions counfel, 
- Ari. Ancient, do him fome favor for our 
fakes. See how he looks. 
Mer. Tha’ feen a Dog 


~ Looklike him that has drawn a Wicker Bottle 


Ratlingabouttheftreet, and leering 
On both fides, where to get a corner, 
To bite his tail off, 


Enter Bagola. 


Bag. Captain here. 

Pira. Art thou come Proferpine, here my 
Bullies, 

A health to Agamemnon. 

Liza, The Captain’s {prightly,and talks big 
again, 

Pira. *Death; ll not fpare you Ancient, 
what a blincher, 
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Quaff it off Afulciber, or Vil forceit down 
Your Channel, how now ! Thou King of Spars 

rows, ; : 
But wet your Billfo; what 4, iotto, 
In contemplation, begin, begin 
V'll pledgethee Mufhron! 
Ari. Uhave not fign’d you any fach Com- 
miffion. 
Pira. Thrart a Troan, I hug thee Lizaro 
drink. 

Liza, Letit go round. Exit Bagola. 

Pira. Courteous Ancient releafe me, name 
My ranfome, deliver me from thefe Agues . 
Thefe violent fits, whichIamforcedto 
For honors fake, may much endanger me. 

Mer. Why have you not a noble priviledge 
To bark thusto my face ; the great Turk with 
Allhis Fani/aries would notbe 
Permitted to make this noife; befides, you 

know 
Ihave but half your pay yet, that’s a bufinefs 
To be confid’red on, for I do find; 
I cannot without lofs afford you fo 
Much imptidence for the price , therefore ob- 
ferve me. 
There before thefe Gentlemen depute, 
And fully authorife youto receive for me, 
Your entire pay, wich all and fingular, 
The emoluments that fhall aecrew unto 
The Captainfhip, and to oblige your cruth 


| And honefly in Accounts, duritig pleafure, 


You-fhall receive the juft tithe of your penfion, 
Together wich acqnittance——— 
Pira. How thall | live? 
Mer, On Sallades ,Cattet-pillers, and whol- 
fome Roots, 
To fuffice nature ; quench your thirft with 
Pippins 
Inftead of mighty Wine, furfeit with Cloves’ 
Of Garlick, or eat Horf-bread, and fo grow 
hearty. 
Pira, \sthis all? 
Mer, Tis more then I'll beat the charge 
of to, 
Now Ithinkon’t, you fhall cafhier your com- 
pany. 
Pira, How? 
Mer, Pretend thou haft a Father lies a dy- 


ing, 
Worth thoufands, though he ferved a Pren- 
tifhi 
ToaBotcher, and with broken ends of Fel- 
~ tony, , 
Never could patch up Ten pounds together. 
T'll procure thy freedom, th’afta tunable voice 
Tobeg, and tell Camp lies in, 
*Tmay raife youtoa fortune; or if you carry 
Home the full number of cs Limbs, you may 
Creep into fome Kitchin fervice, and in time 


Be Dog controuler. 


Within. Arm,arm! 
Death, the words given, heigh a Battery ! 
Ari. Liza, A Battery! Exeunt. 
Lill 2 Enter 
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Enter Governor, Colonel, Soldiers. 


Col. They have already difmounted our 
Cannon. . 
Gover. Make another Sally. 
Col. They fight like Men were greedy of 
deftruction, 
They weary our Artillery, 


Enter Soldier, 


Sold. The Out-works are all fpoil’d, the 
Sconce taken, 

And they come on like Furies. 

Gover, Have youcare to prevent the danger 
Of the Petards, the Devil is notable 
To refit thofe Engines, if they once faften 
Upon the Gates; courage, to the Walls, and 
Die with honor. Exceunt. 


Enter Caftracegnio, Ariotto, Lizaro, Gc. 


Caftr. Florello hath done wonders, if he 
farvive the danger of 

Thebreach. On Gentlemen 

Purfue your victory. Exeunt. 


Enter Soranzo. 


Sor. Pifais bleeding ! 
Florello has done things above a Man, 
He flies about like flame, and confumes all 
His anger meets with ; nor is Bertolina 
Safe now. Angels guard her from his fury, 
Ilanguith till I fee her, Exit. 


Enter Meruole beating Piracco, Colours. 


Mer. March on, you Bear-whelp. 

Pira. Good Ancient, is not the Town 
taken already. 

Ma A ha’ thee cram’d into a Cannon, 
an 

Shot back again to Florence. 

Pira. Vf 1 be flain, you'll lofe a Subje& of 
me. / ine 

Mer. You fhall ftand by, and catch the 
Bullets then: On, on, Excennt. 


Enter Bertolina, Ranolai , 


Ran, O Madam, if I be kill’d with one of 
The Pellets, T’lltake my death on’t, “tis. your 
Fault, and you had ftaid Fiorello, youhad 
Been fecure from Guns, ~ 

Bert. T am unhappy, 

And onely fit for death, Heaven protect 
My Father, though his anger punifhed me 
With reftraint, Pl pray for him. Florel/o, 
Bring home thy juftice to my heart, and fave 
The innocent. . 


The Siege. 
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Enter Soranzo, and Keeper: 


Sor. Not admitted, there’sreward . 
For your officioufnefs. 
Ras, He has knock’d down our Keeper, 
Bert. Soranxo ! 
Sor. Tknow not Madam, with what words 
co call ‘ 
Your fears up, nor to give expreflion 
To my fad embaffie ; you may tell your felf 
If you but read my countenance, wherein 
Is charaGer’d aforrow for your fate, 
Florello hath taken Pifz, 
« Bert. Proceed. 
Sor, The duty that I ow to your command, 
Imboldens grief, and gives alacrity, 
Even to horror, I amcome Lady, 
A fad Harbinger to take a Lodging up 
For Death, that now is borrowing Wings of 


Time 
Tohaften hither Florello, you have 
Madé too late your cruel enemy, who 
If ever fear did prophefie, “is yet 
Burin the way to his revenge. Heled 
Up forces to this Battery. 
Bert, Pray omit 
Circumftance, be particular with what 
Tamtoexpect. - : 
Sor. *Tis concluded in a fyllable, Death? 
Bert. And fo is Life. - 
You might have been lefs tedious Soranzo, I 
Never held my felf immortal. 
Sor, When 
Do you grow pale, andcurfe the Meffenger 
That frighted you. 
Bert. Heavenavert fo great 
Tmpiety ! This Relation doth 
Not deferve fuch ingratitude. 
Sor. That vertue fhould like the Phenix, 
Kindle fires with her own Wings, 
And fan her afhesto a fecond life ; 
But when thy breath, fweeter then Spices 
That wait on che others Funeral, fhallreturn 
To Heaven,the World muft be an eternal lofer. 
© Bertolina, do not account me 
So unhappy, thatI came onely to 
Prepare thy Obfequies, my ambition 
Is not to outlive that fatal minute. 
I have no other ufe of life, and you ° 
Cannot deny him Grace in Death, whom you 
have 
Coldly honored for his living fervice ; 
And if my love may hope for fo much glory, 
That youwill but name Soranzo, withone — 
Kind accent at your death. We are interrupt 


et-——— 


: Enter Florello, with a Cafe of Pistols. 


Flor. The zeal I had to be a Sacrifice, 
Hath been the lofs of Pifa, and I walk 
As I were proof againft all the Engines 


BAe ee, ae 
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Of War and Death. Hah! Into what place of | Of achat Love, time Soranzo which 


Horror, hath my wildnefs brought me? Art 
Not thou Soranzo? That Bertolina ? 

Bert, We are. 
__ Flor, To what affliQion will fate referye me 
Next? Did Death diftrutt his power to kill, 


And leftme for this obje@ > More prodigious 


Then the fam’d Gorgon. 

Here be the Adders that convert to Marble, 

The inconfiderate gazer, . 
Bert. Florello! 

_ Flor. And had Soranxota’en poffeffion 

Of herSoul! Excloded all my merit? 

Thou haf deceived him, Bertolina is 

Now Lord of both your deftinies, pray quickly, 

I mutt difpatcli a pair of Meflengers 


“To inform your hearts that I’m in jured, 


And you fhall both die. 

Bert. ’Tis not to live I beg, I’m not cove- 

tous of breath, 

When Fibrei/o thinks the air too 
Great a benefit for Bertolina. 
I knowthere will be time, when Nature will 
Be fick and die, and allrhat we affect, 
Mutt bereligned, forgotten when the duft 
Carries no figure of ourpride. I am 
Defirous now to meet your wrath, and mix 
With Pifa’s friends. I would not furvive them 
To have anew folemnity, and mourn 
My Virgin-Widowhood , but as youwonld 
Leave your fame precious to potterity, 
Let not your fury be unjuft, but fave 
This young man. 


Sor. Why are you cruel to imploy your. 


breath 
To make me wretched by your white Soul, 
Then which,the World knows no purer Altar? 
Life fhall not hinder me the Triumph to 
Waiton you Floret/o thall not firike 
More daringly, then I can meet his Thunder, 


‘Yet if he be not loft to Piety, 


He'll fpare this Temple, which to violate, 
Wete not to leaveafin hereafterto 
Be call’da Sactiledge.” 
Flor, Their Souls are knit , 
come of me, 
Now to divorce them, were rude impiety. 
Here take you that, affure your 
x Gives them Piftols. 
Safety, and deftroy me firft, for I find 
I thal! have no mercy on you. Faint 
Not, leaft I refume my Vengeance, and 
Seal your eternal abfence. Will you not 
Remove my dwelling, and fecure your loves, 
Be wife and a@ive, 
Do you hold Death too great a favor ? 
Vil live then till Ican find outa punifhment 
Above life ; and to encreafe my affliction, 
uy Gives her to Soranzo. 
Live, and be anothers, I refign all my 
Claim, take her, thou halt poffeft her heart 
Before me, Igive thee but her hand. 
Live, and each day renew the marriage 


what will be- 
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Shall onely ferye to wither me, make thee 
Happy in her. I forgive you! and 
Bow to my own fate, it hath o’ercome me ; 
But do not makea mockery of my tamenefs, 
Ser, Onoblenefs , which can never bead- 
mit’d 
Enough in our dull age! Pofterity 
Shall call this a& their wonder ! © Lady, 
We enter now upon our lives, Lam 
Nothing but joy, my Bertolina ! 
Flor. SoVilnow go feek out fome forfaken 
Farth, 
And there grow old in Prayers, that Imay 
Forget you both, and my own name. Farewel, 

Bert, Carry not, Sir, theburthen of 4 fin 
Beyond that you fuppofe we have committed, 
Toafili& you in your folitude, y are guilty 
Of a robbery, ere you part 
Make noble reftitution, 

Fhr. Towhom, Ha! 

Bert. It is injultice to difpofe of wealth 
That others have aright to, but without 
The owners confent, is tyranny, You have 

made 
Gift of my heart to Scranzo, whom 
Thongh I honor, yet I have not plac’d 
So nearit, that it fhould incorporate 
With his: Andis not this a theft upon 
My liberty, 

Sor. How’s this ? 

Flor. Hah! 

Bert. And yet not mine,pardon me Florello, 
Ihave it but intraft, nor have ye power, 
Were dying, to bequeath it asa 
Legacy to any, would you take 
The trouble which you late pretended to 
Search, I believe you’ld find written there 
The name that owed it. 

Flor. Why d’ye perplex me? 

Bert. Ye are incredulous. By all the lives of 
Virgins that have left their Memories, 
Religious for their Chafticry, The Needle 
Is not more coniiant to the North, then my 
Heart full of obedience unto you ; 

Nor can it know a change, 
It having defpaired long fince, ever to find 
One like F/orello to cherithir, 

Sor. My happinefs has beena dream, 

Flor. Play not the Syrez, 

Bert. Fear urgeth no confeflion, could I be 
Other, you have dif-engaged my vows. 


‘| You were not charitable, to conftrue 


My defires to preferve your fame unftained 
(Which made you firft precious to me) a 


Revolt in my affection ; *twas a jealoufie 
I could not mifs, andloye you. 


Flor, AmI notturn’d to a Statue? 
Bert. Soranzo, as th’art a Gentleman , I 
chaJlenge thee 


Toaccufe me, if in thy encouragement 
To love, Ihave infringed my vows to him, 


Wasever a faint fyllable let fall rl 
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To make you hope for it.’ Gover. The City mourns, thy folly hath 
Sor. T have made too greedy application, defaced © ad 

And find my error, Her goodly Stru@tures,, and turn’d her Monu- 
Fh. By degrees I'll come ments - 

To the belief on’; Jet me touch thy hand, Into arude pile. We are all loft! , 

Itis my own agiin, this kifs I feal’d Flor. You have found a fon, though not to 

Ac parting, fhe has preferv'd the impreffion recompenee 


The publick forrow , yetto make it feem 
Lefs or more fufferable, we are your children, 
Gover. Ha! 
Caffr. My Lord, a happy Omento clofe up 
Our Wars! 
Willa Sun-fhine take away the ftorm. 
Flor. Xt dotha little alter the complexion, 
And makes it appear fmiling. 
Gover. Rife and be happier then1. Ah Girl, 
This fhould have been done earlier. 
Caftr. 1do congratulate you both, and 
With plerity of joys dwell on you, 
Mer. Pleafe your excellence— 
Fhr, Your are too filent Sir;and apprebend 
To deeply what has paft, look on the prefent 
State of things, and then you fhall have caufe 
to 
Conform to the Dukes will. 
Gover. You fhall o’ereome. 
Caffr. 1s’t poftible ? 
Mer. Thefe Gentlemen, who to their ho- 
nor be’t mentioned, 
Were his cowards, and paid him tribute, tilt 
they found 
The commodity of fighting for their liberties 
Shall witnefs bis apoftacy, if he dare but 
Spit in defiance of this truth, 
Pira. ’Tis a miferable truth, but J am 
punifhed for’t already. 
Caftr. Asthe opinion of his courage 
Prefer’d him from a Corporal, his known 


For me. Ido feel the very breath 
} lent ir, return back, asif the fufpected 
I thould mifcarryinthe War, and keptit 
Warm, to doa miracle 
Upon me, and renew life. Shall I call thee 
My Bertoliza £ 
Bert. Not to be yours, now 
You have recovered fame wete to be loft 
For ever, be you fo juft,to 
Acknowledge me; or if your defpifle—-— 
Flor Not forthe wealth of Florence, were 
ic made ; 
The Worlds Exchequer, Divine Harmony 
Dwells on thy words Iam now created. 
Soranzo, why doft look upon my blifs 
With fach a melancholly brow? Thou haft 
Loftnothing; if thouenvieftme, letus, 
Diffee each other inftantly, that fhe 
May fee whofe heart doth belt deferve her. 
Bert. Goodnefs forbid! 
Sor. 1 am o’ercorite with both your Noble- 
nefs, , 
And Ifhould makemy memory fcorned, to 
With misfortune to your loves, You have 
Power o’er my life, as her vertues have oer 
My paffion. Witha free-foul I with 
All joy crown your Union, lam content 
To wear the Willow now. 


Enter Caftracagnio, Governor, Meruole, 
Ariotto, Lizara, Piracco. 


cowardife 
. : Degrades him from all offices in War. 
Cafir. The remnant of the common facti- | Take thou his Company. 
on Pira..1 befeech 
We have power tobanifh, be’e proclaim’d, Caffr. Come, noble Pair, your marriage 
that 


Shall be prefently folemnized. Fofcari 

Affure your felf, Pll labor to procure 

Your pardon of the mighty Duke of Florence. 

Now Ps/a put off thy mourning, 

And gather up thy drops of Blood again, 

That all may dance co th’Mufick of this Peace, 

Let Bridal tunes found high, now the Drums 
ceafe. i Exeunt omues 


The Town mutt now admit our Garifons, 
You, my Lord, muftto Florence, 
Gover Ufe your power. 
Caftr. You thall find it honorable, 
Bert. My Father ! 
Cafir. Florello, to thy valor our triumph is 
indebted. ; 


The 
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The Fair Favorite. 


The Perfons of the Play, 


King 
Philemo —— 
Radegond —~— 
Oramont 
‘ Amadore —— 
Thorello _—. 
Saladine 
Aleran — — 
Soldiers .—— 
Old Courtiers - 
Boy 


Quteen 


biwo Statefmen, 


Brother to Eumena. 
His Friend. 
A Travell’d Gentléman, 


Courtiers, 


Exumena ——— The Fair Favorite. 
Gartha ———  Eumena’s Waiting Woman. 


3 Court Ladies- 


ACT I SCENE I. 


Enter Saladine, Aleran, Thorello. 
. Aleran. A pee thou art now apretty , Ashe had lainin Penfion for’t at Pars. 


toy of ftate, 
Art $rown as Grave, and haft 
» , as greata fhare 

Of bufinefs in thy looks, as an old Legate 

Sent to a Land of Hereticks ; Ambaffadors 

Of Spain compar’d to thee, aremeer French 

pofts, 

Difpatch'd with love Letters from th’army to 

The Court. O, the excellency of travel ! 
Salad. Right, Aleras ! Mark, but how 

much it perfe@eth 

Your very Ape ; 

Ere he hath travel’d, alafs | What is he, 

Rude and unqualifi'd? but having once 

Seen Countreys, gone from Town to Town, 

he ftrait 

Accepts your Pippin, 

Kifling his Hairy hand, moft Monfieur like. 
‘Aler, Good Faith, and that is very much } 
Salad Nay more! He rides 

And manages your Englifh Maftiff (Sir) 


Thor. Signiors! You have very paflible 
wits 
O’th’ Queens fide here ? Sure they are em- 
ploy’d too, 
When part’clar pleafures have call’d afide 
The nobler fpirits, and left youneceffary 
Tothe Ladies, What! youread Alciods Eme 
blems 
To’em, and the Fables of e4/ip in 
Your elegant Mother tongue. 
Sal. O, ever Sir, uponiong Winter nights, 
Thor. And on my Confcience they believe 
thofe Tales 
For true, whilft you put off the old Morals, 
As fine new obfervations of your own. 
Sal. *Faith like enough, 
We have the pretti’ft things in Petty-coats. 
Sirrah | They’ll admfrethee, 
And ‘twill be beld a fov’raign fign of Suck, 
That thou and the King arrive here together 
Inone day; thou from thy trayels, he sere 
@ 
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Ee ee: 
The Wars, and the treafure of thy Court‘col- 
lections — 
In France, will be no lefs valucd. thea his, | 
ViGories on the Coaft of Sicily. 
Thor, Youth, and feecefS in yout Amouts 
hath made 
You as wanton, as Maids at midnight with 
their Lovers are. Flourifh. 
——Hark | The King, 
move, and borrow gravity, witle,. * 


Peter Phylenio, King, Radegond, 
Soldiers of his Train. 


Phyle. Yarrive fo early Sir, that.you' will 

find , 
The Queena fleep? If fhe can ever ret,» 
whofe careful fears, both for your fafery and 
Return, have leffen’d much Her healthy * 

Radeg, And this is worthy of your pity 


Sir, 
To find a Lady of her youth, 
So earneft to deftroy her beauty 
In feecking to deferve yout love. 
King, Advife ber Radegond to love melels. 
Radeg. Love you lefs; That were to kill 
her, Sir. 
King. Would thou couldtt help me to an- 
other heart ? eee 


Nature, allows but one, though toa King. eri | a 
“FE -Phe cheif of his Profeliion (a grand Courtier) 


And it were cruelty, not Kindnefs to 
Exact more love from that, then it can give. 


Enter Queen, and two Ladies, 


Phyle. See where fhe comes! Already fhe 
hath learn’d 
Youare arriv’d, the fpies of Love are fwift: 
Anduniverfal, as the Beams of Light. Look 
on 
Her Sir, with gracious eyes —— 
Queen. My joys are morethen1 canhide4 
For I . 
Have liv'd to fee my vows grow profperous. 
How hall we welcome you enough with praife, 
Since you have brought home peace, and fame, 
Left death 
And black difhonor with your enemies. 
King. Madam; | thank you as Loughe! 
How blefs’d 
Had we been, if he that made fach hatte to 


joyn 
Our hands, had-ftaid till he-had got the skill 
To joyn our hearts 2 But he was more a 
Statefman then 
A Prielt, and married Provinces, not us- 
Queen, Alafs\ Thisisa little fudden Sir! 
Tis like a Morn o’ercaft with Clouds, ere Men 
May fay the day doth break, ‘no fooner can 
1 boaft my joys of feeing you, ‘but! mutt 
Become your forrow, and 
My punifhment. How vainly dol with, 
That like your better Angel, leould wait 


About you {till, and be invifible to you, 
That I mightever ferve you Sir, 


And never be difcern’d. 


Kiag. Would you had all your withes 
(Madam) andT 
(If it were fit to ask’d of Heaven) had mine. 
But fince we are fo cruelly profcrib’d, 
Let's ftriveto mitigate our fufferings, 
By making full our vilits few, and fhort ; 
For we can never meet, but we muit mourn. 


- Aridyou are wife to know our forrows ill 


Become the triumphs of this day, 
Queen. Youare too quickly weary of our’ 
griefs, 


Tcoulderidure*em longer Sir, fo I 


| Mighctarry here : But ‘tis as hard for me 


To difobey your will, as hinder fate. 
King. Be kind then to your felf, you may 
‘poftefs 
That happinefsalone,, which we 
Together never canenjoy-——— 
Queen, The Peace, which by your valor you 
have brought 
Your people home, increafe within your 
Breit, 
And (as in War) fo may you prove victorious 
(Though at my charge ) in.all the love you 
make, “He leads her tothe door. 
Thor Look Saladine! The King may well 
beheld 


For I ne’er faw fo much Ceremony 
Wich fo little love. 
Salaa, \tis your new 
Court-Juftice now? They ever pay the want 
Of theiraffection to their Wives, with over- 
much 
Civility, but’tis in publick Sir, at home 
They think it too much pains. 
Kiag. Unarm me Radegond. 
And now, ¥ would thou couldi un-King me 
too? 
Radeg. Hov Sir? 
King. Phykanio, Tam fure, 
Thou doftnot love the King, had I 
No titleteft, I fhould have friends. Why mutt 
I ftruggte'then beneath this load. 
Piyle.. This melancholy Sir, is treafon 
*gaintt 
Your felf; andfuch, asif we durft, we would 
Rebuke. 
King. Of whatia falfe, 
And confuming compofitionam I made , 
Refolv'd by all moft abfolute , yet not 
So free, as he, that daily fights for food. 
Youare happy, for you are fubjects ftill. 
Radeg. Your fubjects Sir , and chat we 
jultly may 
Efteem our happinefs. 
King. O, you are wile, 
And conftintto your felves; had you butiany 
fhare 


Of love forme, you would un-King me fraic, 
And 
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a 
And then teach me a fudden way to beno 
-Monfter, - ? 

Phyle. A Monfter Sir! We underftand you 
not. 
King. WhatamT elfe, that ftill beneath 
Two Bodies groan; the Nacuraland the Poli- 
tick? 
By force compounded of moft diff'rent things, 
How wearifom, and how unlucky is 
The effence of a King, gentle , yet by 
Conftraint fevere ; jultin our Nature, yet 
We.mut diffemble ; our very Vertues are 
Taken from us, onely t’augment our fway ? 
Anes Your judgment is'too cruel of your 
elf. 
King. Inwhat’sour pitty, or our kindnefs 
more : . 
Exprefs’d,then when we father other’s crimes. 
Asif it were a great Prerogative 2 fl} 
Tomake the guilty fafe. Qur wealth ferves but 
To keep Mens hopesin pay ; onely happy 
When we can purchafe friends, becaule they 
fhare i 


And eafe the glorious torment of our power. , 


Enter Evmena aed Gartha. 


Phyle, The burden of your thoughts will’ 


now grow light, 


~ Behold the fair Exmena,Sit. . 
“King. Hail vertuous Maid! Why my Ex- 
ig 


mena, did > i 
i ftrive for Victories abroad, whenall_ 
My Conquefts there, could never recompence 
My abfencefrom that beauty which I left | 
At home. °Tis true, that 1 have done fuch 
deeds, | fu 
As Fame her felf thal! chufe, even for the laft 
Great {tory that maft fillher Book, The aged 
And the youn i 
Have had fufficient caufe to curfe thy coldnels 


In love , for hadft thou kept me here, they | 


fill «a'guoxd v 
Had been alive, \ >’ p08 yok 
Exme. Could my obedience pay 
The debt we ow your valor (Sir) thus 
Would kneel, till I grew old, fo long 
You fhould not know me when'l rife. 
ri), Set ooy py He takes her up. 
Mees Ezxmena, this becomes thee not ; for 
Ove! iiaap L249 
Hath made'us'equal, and how'poor a thing 
Is Majefty, compar’d to mighty love ? 
Enme,, The changes of my forcune, Sir, 
Have made me now fo.wife, Idare not truft 
Too much to happinefs, whofe danger comes 
From its excefs, thé joys you bring are fo 
xtream, they needs muft fuffer an allay. 


_ Already I have found it too ; foras 


I haftned hither to behold the true : 
Succefs of all my Horifons (your fafety and 
Return) I met beneath the Cypré/s fhade 
That borders hear the Garden Rivolet. 


Your peas ae Queen, but fad, and mourning 
ike ' 
A Virgin’at her lovers Tomb; even the 
(Thatis fo fair and good) lfaw 
Thus newly ruin’d by your frowns; 
King. The poor Hermit that nightly is 


'y  affur?d 


By vifions.in his fleep, fafting all day 

With zealous hope of nourifhment from Hea- 
ven. 

The young uripractis’d child; that hath not yet 

Out grown his native Innocence, hathskill 

To fhape difguifes for his thoughts, as much 

As, I cannot hide the anger of 

My grief, and.all th’obferving world, 

Can witnefS itis jut, though ''tis as fad 

A truth, thac theis guiltlefs of the canfe, - 

Eume. You make a brave confeftion Sir. 

Yet where 

There is no guile, your leaft unkindnef feems 

Too great a punifhment. 

King. Butt haveheard, during my fored 
Unwilling abfence from thee, in this laft 
Steilian War, the us'dthy tenderness , 

Asif her jealoufie had practis’da 


| Revenge in Envy of my noble Love, 


Eume. Forgive my anger Sir; : 
They are as falfe,as Men that cheaply fwear 


'| For hire ; whothus have wrong’d your royal 


Ear 
With forged whifpers ; indulbhope to win 


_| My favor by officious wicked courtefie, 


_ King. Thowart fo full of rath, I mutt 
Believe thee *giinft thy fel, Go Radegond 
And let the Queen know Iam penitent ; 
Fall at her feet, and figh in my behalf, 
Until thou findft my pardon in her eyes. 
1.7 Exennt King, Eumena, 
Radegond, Phyleno. 
Thor, Gentlemen, may aman without fut- 
pition | 
Of treafon, thinka little odly of the King, 
Having a vertuous Lady to his wife, 
Mult he needs get a Miltrefs? But yow’ll fay 
This Mittrefs is furpafling vertuous too. 
Let that be granted ; yer: 
Salad. Wifclofe your meaning Sir ? 
Thor, Faith Saladine, 1 meantoask, Why 
he ti sgl blot 
Allows his wife the leffer fhare of’s heart, 
Or rather none at all. ’Tis fucha royal 
Ridle ? Well, che Devil is in’t, and I 
Suppofeat lea{t ten Devils more; for lef 
(Signiors) cannot duffice this‘Court. 
Salad. Thorello, thouart a right traveller, 
Anold acquaintance in every Town 
Abroad, and:anew {tranger {tillat home. 
Aler. Inftruéohim , *tis.araw youth, but 
he will learn, 
Salad. Long ere our King ‘was marry’d 
know he was . 
Moft fervently inlove with fair. Eamena, 
And yet our Polititians to joyn Orramtoto 
Mnmm His 


The Fair Favorite. = 


go 


His Crown (which Neighb’ring Province was 
the Dower wi 


Of cue fad Queen) did force him to this. 


Match. 
Thor. Could he be wrought to wed a Prin- 
cefs for 


Dull humane ends, when’s love was formerly 
Engag’d. Where are the old Arcadian lovers? 


Aler. Why? In their Graves, where they 
fleep quietly. 
Thor. Had I but onee made love, though 
toa poor 
Inheritrix of thirteen Piltolets a year, 
The Queen Dowager of China fhould not 
Remove my fute, Signior, I pray proceed, 
a I foon fhall vindicate the King, for 
(Sir 
Thefe fubrle managers of his affairs, before 


They treated with him for the Queen, fur- 


& 


is'd 
Eumena from his fight ; proclaim’d her dead, 
And more to cozen his belief, did celebrate 
Her Funerals with much folemnity 
Through Nepleshere. Ewmenaall thistime 
Clofely immur'd, fome two years after they 
Did work his forrows to give way unto 
Neceflities of ftate, fo perfected 
This marriage with the Queen. 
Thor. And during this Eamena ne’er was 
heard of. 
Salad. She was moft carefully conceald, 
andat 
The Nuptial Feaft prefented to his fight. 
Thor. So fuddenly retriev'd ! 
Salad, Your Polititians 
Have ever more ataint.of vanity, 
As hatfty ftill to thow, and boatta Plot, 
As they are greedy Co contriv’t; but he 
Requites the falfhood of their care with banifh- 
ment. 
Though matry'd, yet refus’d to Bed the 
neen, 5 
And to Exmena firait renews hislove, 
Thor. You have untied the knot, 
Salad, *Yis a full Court, 
Let’s haften to the Privy Gallery, 
And whifperthere awhile ; for fo 
We may be ta’en for Cabinet Statefmen, - 
And at leaft be held fecret, if not wife. 
Exeunt, 


Enter Oramont and Gartha. 
Gar. My fate will meet much danger in de- 


lay, 
I gave my Lady this (Sir) in her ear, 
But the reply’d, I’m bufie with the King.« 
Ora. Hah! Bulie with the King, that founds 
not well! 
Go back ! Say my affair concerns her life. 
Gar. Ywillattempt totellher fo. Exit. 
Ora. She is become the peoples fecret fcorn, 
Yet from the earlieft dawning of her eyes, 


1S a oes ee 
From the firft budding of her beauty fhe. 


Was bred , withal thofe bafhful fears that = 


guard 
A Virgins innocence ; but who canbe 
Secure inCourt, where every tempter 
Looks fo full of power, 
Asif he could forgive more crimes 
Then’s leifure fuffers him toa&, and not 
To yield to Kings defires (although unjuft) 
Is difobedience here, not vertue ftil’d. 
His meffage makes me wonder, yetif 
There were no other caufe of fear, but guilt, 
| fhould enough of courage find, to dare 
All danger, but what comes from Heaven. 


Enter Eumena, 


Ora, Can you find nothing (Lady) 
In this face, that may direct 
You to remember it. ; 
Eume, My Brother Oramont ! That youare 
he appears too unprepar’d 
Atruth, tobe fo fuddenly believ’d. 
He freps a little back: 
Do not diftruft my joys, becaufe they come 
In tears thus through mine eyes, from whence 
our griefs 
Spring forth. My heart, 
too narrow, 
ould fally out the felffame way to meet 


were not the gates 


ou. 
ap det, fhe a ftock of tears for joys, and 
fuch 9, 
A debt of them to pay unto her fins, 
’Twere ealier to believe her innocent. 
Enme. Why feem.you foreferv’d? Why 
will you wear 
A gravity, that doth as ill become 
This meeting as your years? 
Ora. Jama prifoner, 
Though for alittle fpace my bonds are off, 
Eume. How Oramont ! 
Ora. The King hath brought 
Home viGory from the Sicilias War. 
But our attempt upon the Tx/can Camp, 


Was bloodily repuls’d. - 


Eume. This he hath heard, 
Yet’tis a lofs he mentions with neglect; 
For hisintelligence believ’d you fafe, 


|} And marching bither with’s remaining 


Troops. 
Ora. Famelike a cunning Faulcon falfifies 
Her flight. Know by the treafon of our Scouts 
Iwas furpris’d, weakned with many wounds; 
Thofe pitious Heaven, hath favor’d with a 
_ happy cure, 
But th’avaricious enemy impos’d 
Upon my liberty, the ranfom of . 
Two hundred thoufand Crowns ; the value 
> was 
No lefs, they laid upon my gen’rous faith, 
Since they have truited me to vifit thus 
My native foil, and ta’enmy word 


For 
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For my réturn, within the circuit of . 
One Moon, or elfe to pay that mighty fum. 
Eume. Tis a mighty fam indeed | 
Ora. Such (filter) as our Anceftors ne’er 
knew 4 
But by report ; nor can think they would 
Have laid fo vafte a rate, on worthlefs me; 


Had they not heard your greatnefs here in 


Court. 
Eume. Can fucha trivial grief as this, con- 
tract 
Thofe wrincles on your brow, and make you 
old 
Ere time hath perfe@ed your youth, would 


the 
Had doabled what they have impos’d, that I 
Might yield a worthier tryal of my love. 
Ora. Eumena, do youknow what you de- 
fire ——- °. 
Eume. Here Sir, take this. Ic doth con- 
tain in Jewels, 
She reaches a Cabinet. 
Enough to ranfome youaseft, as Fortune can 
Betray you tothe Fo: Takeit, and pay 
Thofe Fools of Tx/cany, that had not skill 
Tolay a greater price On Oramont. 
You are my Brother Sir, a title which 
Includes all that my judging love calls wealth. 
Ora. Are you fo rich! Exmena you have 
found _ He takes the Cabinet. 
A bounteous Mafter of the King, I dare 
Not call him yet your lover, that would 
wound Pea Uy 
My ear as much as yours, although I know 


' A Maidens tendernefs is truck, even with 


The niceft injury of words. 


Eume. But were the King alover (Sir) Ican 


Not think that word would injure me. 

- Ora, Are you fo well 

Refolv’d? Take heed frail Maid, And Hea- 
ven! Takeheed . 

Of me. ‘If ever yet her Blood hath been 

Defil’d, make choice of one that isno kin 


~ Une he purer part of it, to let 
Oat'the impure, I would not punith her, 


 Eume, What mean you Oramonat ? How 
were I blefs’d, i 
Could I no more refent thofe cruel words 


Then Heaven, .to whom you utter them in 


vain, 
Ora. Take back your precious trifles, and 
repent , 
Your treafure is fo ftrangely sot; that tis not 
fit 
For noble minds to nfe it, though they want, 
Evme. Strike me with ftupid dulnefs you 
kind powers, ' 
That in exceflive wonder I may fail 
To underftand the meaning of his fpeech, 
Ora. Away: O flie! fly from the Court, 
thou young 
And filly Sophifter in Arts of State, 
The Favorites of Kings are chofen but 
Toown, and wear their Matters worfer fins; 
And whata load thou wilt betaught to bear, 
When his (opprefling thee) muft needs be laid 
Upon as great a burden of. thine own, 

Eume, Thou cruel, and fufpitious Oramont, 
Whither isall thy vertue gone? Ine’er 
Believ’d, I could be angry until now, 

My heart rebels within my Breit, and chides 
me = 

For every tear I fhed, as if on thee 

My pitty. were mifpent ; yet ’canfe thou wert 

My Brother once, I would not have it faid 

I left rheein captivity, Procure 

Thy freedom with this wealth—- For mifery 

Doth feldom mend , but makes the wicked 
wore. 

Ora. Urather will return, my bonds 
Still wear, as gaudy Bracelets on my Writts, 
Ina dark Dungeon fic, there mourn thylofs, 
‘And curfe that treacherous fate, which firkt 

did bring. : . 
Thy lucklefs Beauty to the tempting King, 
Exeunt. 


Aspe USsG EEN. Boyd. 


Enter Oramont, Thorello, Saladine, avd Aleran, 


Ou cah inftru& me Sir, I 
have a fuit 

Unto the King, and would 
attend where I 


Ovramont. 


_ May ftand within the level of his eye. 
_.° Take’s he this way,in’s paflage from the Park ? 


Thor. *Tis not in’s pow’r tfavoid you Sir, 
-if you . 
Stay here, but in our judgments, that have 


Sy Bt #2 
The bold ambition to be ftil’d your friends , 
> Twere fitter (noble Orament) men of 


u 


Your early vertue, and ftill growing worth, 
Should have the fortune rather to command, 
Then wait among the common croud. 

Ora, You grace me with your kind opinion 

Sir; 
But we mutt reft contented with our Stars. 
Could we attain the pow’r to pick and chufe 
ich’ Firmament ; he that created them 
Andus, wouldlofe his eminence on Earth, 
For we fhould make a God of ev’ry. poor A- 
ftronomer. 
Salad. ’Vis Piety to with 


Mmmm 2 You'ld 


Q2 


You'ld throw your cloudy forrows off ,. and 
not 
Affect to wear your vertues inthe dark, 
Aler, My Lord,we need you herein Court, 
and are | Behn 
Not ignorant, that you may make what choice 
You pleafe in your defires, 
Ora. Alafs, I want 
The skill how co grow great, the patience to 
Permit thofe wrongs, which they that rite 
Mutt not alone endure, but praile. 
T horello, you have travel'd long, d’ye find 
No change i’th’ Court, fince your return ¢ 
Thor. Faith Sir, not much, now, 4s before, 
__ the fteps . 
To high command (like fuch as up to Steeples 
reach) 
Are worna little with the num‘rous tred 
Of fools, that climb to gaze uponthe top. 
Therefore, ’tis harder to afcend, then if 
The number of thofe men that prefs to rife 
Were few; but’tis the fame way fll, though 
(As I faid) the ftepsmuft be uneafie, caufe 
Th’are overworn. ‘ 
Ora. 1 want good parts; my head’s to 
light ¢’afcend, 
Salad, QO take’t on my experience Sir, you 
fhould 


Not load your fhoulders with a weighty head- | 


‘piece, when 
You mean to mount, the greateft will be 
thought ‘ 
The wifeft ftill: Therefore they feldom Jend 
A band, to lift a wifer then themfelves. 
Belidesa little head may weigh ertough, 
When cozening Fortune holds the Scale , 
which the 
Hath ever done in Court, 
Thor. Little intelligences of little things, — 
Will ferve for univerfal knowledge here , 
If whifper’d often with a travel’d face, 
Aler, And then, an inward fafe content 
we all 
Injoy, fince every one believes he hath 
Enough to be above, others , *caufe-he hath 
learn’d 
How co contemn’em. 
Thor, Nor is 
There danger Sir, in enemies , for though 
Each [able feeds a fev ral faction here, 
Where they defpife che abfent ftill as heartily, 
Asthey doeat; yet in the Prefence-Chamber 
The Oppofites can fmile, laugh, and embrace 
Like Neighbors, that were newly met 
Upona Foreign Coatt. 
Ora. Your obferyations much encourage 
me. 
The King ! I pray remove a while. 


: The Far bats. 


—_~ 


—— reer errors 
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Enter King, Phylenio, and Radegond. 


Kiog. Isthat young Oramont ? 
Radeg. It is: Andi believe he means t’ad- 
—. drefs 
Himfelf to your compafiion Sir. 
Phyle, He wears bis troubles handfomely. 
King. Leayeus, and bid the reft avoid the 
place. Exeunt. 


~ Manent King, Qramont, ~ 


Come hither Oramont, you carry in 

Your looksa difcontent, which fhews not grief 
Alone, butangertoo. Ifhalladmire «+ 

Your courage, if it points at me. 

Ora. Farbe ir from that bumble low degree 
Inwhichmy dury ranksmewith 
My King, that | fhould cherith grief tillir 
Grow up to anger Sir; fol mighttura 
The vertwe of chat forrow into fin, eid: 

King. Young Soldier, you are ftrangely 

wife, and have 
Already gotthe providence, not to 
Bn your congue betray your thoughts; 
ut I 
Am pleas’d when you are fafe; if your 
Attendance here imply a fuit, give it a name. 
Ora. *Tis call’d my Ranfom, Sir; a debe 
Which Fortune, not my Error, rhrows.on 
ou. 
J iotbaee precious Liberty on an 
Unlucky day, when ] wasadtive in 
Your fervice, and ’tis juft you now redeem’s. 
King. Be taught the arcof thriving in the 
Court ; 
Referve my favor fora higher ufe, althongh 
This tax upon your Liberty be large, 
My bounty may exceed it far ; which I would 
keep 
To make youwealthy, not your enemies. 
Ora. | value freedom Sir, above ali wealth, 
King. Do fox But let your fifter purchafe 
it. 
Such kindnefs to a Brother, may advance 
Her nature much to popular efteem; 
Which J endeavor, for I love her well. 

Ora. °C were better fhe had lov'd her felf. 

King. Hah! Give me your meaning ! 

Ora. It isnot worth your taking , and I 

think 
My fifters treafure of lefs value then 
My thoughts. *Lafs | How fhould the get 
‘riches, Sir? 

King. Doft doubt I am not lib’ral where I 

love ? 

Ora, \t were alafting happinefs for her, 

If my fufpitionsdid no more concern 
Your love, then liberality. 

King, Away thou jealous fool. 

Ora. My Honor is engag’d for payment of 
Two hundred thoufand Crowns, or to refign 
My felf, toeverlafting bonds. Shall I 
Return ? 

King. 


— ea 
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King. Thy honor Oramont is forfeited 
“Already in thy jealoufie. If thou 
Hatt any valor left, return and die. Exit. 
Ora. What flrange divinity is that, which 
guards 
Thefe Kings (the lawful terrors of mankind) 
Respe shen as fafe from punifhmenct, when 
they 
Oporefs the tame and good, asit fecures 
Them from the treachery of the fierce, and 
bad. 
Be fafe then (cruel Monarch) fince fill hid 
Within thy dark prerogative, which is 
Divine indeed : For ’tis moft fear’d, becaufe 
Ie leaft is underftood, I will fabmit 
Unto my bonds, and keep my honor free. 


Enter Amadore difeuisd, with a 
Warrant feal'd, 


Amad. Health and renown to Oramont ! 


Ora. You greet me with a lib’ral with , 


your hafte 
Would be confider’d too, next to your love. 
Amad. Inthy purfuit I have been {wift 
As falling Torrents, or th’ Arabian from 
A Battel loft; the Tx{ca»Gen’rals fon 


(Young Amadore) falutes thee from his heart ; | 


And thus prefents thy freedom fign’d —— 
Gives a Paper Seal’d. 
By’s Fathers hand ; thy Ranfom is forgiven. 
Ora. Though Amadore be noble, and be- 
ftow’d 
His courteous vifits on me, when my wounds 
Were large, “and I was hopelefs,of their cure ; 
Yet this is fuch a wondrous bounty, as 
Requires as much of faith to make itbe 
Believ’d, as gratitude to fee it paid. 


Amad, Take thy affurance, and thy friend | 


together, Pulls off his aifguife, 
andembraces him. 
Ora. The Roman race of Men, fure is not 
yet f 
Extind@ in Jtaly,.1 hold within . 
Mine arms, the Heir, and never fading Branch 


O’th’ nobleft ftock. Make me as worthy | 


(Heaven) 
As Tamglad for what] have receiv'd. 
Amad, Couldft thou believe | would per- 
mit foft fleep 
To hover o’er my Fathers eyes, till he 
Had feal’d thy Liberty. Alafs! Why fhould 
The valiant, to the valiant, be unkind, 
Purfuing anger more then cruel Beatts : 
For in their hungry quarrels they infli@ 
No bondage, Boas th’are weary to devour. 
Ora. U have more happinefs, then I can 
well 
Contain, unlefsI wafte it in a boaft; 
For now I fhall ndt need to be oblig’d 
Unto my Sifter, or the King, 
Amad. \n mighty minds, the pleafure’s 
more fublime 


a 
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’ | To give, then to poflefs, freely like Clouds 


That uninvited fill their treafure thed 
In plenteous fhowers. 
Oramont draws his Sword. 

Ora. Joynnow thy noble hand 
To mine, and let us vow a friendthi Phere, 
Note lang then our felves 5 for that may 

ive 
With our immortal parts. Danger,henceforth 
Be it in vertuous glory, or in jut 
Revenge, we equally will thare. 

Amad. Xt isconfirm’d. 
They kifs the Hilts. 
I fhall not need to ferve you ee e (a 

For this Commiftion will authorife me 

Here to refide in Treaty from 

The Army, and the 7: ufcan State, 

Ora. *Twas luckily contriv’d, 

Fair Favorite ; my Sifter in thy name, 

Not blood, take heed, although 
| Intrench’di’th’ arms of the lafcivious King 

The windy tempeft doth begin tofwell, — 
| The Taper of thy life, now I have joyn’d 
The fury of anothers breath to mine, 
| Muft'beblown out, unlefs it clearer thine. 
Exeunt, 


Enter Queen, Thorello, Saladine. 


Queen. Savt you the King fo harth to gras 

mont. . 
Ther. If *twere no error in my loyalty 
| To cenfure him, I fhould profefs he was 
More rigid, then became his nature in 
The firft encounter of a fervant, fo 
Approv’d by general confent. « 

Lueen. Indeed, though’s lat faccefs i’th® 

Tafcan War 

Shews him unfortunate, yet be hath gain’d 
_Fame from his enemies, and hath more fame 
Then ufually belongs unto his years, 

Salad, Moftcertain, Madam, ’tis an envy’d 

truch 
That’s Fame wears many Wings upon her feet,» 
For fhe hath much out-gone his time. 
ween. Did he refufe to Ranfomhim, as if 

He grounded his denial on the laft 
Defeat? 

Thor. We {tood not inthe reach of their 
Difcourfe, but that it was deny'd, we both 
Are wellaffur’d, and have fome caufe to fear, 


| That Oramont looks on his. Sifter with 


Sufpitious es e3, 
Queen. Such doubts are dangerous , 


| Try if you fingly can get him hither, 
Igladly would confer with him alone. 


Thor. Let's haftento the Tarras walk, 
Exennt Thorello, Saladine. 
Queen. How greedily at Court, knowledge 
doth ftill 
On others fecrets feed, though ’tis too falle, 


Too nice anourifhmenr, and fhews her appe- 


tite 
Not 


7% 


Not found, for fhe is weary ftrait of what 
She haftily devourd. Alafs! What need 
My knowledge tafe anothers private grief, 
When fecret forrowis her daily food ? 

But here each man his forward duty pays 

In needlefs whifpers to his Prince, and chinks 
He merits by revealing what he fhould — 
Conceal -—. 


Enter Oramont. 


Ora, O cruel King | How could thou 
wrong ¢ 
Such vertue, and fuch beauty too? Were it 
My crime, Angels, and Men might lagh, 
when they’ 
Should hear my 
tax d 
For want of fic compaflion— ; 
Queen, He brings hisfifters eyes! Their 
influence 
(I hope) will not fo fatal prove to me. 

Ora. 1 am commanded to attend your 

_. Grace. 

Queen. Sir, though mine own calamities 

ftand in . 
Continual ufe of pity and redrefs, 
Yet i neglect them now to comfort you. © - 

Ora. Madam, fuch holy kindnefs can but 

add 
To my undoing ; for you then will lay 
Too great a debt upon the confcience of 
The pvor. 

Queen, The King (fad Ordmont) is much 
To blame, but we like good Phyfitians mutt 
Forbear to make our Medicines violent, 

And not apply them, whillt his Feaver holds 
The raging fic. 

Ora, Youwifely 

My patience, but 
. doubt 
My loyalty. : . 

Aycen. You mutt take cate of both; 

+ And that youmay perceive how gladly I 
Would have you profperous, will difpatch 
Urfelli Rrait to Venice, and difcharge 


groans in Hell; yet notbe 


may fufpert 
fhall ne’er have caufe ro 


The Fair Favorite. 


\ 


Your Ranfom’,’ from that Bank my Father 


eft, 
Protected by the Senate for my ufe. 
ora. Can there be ftill fach goodnefs in 
the Sex, 
And yet Eumena falfe, Thus on my knee 
I pay my wonder, and my gratitude, 
Tis for a bounty that can ne’er be equal’d, till 
Your felf fhall find another in diftrets. 
Qucen. Rife Sir, and fetch Urfelli hither. 
Ora. No Beauteous’ Excellence, this yet 
reftores 
Me to fome kind opinion of my Stars, 
1 fhall not need to ufe your Princely gift, 
Till I grow worthiet to receiv’ : This da 
My Ranfom was releas’d, and {ent me from 
The Tucan General, 


esata, ea A 
Queen. Thy joysare newly budding, Ora- 
mont, 
But time will quickly make them ripe, tell me, 
(And by thy love to truth) canit thou receive 
Such bleflings froma cruel encmy, 
And to thy fifter be unkind. 
Ova. Madam, it feems you 
it would more help 
The quiet of your fleeps, if you difmifs’d 
Your thoughts, and could beignorant 
In others ills, 2s Heavenis of your own, 
Tis fucha with, (if not too vainly made) 
As T would covet for my felf. 
Queen, The King, and then your Sifter, O- 
rameont ; 
Two bonds upon your duty, and your love, 
Which you muft never forfeit Sir ; nor can 
They e’er be cancel’d , but by nature, when 


know too much, 


» 
Var 
; 
‘t 
. 
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Fa ea 


you die. q 
Ora. Good night unto your Grace, may it 3 
be long " 
Ere thAngels, call you hence ; were fuch a . 
great 


Example of fiir virtue gone, what would 
Become of your remaining Sex ? af 
Queen. *Lafs | 1 perceive no words, al- 
thongh contriv’d rp 
In charms, can foonallay the mutiny 
Of thoughts: I'll ceafe to trouble you in vain, 
Yet be affur’d, thacI believe thofe doubts 
(Upon your Sifter urg’d) as much 
Injurious unto her, asthey will prove . 
Unfafeto you, good night unhappy Oramont. | 
te ‘Exit. 
Ora. How have they fool’d this righteous 
Lady ito.” 
Afimple, felf-abufing Faith ! That fhe 
Forgives with credulous confent, the arts 
And falfhood of her Rivals love, nolefs 
Infpires my rage, thendoth her beauty or 
Her bountedus heart, though my revenge 
were dull, 
And fuch as noble Juftice could not move, 
-Twould now take fiery motion from my love. ( 
Exit. ‘ 


MW 


Enter Evmena, under a Canopy. Boy 
that fings: ATaper and Book, 
Cabinet, Cufbionet. 7 


Enme. Sing me that aie Renaldo fent to , 

Grittiline, Aide . 

Itisa Songof Jealoufie. 
The Song, which ended. 


Enter Gartha with a Letter. 


Gartha, in Errands you are ever flow ! 
Were but your feet as nimble as your tongue, 
My bufinels would have quick difpatch. 
Gar» Madam, we have been laughing and 
fhreeking * cj 
In the Lobby. 
Eume. Shreecking! At what? 
Gar. 


The Fair ey 


Gar. At Cavaliers 
That ftart upon us in the dark, like Tumblers 
in 

A Warren at their Game, your Ladifhip 

Will fpoil your felf with melancholly Songs 

~ And Books ; you'll grow as graye as anold 
Abbefs ? 

Eume. Y?are very pleafant, What Letter’s 
that ? 

Gar. The Queen hath fent it to your Ladi- 
thi 


epake A Letter from the Queen! It is her 
Character ! 
Reads. Your Brother Oramowe is free, his 
enemies 
Releas’d him; ifthen — 
His foes find him fo worthy of 
Their care, why fhould you want the pow’r to 
raife him 
With the King? He hatha great 
And daring heart, with ( Zamena) 
It were as little vex’d, and troubled at 
Your loves, as mine hath been—. Go gentle 
youth, Exit Boy. 
Gar. Why, Madam, do you weep? 
Exnme. 1 prethee Gartha leave me too, | 
fhall 
Have company enough, though left but with 
my thoughts. Exit Gartha, 
In all thofe Tragick Tales (of which, (Loves 
Hiftory | © 
Is full) mo Virgin can be found, whofe fate 
May equalmine, I am belov’d, where I 
Not dare to love, and yet not dare to hate, 
Fore’d to do wrong, yet I not guilty of 
The doing of it, and ’gainft a Queen, 
Whofe goodnefs works in fuch extreams, as it 
Betrays her own felicity, that ic 
May add a fafe continuance to mine. 


Enter King. 


King. Light of my Soul, my Hearts re- 
firied part, 
“Of which, my better thoughts are form’d ! 
Why doft , 
Thou weep? why like Diftilling Rofes watte , 
Diffolving thus thy fweetnefs to a Dew ? 
Evumena, {peak | 
Exume. Give me your leave 
To be offended Sir. Can you that caufe 
My forrows, wonder at mytears?. Why will 
Youforce your vifits on meinthe nights - 
Sufpitious hours? making your Kingly pow’r 
Shew tyrannous, where you would feem mott 
kind, 
Difcolouring the beauty of my Fame, 
Till fhe turn black, and all che ftrictly chafte, 
Gaze on ker now with pity, and with fear? 
King. Who is’t hath frighted thus thy In- 
nocence ? 
akes thee entertain my vertuous love 
And mm’roufly 2 
Thus tj 
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Emue. *Tis equal fure 
Tohave no Honor, and to have the World 
Believe that it is loft. Honor’s a rich, 
A gloriousupper Veftment, which we wear 
To pleafe the lookers on, as well as to 
Delight our felves. 
King» Honor’sa word, the iffue of the 
voice, 
Eume. The voice, Sir, was ordain’d to fa- 
tsfie 
And fill the ears of others, not our own. 
King. Where isthe courage of thy vertue 
fled P 
When valiant with thine own integrity, 
Thou didft refolve to flight opinion, as 
The vulgar doom. Oft haft thou faid, Honor 
Doth dwell wichin, and cannot live abroad. 
For like extracted {pirits, in 
A Viol fhut, it keeps its vigor whil’{t 
Tis clofe retain’d ; but when difpers’d and 
__ mix’d 
With open air,the vertue fo evaporates, } 
That all its value is for ever loft. 
Enme. O that the World coud be in- 
ftructed thus ! 
But the fevere mi{take on Womens honors 
Mutt laft like other herefies, andbe ‘ 
Too ftrong for Truth, or Reafons force, bes 
caufe 
Tis popular and old. 
King. Weall delight 
In fair well-looking Fame, but fhould we drefs 
Her face in every various Glafs, which fond 
Opinion makes ; the World would quarrel 
{trait, 
For fev’ral judgments of her fhape, and fhe 
As feldom gain the publick vote, as ours. 
Exme. 1 feel amutiny within my Brett, 
But why fhould others thoughts diforder mine? 
King. Neglect thofe cruel men that in- 
jure thee 
With doubts, and takea pitious care of me. 
Suttain thatlove, whofe diet is thy looks, 
If banifh’d from thy fight, ’twould ftarve for 
Want of nourifhment. Love is a mighty Prince, 
And keeps his Revels, when the Sunis hid. 
Shouldft thou in fullen fear of jealous fools, 
Forbid great Love thefe vifits in the nighr, 
It might be faid, Thou but penurioufly 
Dott feed that Monarch, whom thou ought’ft 
to featt. 
Eume. No more: I will refign my forrow 
(Sir) 
To thofe that are poffeft, with guilt enough 
Stillto maintain, and make it laft : 
And were it not an injury to her, 
That claims by facred Rites, a title to 
Your heart, [could noreafily refrain 
From wifhing I might, meet your love with 
equal flame. 
King. Letme forget Iam confin’d, at leaft, 
Not hear it from thy congue ; ’twere cruel 
when, 
Thou 
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Thou feeft a captive in hisfleep, to fhake 


His Chains’; he would be more tormented 
with : 


That noile, then withtheir weight, Odo noc, ainfu 
. | With fafer eyes out-look the flaring World: 
Thou cant not love | 1. rather will beguilé. 


fay 


My hopes} foridly ‘believing what. I dare» 

Not doubt. . 

» Eume. VMhall forget the rigor of my fate, 

Remembring yours ; and fend my pity forth 

To call chofe forrows back, which I too haftily 

Difmifs’d, 

Kiag. So thou wilt kill; whom thou doft 

firive> >: . 

To cure, toBed my beauteous Favorite, 

And when thou wak’{ft:the watchful morn 
(taught by 

The luftre of thine eyes) will learn firft to 

Begin, then perfect day 5 fhe through the 

too }nights), , . 

Dark clouds muft break, thouthrough the 
mifts of, Sutot’s breath, oy 

Who wait in throngs, upon thy Regal pow’r, 

For theiz tedrefs. 


ACT III. 


Enter Oramont, Amadore. 


Amadore.%, J Fichour, the ufe of my 
Ly _Commiffion, Sir, 
The courteous Radegond 


procur’d me from 
The King, ,a Licence for my tay, 
Which J believe may laft, as long as you 
Shall chink my fervice fit for your command, 
Ora. Inthis difeafe of griefithat poyfonsall 
My blood, and ftrives to taint my heart, no 
help. ; 
From feo could keep me living Amadore, 
But the moft precious cordialof thy love. 
Ama, 1with (Sir) you would {top the cur 
rent of 
Your doubts, unlefs you. were provok’d by 
More receiv’d authority, then Mens reports : 
Two of the Jeffer whifperers, that rule 
Butat a diftarice.’bout the King, 
To make a friendfhip with you, have this 
morn 
Reveal’d all others fecrets to you, and their 
own. *|: 
Ora. They've overcharg’d mine ear; were 
Ito meet... (ha 
Them now, I would be deaf. 


Ama. Gould they difcover ought that will 


es dered a1 
Your filter by fuch reafons, as her friends 
iult needs allow, as well as enemies, 


Ora. Laftnight the King rth’ dark, andun-- 


attended too, 


The Fair Favorite. 


Stole ro her Chamber, where ke ftaid until 


re ‘~ ——— 


 Eume. Let me refign your favor, Sir, 
Though to be Mighty, isa juft defire in all 
That covet to do good , yet you may place 
Thar painful office, ori thofe that can 


Kiag.: Exmena to: Could every one that 
. carelefs fits dhe 
On his high Throne, depute ‘his pow'r 
Where it might mingle with fuch innocence, 
Monarchal fway would be belov’d: For ‘tis - 
Our worft miftake, to think the Arts of Go- 
» vernment . — 
So hard , fince a perfection in the skill 
To rule, is lefs requir’d then perfed will. 
Exme. The envious watte the night, ob- 
fervingus, : 
Let usdepart, though onely to become 
So good; asnotto hinder (Sir) 
Our very enemies from reft. 
King. To Bed, to Bed! 
And whiff in gentle dreams (che fweets of 
fleep ) ae ; 
Thy heart doth revel, mine, the watch fhall 
. keep. Exeunt. 


j 


SCENE L 


The morn did feem moft bathfully toblufh 
In’s face, but then feturn’d to his own Bed, 


| As fecretly, and {ingle as before. 


Awa. Unlefs your judgment be fevere and 
nice, 
What can it urge from this ? ” 

Ora. Enough to caufe thee hate her too, 
when thou ‘ , 
Shalt read thofe Coments which obfervers 

make, 
His fecret vifits, and his favorsto her 
Have perfected fo much the fuffrings of 
The Queen, as now, that Patience, which. 
Before was but neceffitoufly kind, is grown 
Mok willingly devoiir, 
Ama. ’Tis {trange to me} 

Ora. Sir, though affliGion at the firft, doudk 
vex >! 
Molt vertuous natures, fromthe fence, that ‘tis 
Unjuftly laid ; yet wher th’amazement which 
That new pain: brings, is worn away, they then 
Embrace opprefiion ftrait, with fuch 

Obedient chearfulnefs, as if it came 

From Heaven, not Men, Hi 
Ama: The Queen is'then refolv’d? " 
Ora. Mott Rricly Sit’; “jult now fhe did 


imiplore - - 
My aid to that effect, 
0) OUT <A foot within. 
Ama, What noife is that? eats 
Ore: 


a The Fair Favorite. 


Ora. My glorious Sifter comes abroad to day | ’Tis held coo fharp af vids 


Vly frefh and early breathing of the morn , 
She airs her finful beauty in thefe walks, 

It feems a croud of Slaves, whom in her pride 
And bounteousoftentation, fhe redeem’d 
From Turkifs chains, falute her in 


Her paflage hither, let’s haften from her fight. 


Exeunt, 


~ 


Enter Eumena, Gartha, Ladies, Phylenio,. 


Radegond, Saladine; Thorello, Aleran, 
Old Courtiers, Captain, and Suitors with 
Petitions. 


Eume. Yond’ Slaves, aretheyof Corfica, 

orthofe ; 

Of Maltha, whichI bought from the Gallies 
of Argiers? 


Radeg. Of Afaltha (Madam) whom you 


laft redeem’d. . 
Exzme. Go back, andlet the Provolt know, 
they muft 


Be cloath’d, and bid my Auditor give 


Them a thoufand Crowns, but pray 

Prevent their loud return of thanks, 

; Exit anold Courtier. 
Radeg. Madam, | beg your goodnefs would 

procure 

The Genoneffe emay be difmifs’d without 

A Tax upon his Goods ;' you will oblige 

A noble family. 
Eume. It fhall be done. 
Phyle. The Treafurer o’th’ Cuftoms doth 


prefent 
His humble fuit unto your gracious care, and 
hopes . 


The Pattent for the place, may be renew'd. 

__ Exnme. My Lord,he hath too haftily enlarg’d 
His Lands : He toils, and reckons for the King, 
But gathers for himfelf, 1 dare not mov’t. 

, Sal, The Abbot of Cajeta (Madam) fends 
His Brother here, to be protected by 
Your favor, in his firft requeft, 

He prefents a Suitor to her. 
. Eame. Tknow your bufinefs, Sir, 


_ The Chancellor of Cuma’sdead ; and for 


Regard unto your Brothers Piety, 
Vil {trive you may fucceed in that command. 
Other Sxitors prefent Petitions, 
You Sir, have got the common hope to help 
An evil caufe with importunity : | 
Pray trouble me no more. —-— 
Thor, This (Madam) is a Captain of Px- 
teolt, 
A modeft and a valiant Man ; he fues 
For his arrears fince the laft War. 
Eume. \ fhalt deferye his ttuft, and fee it 
paid, Exeunt all but Saladine, 
Thorello, Aleran. 
Thor. Here Gallants, you muft make a 
ftop ; for fill 
‘The Privy Lodging doors are fhur, to wit, 
Greatnefs doth Jove’t, at diftance, but not neer, 
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Sal, How lovingly 
Yon Brace of Lords, hug, and confent before 
The publick’Face,as they were Twins, and now 
(Grown old) would both purfue but equal 
hopes; 
Yet th’are of diffrent Factions, Aler zn, 
Thor. Right Sir, and hate each other with 
As true devout a heart, asover-zealous fools 
That differ in their Faiths. 
Akr. “Tere good the King would re- 
concile 
Thefe civil factions in his Court. 
Sal. You muft excufe him (Sir) the King’s 
too wife, 
He’d fo deprive his ears of thofe complaints 
Which utter’d fev’ rally in dal! revenge 
Futnith his knowledge with their fecret faults, 
Ther. How Aleran ! Talk of attoning 
factions here. . 
I teli thee, ’tis not profitable for 
The King, that they fhould reconcile them: 
felves; 


| For in good troth, they feldom do’t but at 


His charge,fince they begin that friendfhip ftill 
With mutual courtefies of begging Suits, 

One for the other, till both fides grow rich 
Intheir new truce, by kindly cozening him. 


Enter Old Courtiers. 


Sal, Look there! the rev’rend waiters are 
return’d ; 
The living Furniture o’th’ Court, though {pent 
with age 3 / 
Yet fuch his High: efs Grandfire never bought, 
But they paid deerly for their places Sir, 
And fo bought him. 
Thor. Good faithful Squires ! 
Their everlafting bufinefsis, lowly 
To move behind, when the King walks, and 
When he dines, to ftandin a feleted croud, as 
They would {tare him out of count’nance. 
Sal. And yer they take it ill, theyare not 
rich. 
Thor. With reafon Sir ; 
waited hard, 
That is, worn out his Graces Hangings with 
Their backs, and wich their feet, his Mats. I 
would 


for they have 


«| Have Men of Brain and Courage, fill a Court. 


Aler, Come, let’s in now, and hear them 
railat us. Exeunts 


Enter Eumena avd Gartha, 


Enme. Who is’t that’s fo importunate ? 
Gar. Yout Brother (Madam) and he brings 
A Lady with him, vefted like a Nun. : 
Eame. Givethem admittance, and retire a 
while. Exit Gartha. - 
The choice he makes of hisSociety, 
Is very fad and ftrange. The Queen difguis’d. 
se Nonna Enter 
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Thofe thining glories, which th’ambitious feck 

Till they are blind. 


Enter Oramont and Queen, in a’ 
Nuns habit. * 


Ora The Blefings of the day ( great 
Sifter) are 
So much at your command, “twere idle cere- 
mony Rik 
To falute you with a courtly with. . 
Eume. Brother, you look upon my fortunes 
witha fcornful and 
A troubled eye, but from your foft temper 
(Moft illuftrious Madam) I expect 
Much more then Ideferve, acourteous joy 
For all {dare poffefs, fince what I am 
Your patience onely can allow, and what 
I have J proltrate at your feet. Kneels. 
Queen. Enmena, you dejet your felf too 
- much, itis my turn 
To kneel, that am a fuitor to you. 
She lifts ber up. 
Exme. Forbid (juft Heaven ) fuch misbe- 
coming fights, 
And give me your forgivenefs too, if I 
Demand the caufe of this attire, that hides 


More fandtity within, chenit prefents with- 


out. 
Ouecn, 1 dare not traf my griefs to my 
own tongue ; 
For fo, my patience would beinjard much, 
By narrowly expreiling what J bear ; 
Yout noble Brother, juftly may aflume 
My office of complaint, fince he hath ta’en 
Mott charitable pains in my redrefs. 
Ora. Eumena, happy wert thou in thy ig- 
norance, 
Could not thy guilt foon prompt thee howto 
know 
Whit I am weary to exprels : 
nowd 6 . 
OF all her fex, ftands here divided from , 
Her royal Lord, that facred knot untied, 
By which the righteous have been taught to 
Think the grew unto his heart, another fad 
Example thac might match the fate of this, 
Would damn the World; for we fhould wil- 
lingly 
Believe Religion were no more then form. 
Eume. You powers that-are fo loth to be 
difcern’d ‘ 
Appear awhile to fence, and let them know 
If itbe jult, that 1 fhould be accus’d 
For what your felves ordain. 

Ora. Live {till triumphant in the Court, 
Flacter thy beauty with prefuming hope, 
Tene’er fhall fade ,. think nature onely weak 
(And fubje@ to decay) in Trees, and Flowers ; 
Asif thy Spring could aft without her help, 
Whil’ft this great Type of vertuous Love, 
(That vainly is, what others ne’er can imitate) 
Retiresinto afhade, cloifter’d ich’ dark 
With holy Nuns, hiding her eyes fromall 


The moft ré- 


Eume. O let me wear that folemn Weed, 
And (Madam) ftay you here to mend what is 
Amifs, Why fhould you live in a Monaftick 

Cell 2 
The vertuous need no pattern, fince they are 
Already what the chief fhould be, let me 
Make trial of that.drefs. 
Ora. Woald youinveft your felf, i’th’ or- 
naments 
Of pious Maids. ‘Lafs! Vain Sifter,that were 
To cozen Heaven, as you have cozen’d her. 
Eume. Madam, Vil turn me from that cruel 


Man, 
And figh away my Soul, if what he fays, 
Hath any leave from your con.ent, 
Queen. Your love to me is fo injurious 
(Oramont) ‘ 


I dare not truft ir, till you know 


The error of your thoughts; forgive him (fair 
Eumena) and fo often too, as you 
At laft may purchafe Heaven by pard’nirg 
himeaios | mm 
Ora. What Angel but her felf, could ever — 


Have fach mercy, and fuch wrongs at once. * 


Queen. Reft fure, this folitary fhape isnot 
In envious anger worn, becaufe 
The King continues conftant to your love, 
Your meritorious Bevucy had the fate 
To be his firft kind choice ; he does you right, 
And me no injury, .to let that love 
Continue growing where it firft took root. 
Yet I could wifhI ne’er had feen his face, 
Or my affection could purfue it lefs, 
Since both my*pa{lion, and the obje@ were 
Ordain’d to meet too lite. ‘ 
Enme. Let me reclaim your purpofe with 
my tears, , ) 
Leave not the Court: What refolution can 
The King affume, but fuch a ftrength of vertue 
May in time fubdue? 
Quen. Wewere unlawful hope, fince then 
He needs mutt heap difcourtefies on you, 
Ora. Wonder of Women ! and my*Souls 
delight ! } 
Queen. Enjoy ( Eumena) what thov doft 
poflefs, 
The King! theKing! A bleffing fo Supream, 
That | have oft rebuk’d th’ambition of 


Defire, when I did dream, that he was mine. 


Eume. Omifery of Sence | we are intorc'd 
to hear 
And feel, without the licence of our will. 
Queen, This Trequeft, when happier hours 
fhall give / 
Your Beauty, more efpecial Grace, you would 
Entreat him, I may keep my ho'y Calling flill, 
And from my Dowre he would allow 
So much of’s ulelefs treafure, as may build 
A little Covent, where the Virgin Sifterhood, 
AndI, may with our Prayers expiate 
The fin againft our marriage Vow, which he 
n- 


Favorite. 


The. Fair 


Unwillingly comits. . 

; Oramont takes Eumena afide. 
Ora. \i thofe be penetential tears, weep on. 

Thou fhalt behold poor Orarzoxt no more; 

For our dear Mothers fake, that prais’d thee 

with 

Her dying tongue, and blefs’d us with her laft 

Cold breath, I will not do thee fo much wrong 

To with thefe forrows fhort, or thy life long 

Exeunt Oramont and Queen. 

‘Eume. Mutt my intire,and laftiog innocence 

Be ftill rewarded with a curfe, and from 

A noble Brother too, whofe jealoufie 

Can ne’er be cur’d, but by my vow’d 

Perpetual abfence from the Court, whichis 

A remedy that will deftroy the King. 


Enter Amadore. 


Amad. Thisis her Chamber fute ! 
I watch’d with heed, if 
The Queen and Oramont in their return 
Took not their ftraight immediate way from 
Hence ; I'll make the door fecure 
To hinder all accefs —— 

Lume, What are youSir, that rudely prefs 

to fo referv'd a place. 

Ama, With wife intent did Oramont detain 
Me ftillfrom feeing her. She looks as fhe 
Were made to conquer or betray —— 

Lume. Why do you gaze with fuch amaze- 

ment Sir? 
Come you t’admire?_ ; 
Or fcornfully to kill what you behold ? 

Amad. TV inftru& you who Iam, 

Know J am proud to 
Call my felf the friend to Oramont. 

Lume. Was’the that fent you hither ? 

Amad. No Lady (by my own contrivance) 
_ Lcome refoly’d, through all the dangers death 
Can minifter, to find you here ; frieadfhip 
Hath given my Refolution ftrength to meet 
Even that, which overcame the valiant King, 
Your Beauties force. 

Eume. Difcover quickly your intents, 

Ere fear diftra@ts my underftanding fo, 
That 1 fhaill fuffer, and not know the caufe, 
Amad, Your Brother thinks your youth 
defil’d, which breeds 
Such a diftemper in his Breft, that now 
His {tronger Sences yield to ev’ry doubt. 
This melancholly ficknefs I would cure, 
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To your defence, cannot fecure your life, 
ie Danger’s a vain, unbody’d blaft; 
ec iC : 
Prevail with Infants often frighted in 
Their fleep ; with Judges grown effeminate 
In their warm Furrs; who think mot fearfully 
Of death, becaufe’tis terrible to thofe 
Whom they condemn ; with Priefts whoat 
Their frequent vifits, find the (ickly in 
Defpair, that hourly fee the guilty die 
And by uncertsin faith, derive ar lat 
Their fears unto themfelves. To fach 
As thefe preach danger, buttomeiris 
The mutick of the Drum, ordain’d to fright 
Cowards, but givés the valiant appetite, 
Lxme. isthere no help, but what with un- 
prepar’d 
Devotion, rudely 1 muft call from Heaven, 
<dmad. Delay me not in hope of a furprife 
Bur firait put on this borrow'd fhape, and then 
Wich iilence follow me. or on thy heart 
My Sword thall fpot! the figure of the King, 
’ Draws his Sy 
Eume.Did ! believe, thar dying is qe 
You would inforce, ]fhould invite it now. 
Kill her-— that is moft willingly prepar d. 
-Amad, Have youthe vanity torbe believ'd 
So innocent, ag that you fear not death 
Eume. Sir, if you think i borrow vertue for 
A fafe cifguife, here ] prefent my Brett. 
Amad. Mfemble all your thoughts toge- 
ther, and = 
Confult within; arethere no terrorsnear 
The Grave? No anzty Spirits, whofe 
Imployment is to hurry,. and tran{mic the Soul 
From flame to flame,from wind to wind (Poor 
Vex’d and weary ftranger ?) till groaning 
With the burden of itslong remembred fins, 
Shall with that its too foon forfaken fleth 
Were onagain. ; 
Enme.{ cannot think of any willing crime, 
Te’er committed, that may make me fear 


I fhall be troubled after death. 


Amad, Yet ftudy more ; perhaps I have 
Defac’d your memory, with the diforder that 
My threats have made. 

Exme. Vis you are guilty Sir,and may fafpe 
The confidence you brought, not what you 
Find in me; befides my innocence, I have 
So many griefs, as may declare I am 
Willing enough to die; begin that work, 
You thought you could fo quickly finith with 


And can invent no means, fo fully fraught your fword, 
With hope, asto convey you fromthe Court | -Amad. Thou but pretendit this vertuous 
In this difguife boldnefs to 
Lume. stay, Whither would you lead me | Beguile my wrath, - receive the juftreward 
Sir? I dare, That fuch hypocrifie provokes, 


Nor croft my felf to furious men : 


Enme. What interrupts you now, why are 


To me you area ftranger, and may feign you flow Bei Me 
The ftory of that caufe which tempts you fo | To execute, what you did promife with fuch 
Uncivilly co gain my Brothers love; take heed |! - eager hafte. 


Mf vou abufé the Royal Priviledge 
That guards this place, an army call’d 


Amad. Then fhe is clear, and I am loft, 
betray’d, 
Nonn 2 And 
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And bythe ealinefs of friendfhip wrought, 
Balely to place fufpitions on a Saint, 
Upon my Knee, I beg, you by ' 
Yout hafty pardon, would prevent that curfe, 
That black difhonor, which your Brothers 
Jealoufie might lay upon your fex. 
" Knocking at the Door. 
Eume. Hide, hide your felf, if you delire to 
Jive, 
perchance it isthe King. 
Amad. He comes mof timely then; for 
had | power, 
1 would command him here. 
If life will fatisfie th’arrears of guilt, 
Take it (who e’er thou art) for Iwill let 
Thee in? Opens the Door. 


Enter King. 


King. This (Miftrefs) is a pretty needlefs 
fafety, 303 . 
D’you guard your door with Bolts ? Hah! 
Amadore ! 
That gave to Oramont bis ranfome, with 
Such brave munificence. 
Eume. Was he the Author of my Brothers 
liberty, : 
Then | fhall more lament his lof. 
King. How Sir! Your Sword naked, as 
*twere drawn 
For violent defigns! If rreacheroufly 
It aims at me, thou fhalt have caufe to praife 
My valor more, then thou dott fear the King. 
J will not call for help, but thus unarm’d 
I dare refift a Traytors force. 
Amad, Had I not wrong’d that Lady, Sir, 
with moft , 
Unworthy doubts, then (free from guilt) 1 
Should have boldnefs to encounter all affaulrs, 
Though num’roufly addrefs’d ; but as Tam 
Th’abufer of her fame, I weakly yield 
My weapon to your hand, revenge her caufe, 
Whom you fo nobly love. 
Kueels, and gives bis Sword. 
Eume. How ftrangely he becomes this 
penitence | 
O Sir, believe him not, diftraction makes 
Him owna crime, which he did ne’er commit. 
King. Eumena, he is fafé, thou fhouldft 
not think 
Til vanguith him 
That overcomes himfelf; yet it 
Is juft, 1 give him to the tryal of 
The Laws.; for ev’ry circumttance denotes 
There is fome great rafhinjury, which fare 
Thy goodnefslabors to conceal. 
Amad. Vf your ttri@ Laws could punifh me 
with deach, 
For faucily infringing thus the Peace, 
And fecret quiet of your Court, then 


The Fair Facorite. 


Would chearfully commend the doom. 


Emue. Yor my fake pity (Sir) hismadnefS . 


*painft 
Himfelf: Shall hethat made my Brother free, 
Be fetter’d and confin d in Bonds? : ‘ 
Amad. My vile fubjection grows more 
hideous to my fence. 
_ King takes Eumetia afide. 
King. Thofe Sittle Forms that bring autho- 
rity , 


| Regardful aw, and keep it great, fhould fill 
| Be fullen and fevere ; *tis-not with Kings 
(Eumena) as with teller Men, that may 


In gentle courtefie forgive ; for if . 
The Lord of Laws fhould complement 
yee: rimes, the Lawit felf that makes him 
afe, ‘ 
W ould be but ceremony thoughr, and get 
No more regard, then as ’tis eloquently writ 
Or fpoke , believ’t, ’tis fit he fuffer for 
Example onely, to deter the bad. 
Eume. Have you nor faid, I ne’er fhould 
be deny’d ? 
King. Y’are wondrous fond of Men that 
do you wrong : 
Isthis deriv’d from pity, or from love? 
Eume. There is no pity (Sir) if it be meant 
For benefit, and ufe, but hath 
Some litele rellith in’c of love: | 
King. Thou never wert too kind till now. 
There Sir; 
Take back your weapon and be gone, but no 
Return of words,. Referve your thanks, 
’Caufe it belongs to her, and youmay guefs 
(Without offence) that Iam loth to heat 
She doth oblige another more then me, 
Amada. This favor'I would ne’er receive, 
Werenotl fecretly refolvd to merit it, 
Exit Amadore. 
King. .Eumena, you are merciful to all 
Beneath your felf: OthatI were no King, 
If thy affection onely can difcend, 
Eume. Why fhould old weary 7ime tun on, 
and make 
The World continue that deferves to ceafe, 
Since ev’ry vertue now grows dangerous ;* 
Can you be jealous of my mercy, Sir? 
King. Fatewel neglectful Maid ; how long 
have I 
Endur’dithofe narrow payments of thy love, 
For mine (beftow’d with fuch excefs) and in 
A dull furmife, thou couldft not love at all? 


-But I (alafS) was ignorant of thee, 


As Men have ever been of things 
Moft excellent, making fuch judgment on 
Thy Beauty, as Aftronomers on Stars ; 
Who , when their better ufe they could not 
know, 
Believ’d that they were onely made for fhow. 
Exennt fevcrally. 


ACT 


The Fair Favorite. 


nO A Ate 


10] 


SCENE L 


Enter Oramont, Amadore, feverally. 


Amadore. Mongft the numberlefs af- 
fairs of life, 
Not one can I remember 


that fo much 
Concerns my happinefs, as now to find 
Thee Oramont. 

Ora. Infpir’d, thou doft foretel a joy 
From the refentment of thy Soul :. For fure 
Tam the firft can give it to thy fence. 

The Queen with foft appliances of love, 
Is fentforby her Royal Lord. Men hope 
He will invite her to his Bed. 

Ama, Thisis ajoyindeed! The noble are 
Inclin’d to gladnefs, when the vertuous tafte 
The juft reward of their deferts, 

Ora, Methinks thou doft buttemperately . 
Receive, what thou fhouldit haftily devour, 

- Know, by his kind command, fh’ath laid alide 
The holy Robes; and now appears as fhe 
Already did poflefs, what onely expeCation 
Yet can boaft to have. 
Amada. Thou haft declar’d enough to make 
me think 
The Deftinies have careful been of her, 
Though not of thee, unlucky friend ; Thy 
jealouties ; 
Betray’d meto fuch falfe ignoble doubts, 
As muftundo us both; for the abufe 
Of Ladies honors, never can be fatisfied 
With penitence, but Blood, 
Ora. What means my Friend ? 
Amad. To chaftife thee; for thofe un- 
manly, and 
Too curious fears, that fo have fullird the 
Mott fair complexion of thy Sifters fame. 

Ora. Thouhaft but nam’d her Amador, 
And J already feel, a deadly weight upon 
My heart, not ’caufe I think my forward faith 
Hath wrong’d her vertue with miftakes, but 
That I find, it is with Reafons help, too well 
Affur’d of her defeats. 

Amad, Thy reafon is but circumftantial, 
Falfe as a cowards fear, which multiplies 
Each danger, thathe would not meet until 
Tt grows into impoflibilities. Thy Sifter ! 
Have feen, and know her to be pure, as firft 
Created light, new {preding Buds, and Flowers 
Ne’er handled in their growth, are not 
More innocently fweet : How fierce will then 
My anger prove, when’tis not onely exercis’d 
Ina revenge for that foul herefie, 
With which thou didit infeé& my Soul, but 
*Caufe it took all quiet Peace fromhers. 

Ora. With what Prophecick care, Ifain 

would have 
~ preferv’d thee from her eyes. Now thou haft 
Seen her, all the power of humane art cannot 


Redeem thee from her charms. She hath 
Bewitch’d thee to a doating love, and told thee 
pies t void of truth, as thofe which Syrens 
ing, 
When liftning Seamen perith in the Elood, 
For what they foolifhly believ’d, 
Amad. Can thear this | 
Shall I maintain fond Patience at fuch great 
Expence of my vex’d fpirits, carelefly: 
Tincoura ge other Men to flander her, 
Whole pitty did redeem me from jut bonds : 
Advance thy Sword. Draws. 
Ora. Stay Amadore ; 1 knew not that fhe 
Gave thee libercy, but that thou gaveft me 
Mine, my memory doth now confefs with fo | 
Much gratitude, 1 cannot he provoked 
T?attempt thy life. 
Amad. Heavens! Why did you make me 
Kind 2 
If to do good, draws on the confequence 
Of doing ill, becaufe I did procure 
Thy liberty, am I oblig’d to take 
A ceremonious gratitude forthy 
Offence ; forgiving all thy Sifters wrongs, 
And thofe low jealoufies did force from me, 
Prepare 
Ora, The furious winds are not 
More fencelefs in a ftorm.What reputation will 


_ Thy anger have, when it proceeds without - 


Difpute, not ftaying for the ufual credit of 
A caufe. I fhall believe th’aftnone, unlefs 
Difcourfe, and Reafon give’t authority. 
Amad. To tell thee what! faw, orwhat 
Eumena faid, were ftrait to lofe the brave 
Juft canfe of my revenge ; for then 
I know thou wouldft repent. 
Ora. Iwill not fight. 
Amad, © Fatés! What poor unworthy 
enemies 
Do you provide for me, Coward ? Thy former 
Sins fhall unregarded pafs, compar’d to this , 
For now thou wilt commit ftrange facriledge, 
Steal from th’hearfe of thy great Anceftor 
All his vidorious wreaths, and blaft “em with 
The venote of a word, Oramont dra\rs. 
Ora. The Seals of Friendthip are broken 
now+—~Let’s not 
Deftroy our felves, like vain fantaftick fools, 
Thus in the publick view, but follow till I lead 
Thee near a Grove; and though too late,thou 
fhalt 
Be taught, how foon thy angers flame will die, 


Fed by the falfe fire of Eumena’s eye. 
xenet, 


Enter 


1Oz 
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Enter Aferan, Saladine, Thorello. 


Aler. This is the Queens Privy Chamber 
fure ? 
I wonder ’tis fo empty, when fo great 
Diforders are at hand, each faction met 
In feveral crouds. 
Thor. *Tis ftrange! As after ev’ry raging 
ftorm, 
Merchants and Mariners flock to th’ Exchange, 
To hear what mifchiefsdoneatSea; fo now 
(Methinks) the Politick, and thofe that would 
Be thought fuch ; Men old in offices, and thofe 
Whofe Infant hopesare newly crying out, 
*Caufe their Reverlions have not pafs’d the 
Seals , ; 
‘Nay, and lovers of either fex, fhould all meet 
Here, to featter and co gather news—— 


Enter Old Courtiers, picking their Tecth, and 
ftriking of Crums from their Skirts. 


Sal. Behold the Formal Axtiquaries ¢ 
It feemsthe Waiters Table’s firit broke loofe. 
Aler. Now are they talking of Religion, 
Sal. No, we fhould hear em then , becaufe, 
Menat a lofs are ever loud. 
Thor. Th’are talking of our fudden change 
ich’ Court, 
Which he in the dapple Grey-Beard obferves 
T’importantufe ; for Idare warrant ye, 
He fwears if this inverfion hold, he will 
Recover by th’affiftance of an old 
Record, at lealt—— another Rabbit to 
Their fecond courfe. 
Sal. Pox, he can never do’t? 
That Record has been fufficiently ftudi’d. 
Aly. Yeare in the right! Befides by a 
. Dectee 
Of the fame date, they have loft the dry'd 
Sweet- Meats 
Due from his Highnefs Table, and ‘tis thought 
Can ne’er reprieve em by Law. 


Enter Gartha and one Eady, who curtfie to 
Thorello,very low , then bow tothe others, 
they tothens, 


Thor. That’s Gartha, Eumena’s Woman , 
And tharthe Lady Olari ; *tisfachafhort _ 
Leg'd Hen,but her Chappeens (Sir) are fo tall, 
That th’other day, U/falfo playing with her, 
And thinking be had pinch’d her knee, 
Wonder’d at her patience ; when all the while 
He held her by the Wood 

Aler. Sure th’others very old. 

Sal. Who 2? Gartha! Sheisthe beft, 4n- 

nalift 
Of all the Back-ftair, andthe Lobby acts, 
In good Queen Foan’s days, that is now extant. 

Gar. snot that Thorello, awit ? 

1 Lady. Yes; but he makes love, asloud, 


And tedioufly,as Lawyers pot the Cafe. What 

Call you itthe Academick way ; asif he 

Would difpite a wench out of her Maidenhead. 
Gar. Vhofe Cavaliers (his friends) are wits 

too, Lord! 

How maidenly they fit before the great Ladies 

Whom they vifit, as if their filence did 

Imply, “twas Beauty flruck “em dumb. 


Enter Second Lady, Wwhocurtfies to all, but 
Saladine, they toher , then fhe fits on’ the 
Rufbes, and takes out a Bock to read. 


Thor. How coldly you falute your MiftrefS 
Saladine, 
Tknow by that you'll marry her; for ’tis 
A certain fign, thofe who embrace abroad, 
Do ever keep a fober diftance here, 
Gar. *slight ) How ftrangely the is drefs’d 
to day? ; 
1 Lady. She's prouder then a Favorites 
Miftrefs ac! . 
A Mask: Laft night, Gartha, the'd needs 
compare 
Her Flanders Peaks to'mine: What think’? 
thou ? . 
Gar, Alafs poor foul , itis a little mad! 
1 Lady Letus fit byher, and tell her 
A fecret or two of ours, that we 
May hear all hers. ‘ 
Gar. No, fhe’ll read to us in chat Book, 
Till we grow madder then ber felf. 
1 Lady. tis fome Play. 
Gar. She’s excellent at driving perfe it 
Charaters in Plays: The Poets bow 
To her, fhe is fo critical. tr 


Enter Third Lady in white. 


3 Lady. ‘Signior T horedlo ! 
Thor Your Creature, {weet Madam— 
3 Lady. Sir, ‘you perfume me with your 


‘Epethite, I fear you have not fent to Avila 


Yet, for ch’ Carkanetof Pearl. 

Thor. Your Ladifhip willmake me languidla 
Much by your difirult, fice your commands 
My difpatches have been written twice. 

3 Lady. Yoblige me Sit. 

She goes to falute andralkwith Gartha. 

Thor. Sure the is fafting yet; ber breath’s 
So ftrong, ‘twould overcomea Bearward. 

Sal. Bue thou batt writ for the Pearl? 

Thor. The Devil Lhave. 

3 Lady. Signior, | here there are fair Ru- 

bies there. 

Thor. By my next Letter; Madam, V'il take. 
Care acquaint you with their lize & value — 
T’were good fhe’d baiton Lemmon Peels, ~~ 
Or eat Paftillies, before fhe comies abroad, 

3 Lady. Gartha, thefe travel’d wits are 

good for nothing, 
But to lie Liegers here for Ladies toys. 


Why doft not thou employ em. 
Gar. 
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Gar. For what Madam? 

3 Lady. For Effences to Rome, Tweefesto 
Bruffels, and for Fans to Pars. Make the 
Poor Souls write, they'll cake it kindly, 

Gar. Troth, and Pll put’em to’t ; your 
Ladifhip mu& {tand my friend, and tell’em 
That '‘ll read their verfes to the Queen. 

3 Lady, Let me alone Wench: Is your 
Lady in the Gallery? 

Gar. I wait here, in'that opinion Madam. 

it _ Exit third Lady. 
Thefe great Ladies when th’ave tafted 
Matrimony; grow fo haughty , and thinkthey 
Can fool others, aseafily as their Husbands, 


Enter Radegond. 


Radeg. Ladies and Gentlemen, avoid the 
Room. Exeunt all but Radegond. 


ie Enter King, 


King. Have you by private order fo con- 
triv’d, 
That both in vifits, and her paffage through 
The Court, Eumena may perceive fome general 
Neglect, as if my favor ca her were declin’d. 
Radeg. I have been balie (Sir) in your 
command. a 
King. And are the throngs ef Suitors too 
(that at 
‘Her lodgings {till addrefs their hopes) forbid 
Attendance there, 

Radeg. Allfecret!y difmifs’d. 

King. How does fhe take it Radegond ? 

Radeg.. As one that entertains the change, 
More wich her wonder, then her grief, 

King, How vainis the revenge which 
Lovers ’gainft their Miftrefles invent? Since 
Still themfelves more fuffer in’t, chen thofe 
Whom they afflict. 


"Enter Phylenio and Queen, 


Phyle. Your Grace will much confirm your 
Happinefs, if you can meet his pr off:r’d 
Kindnets with fuch“ooks, as may declare your 
Difcontents, are not fo lafting as your love. 

King. Why (Madam) did you come at my 

requett ? 
Or, why did I defire your prefence here ? 
I want the common vertue of the poor, 
Sucha referv’d and fearful bafhfulnefs, 
As makes indebted men afham’d to fee 
T hofe that oblige them moft. 

‘Queen. Arethefe the comforts that I fought 
With fuch believing hafte? Sir, “tis not fafe 
To mock my mifery, for fo your errors muft 
Derive themfelves ; not from neceliity, 
Butfrom your will, and when your hate 
Protongs its growth, until it ripen co a fcorn, 
Yam not certain J fhall have the pow’r to par- 

don it. 


King. Alafs; miftake me not, 

Though miftake my felf; for I of late 

Have fele fuch ttrange diforders in my heart: 

That I can hardly firid thofe thoughts which I 

Would atter firit. : 

Queen, *Cwasill that I was fene for Sir» 
Why did you cruelly command thatwe 
Should meet again; Tamthe hurtful caufe 
Of ‘hat difeafe which governs in your mind . 
And till che caufe be quite remov'd, there is” 
No hope of cure 

King. O ftay! thou didtt divek 
Theefromthy holy Ornaments at my 
Requeft, *twas kindly done; nor could I think 
Ic fit to bury fo much excellence 
In paegaenied fhades, {tay here, and love 

me ftill, 

Queen. You make your ferious invitation 

vain, 

Where youare fure of fuch a glad confent, 
King. But wilt chou give me leave to love? 
Queen, Elfe Sir t-were unjuft unto my felf. 
King. Thy underftanding is too flow, I 

Would have fuch a liberty as is not fic 

For me to ask, nor thee to grant. Sea! me 

A licence for each choice,mine eyes fhail make, 
yen. There is no harm in love, your 

nicety 

Hath wrong’d us both. Peculiar and difting 

Affe@ions, are buc {mall derived parts 

Of what we call the univerfal love : 

And univerfsl love (undoubtedly) 

Muft be the Beit, fitice ’tis afcrib’d to Heaven, 

Take Sir the freedom you defire. 

King. Shall receive a bounty that mut 
Needs undorthe giver, and yetnothing add 
Unto the wealth,of my content, fortam fure 
‘hat \ harcer never can ufurp upon 
Eumena’s heart,begone : Some curfe o’errules 
My nature, fhould{t thou ftay, I multagaih 
Invite thee to be wrong’d — Attend the Queen 

Exennt King one way, Phylenio, 
Radegond, Queen another. 


Enter Oramont, Eumena, 


Exme. Sir, whether would you go 
With a wild look ? You fhift from place té 
Place, and move fo faft, as if your fteps 
Were haftned by your fears— 

Ora. \ find a happy’ emptinefs 
Inall your lodgings now: What is become 
Of that gay croud of Flatterers, who did 
Attend your greatnefs here ? Wherebe 
Your Suitorstoo ? Are all difpacch’d ? Y°have 
Beena courteous Favorite, andof your power, 

have made a noble ufe, 

Eume. Though youare come 
To {corn this fudden change, I dare (without 
Much forrow) tell you Sir, the King hath eas*d 
Me of that weighty power, as fitter for 
His own judicious ftrength. And nowihis rich 
Divifion of his glorious Pallace looks, 

As 
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As fad and vacant as the place where fome 
Great Prince’s Herfeis laid alide, until 


The Funeral day, there buta few kind fervants 


Watch in dutious Form, and weep for 
Their dead Lord, 


Ora. Alafs! What alteration’s here ! Good | 


Heaven | 
How comes it faithful Lovers thus fall out ? 
Eume. Notfor my ownfake (Oramont) but 
yours, 
I pitty that decay of courtefie 
And foft compaffion which you ftill difcover. 
Ora, Why, you miltakeme fure,l am a wife 
Prophetick Courtier, and forefaw your fall 
Ere I did pra@ife my negle@? But yet 
I maya little differ now frém all 
My fubtlefriends, bredupin Pallaces; 
For like a dulJ.anskilful follower 
Of Kings, I fhall beftow a prefent on you, 
(A rich one too) when all your power is gone, 
Draws out a {word bloody. 
Eume. A Sword, and newly ftain’d. with 
Blood + 
Ora. That your amazement may increafe, 
Exnmena. You thall know this prefent is 
A Legacy fent from alover at 
His laft expence of breath, and by my Soul 
He was a valiant Lover, though his caufe 
Made him unfortunate. 
Exume. What hath your jealous fury done ? 
Ora. Ana {carce worthy of my Fame, 
I bur difpatch'd a dying man; 
For thy bewitching beauty with ftrange charms 
Had conquer’d, and deftroy’d him ere I came 
To make a tryal of his {trength , bisname — 
Was Amadore. aah * 
Eume. My fears had in’em too much caufe, 
Sure he was {Jain in refcae of my bonor. 
Ora, Youbelt can tell his undertaking that 
Provok’d him tot, and would you hear’t 
from me, 
Eume. O,\ have heard too much ! 
Thou bloody Harbenger of death whofe place 
And hafty bufinefs, is to take up Graves — 
And Tombs, where thou doft courfly lodge 
Men more renown’dand valiant then‘thy felf. 
‘Weeps. 
Ora. Weep’ft thou for him ? 
Eume. Young Amadore to all fucceeding 
times fhail live 
Eterniz’d by ‘ome Tragick Pen, whofe 
Gentle numbers fhall mele the moft 
Obdurate men, when they fhall hear the 
_ Miferies of love, whil& thou (the horror of 
The fcene) thalt ne’er be mention’d, but to 
Change their pitty into rage. 
Ora Oheart! I’ve ever ftrove 
To keep thee firm, loyal to. vertue, and 
Impartial tothe World; yet now thon art 
Subdu’d wich forrow chat proceeds from fin. 
For I'mconftrain’d to grieve, when I behold 
Her mourn, although I know fhe lov’d him but 
Unlawfully, whom fhe laments, elfe why 


Upon me now, that his lamented death 


The Fair Favorite. 


Did fhe employ his anger torevenge, 
My kind and careful jealoufie. 
Eume, Thou hatt proceeded to fuch dire 
extreams, i; 
That ’tis too late-to let thee know thy error , 
And*canfe thon art my Brother, Iam loth 


| To hinderthee of that excufe,which ignorance 


May give, fince th’aft no otherthift to free 
Thee from eternal punifhment. _ 

Ora. Her falfhood fhews fo comely in | 
Herforrowsdrefs , that if my judgment were 
Not ftrongly arm’d with Reafons force, I 
Should be fondly overcome. . 


Enter Radegond, Phylenio, and Guarda. 


Raged, He was obferv’d to enterhere. 
Icis the Kings command, that you difarm, 
And {trait imprifon him 7th’ Fort. | 
_ The Guard feize on him, 
Phyle. What fate hath govern’d youto day; 
My Lord? The people that beheld your fight 
With Amadore, have withtumultuous rage 
Purfu’d you to the Pallace-Gate, report 
Him kill'd ; his fervants and his friends affem- 
bled with aT 
The noife, demand {trict juftice of the King. 
Ora. Convey me ‘trait to darknefs, or ce 
death! ) 
What pleafure can J take i’ch’ ufe of fight, 
Since it no more can bring unto my view, 
My friend alive, or my fair Sifter true ? 
Exeunt Phylenio, Oramont, and Guards 
Exme. Let me intreat you Sir, to bring him 
Back,1’ve much to fay, that may perfwade him 
Toa fitting penitence: Why are you deaf 
To my requeft? Or, how durft you prefume 
‘Tinfringe the Royal priviledge of Court, 
And force my Brother hence ? 
Radeg. Vm forry (Madam) you will fhortly 
Find more alterationin the King, then yet 
You feem to know. What we have done,was in 
Obedience to his will. Exit. 
Exme, Then I fhall feel too foon the fudden 
Want of power ; for Ino more muft fee thee 
Oramoxt, 
Aword fo fatal, and implies fach fad 
Unlacky truth, that J did fear-co utter it. 
If now thy fpirit (noble Anzadore) 
*Mongft thy immortal new acquaintance has 
The leafure toattend my plaints, forgive 
Thinjuftice my fond nature prompts me too, 
Since Imuft needs bewaila Brothers lofs, 
Although that Brother was thy enemy. 


Enter King. 


King. Since Amadoreis flain, though by the 
Rage of Oramont, which | lament fo much, 
That fhould remembrance entertain it long 
(?Twould be myruine too ;) yet fuch 
A {trange neceffiry my Stars impofe 


Ie 


The 


Is all I’ve left, to give fome means of life 
Unto my begger’d and half famifh’dlove , 
For if there be a room for fove within 
Her Breft, he being gone, thatdid - 
Inhabit there: Why thould not I fucceed ? 
Enme. Ate youhbereSir, does it become a 
King to look uponaffliction, and not ftraic 
Redrefs’c?, The poor Phyfitian is fo nice 
rch’ honor of his fcience, that he ne’er 
Will vifit dying men: Asif he were 
Afham’d to Jook upon thofe inward wounds 
He hath not skill to, cure, 
King: Eumena,\ did think toufea while 
a lovers art, 
Returning harfh neglects forthine ; but tince 
Thy fortune doth affi& thee more then I 
Could do, Icome to fhare, and leffen what 
Before J practis’d to. augment, 
Baume. [fear youcome too late ; butif 
Yare fill aKing, and flill retain that lov'd 
Divinity to which the vertuous bow; fubdue 


The wicked ftrait, by fhewing now that power | 
| Time and danger move fo faft ? 


Which they fo faweily fufpect , call back from 
His dark Grave, the valiant Amadore, 
King. You Angels take her fenges to your 
care, 
"Lafs | -Whata ftrange requeft was this? As 
Much difeourteous too, as tis impoilible, 


She’ld have me fetch my rival from th unknown | 


Far diftant fhades, to take a new 
Poffeflion of thatlove, which onely by 
His abfence I can hope r’enjoy, | 
Eumé.\f this exceed your high prerogative, 

I will defeend to what yout mercy can 
Perform, tedeem niy Brother from bisbonds : 
For ina dearth of comforts, we are taught 

To be contented with the leaft. Why, by 
Severe command,. did you furprife him here ? 
And gave no priviledge unto that place 
Which you have often fanctifi'd wath vows, 

_ Kiag. Here 1 farprife him | No ’twas the 
jut Law. but whois he fo rath, that tan 
Defiteto be'a Kirig? Since all the juftice chat 

We do, is fatherid onthe makers of 
Our Laws, and-all their cruelty onus; . 

Make much yon greedy Monarchs of that 

> Dignity, which with fuch toil in Was 

Nou labor co attain, I’m weary oft: 

oFor like the Caftie bearing Elephant, 


- We gtoan beneath that load which we {apport 


‘Tovgnard and ftrengrhen others,not out felves. 
And what aufelefs glory “tis, to be the cheif 
“OF Men, wanting the Charter to command 
-* Atender Ladies love. 

Eume. Strange remedies you bring unto © 
The fick ! Youdeafn thofe complaints you 
Came to hear, with louder of your own, 


Enter Queen. 
Queen, O mercy, mercy, Sir. Dare you de- 


rive 
Your attributes from Heaven,yet mercy want. 


Fair Favorite. 
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By which, the wifer chiefly are content 
You fhould affume th’immorta! power | 
King. Madam, methinks you fue too ear- 
neftly, 
Queen. Eumena, {peakto him ; for 
Oramont is now convey’d to fuffer death, jot 
Now, ‘tis the Letter of the riggid Law. He that 


Tn Duel dothfurvive, muft be deftroy’d, 


Ere th’other, whonrhe flew, can be interr’d—. 

Eume. Alafs! what weak encouragement 
Have Ito make requefts onearth, when by my 
Griefs of Jate, I’ve caufe to doubt my prayers 
Are not heard in Heaven, and illic will become 
Me Sir (whilft I remember Amadore) 
To ask that mercy which (how ever) is moft 
Fit for you to grant. 

King. A fond unskilful bargain J fhall make 
If I exchange Juftice (the Jewel that doth 
Moft adorn my crown) for her uncertain love 
Which fince the is fo loth to promite, how 
Unwilling fhe will be to pay. 

Queen, Why Sir are you fo fow, when 


King. The people (Madam) callfor Juttice; 
They wifely lov’c; that is, are well content 
Whenit is us’d to punifh thofe above 
Them, not themfelves, rade and ili manner’d 
Are they co expect the vafiant fhould be 
Sacrific’d not onely by the Fo abroad, to kee 
Them fafe, but foffer publick deach at home, 
When they are pleas’d to fee a .Tragick fhow, 
Yet fince fuch valor is profcribed by Law, 

He needs mutt die. 

Queen. ME valorbe 
Profcrib’d, how wretched thenw ili Ladies be 
Since they can onely find the valiant true. 

King. Madam, | confefs, that old Coward 
Law, looks too feverely on couragious youth ; 
And knowin regal skill 1 fhould connive ; 
Ac thofe diforders which the furious in 
Their growing {pirits oft commit ; for elfe 
The body of a ftate (effeminate 
With lafting peace) when a ftrange War fhall 
Come, like Bodies natural (confiem’d by ftria 
And quiet temperance) will want the benefit 
Which the ufe of fmall diforders bring, thar 
Make each violent, difeafe lefs new, and dan- 

gerous: 
deen, Sir there is hope, your reafon will 
Perfwade your mercy now. 

King. J, but the people underftand not this, 

For that dull croud (whom Kings through 

__.. earfed fate 
Mutt pleafe) will have all Laws obferv'd, and 
They muftitand, not *caufe th’are wife; buc 
*Caufe th’are old. 


Enter Radegond. 


Radeg. The hour Siris come, and Oramunit 
Mutt fuffer death, unlefs you cancel ftraic 
The written doom. , 
Eume. How fatal Oramont 
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Doth found; when joyn’d with that feyere 
worddeath? 
Re freeand bounteous of your pardon Sir; 
so She kacels. 
For ’tis the fat requeft J ere fhall make., 


King. Look on ber Heaven |, Since you are 


Molifed with fuch a pittious fight as this, I 
Hope my jaltice now would not be fiil’d 


Divine, but rather humane syranny. This Ring 


Untothe Provolt bear, it fhall fuffice 


To make him know Eamena gives his prifoner | 


life. Exit Radegond, 
Eume. Nay all the hours you have be- 
ftow’d on him, . 
Be added unto thataccompt which deftiny 
Hath numbred for your royal Self. 


Queen, And may they prove fo happy too, 


That vou fhall with forimmortality, 
More Sr achange of being, then a hope 
To better what-y enjoy onearth. 


King, Eumesa, hold poor begging Priefts, 


Affame the power toblefs, and with devout 
Withes, imaginary payment make 
Of what they really receiv’d, but I 
Will lay a nobler value on your gratitude, 
And look you fhould return (not for your 
Brothers life) but for my fervent paflions that. 
So long have courted yout flow love, 

Eume. Lamundone! 
For Lhave rais’d your expectation to 
Demands, that I cannever fatisfie ; 
Sir, could my memory cranfgrefs fo foon 
Tolofe the thoughtof Amadore, yetmy 
Devoted heart fo much adores He 
The vertues of your Queen, that'I fhall ne’er 
By the temptations of your Crown, ufurp 
That love, whichis fo jultly due to her. 


King, Be careful of my inward peace, and 


Call thofe refolutions back, or elfe deny 
Them for a little fpace. 

Eame. My fouls unalter’d truth, 
Confirms what I have faid: But truft me you 
May take this comfort Sir, I'll not be more. 
Unkind unto your matchlefs heart then to 3 
Mine own, 

King. So dying men receive vain com- 

forts 

From thofe vifitants they fove, when they 
Perfwade them to be patient at the lof of life, 
With faying they are mortal too, and mean 
T’endure thelike calamity, asif 
To die were from good fellowfhip, from free 
Intent t’accompany departing friends, 
When fich laft.courtefie proceeds not from - 
Their will, but natures obstinate decree : 


The Fair. Favorites. 


Exit. 
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| Soif fhe mourns, “tis not through willing 


Kindnefs but-conftraint. | 

Queen. Doubt not her kindnefs Sir, you — 
fawherweep. 

King, “Twas by compulfion of my great 

All conquering grief, not from ber love, like 


| Byes thet from a fecret fimpathy, 


Water and weep atothers, when they - 


‘Behold them fore , but (Madam) why your 


teats: - ; 
Queen, Thefe are but leading drops ; the 


Showers are all behind, that 1 fhall dedicate 


Unto the memory of your fad fate. 
King. Can you lament army diftrefs whom 
1 have injur’d with worfe neglects ; or can 
You with my forrows remedy, when what) — 
I gain mutt be yourlofs, eat 
Queen. Sir, Tthall claim no title to your 
Breft, but what my patience and affe@ion cant. 
Deferve ; he that did joyn our hands,did give 
Mebuta formal intereit, finceto ” 
Eumena you difpos’d your heart, before 
We knew thofe facred rites. 
King. Aré you not weary of your vertue 
in yete 
Queen. Not of your love unto my tival Sir ; 


| 16 it were low, and finful love, 1 fhould» 


Not think it worth my envy or my fear. ant 


If pure and noble (as my firicteft faith pil 
Believes) itis too great, atreafureto ~ 


Be made particular, and own’d by me 


| Alone, fince what is good doth ftill increafe 
In merit of that name, by being mott 
‘Communative, Mi 


Kiag. This doGrine (Madam) will 


Be new, and much unwelcome to your fex..” 


Queen. True love,admits no jealonfie ; you 
Shall perceiveit ftrait, for Iwill haften to | 
Enmena Sir, and wo in your behalf. ‘ 

King. Dare you employ your tongue a-, 

gainf.your felf ? Noy Aah 

Queen. Do not fufpe@ me Sir, I fhall . 
Nor lofe, by what fhe gains: For fince yous 
Heart can have ‘no peace, unlefs’tis lodg’d 
Within her Breft, I will procure its entrance 
There with teafon tco, becaufe I find.“ 
My quiet‘only doth confitin yours.» 

King. Leave me! had Tnot goodnefs, yet 
My pride would ne’et confent tobe fo farout . 
Gone, in kind effects of love.» See meno more 
Till thou canft hope to love me lefs,’ till L 
Have cancel’d'this largedebr, ot can (at leaft) 
Lind out a jiifter, and anobler way 
Then to increafe, that debt which I fhould pay: 

res sol eBxeunt feverally- 


ACT 
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ACT V. SCENE I 


Enter Thorello, Saladine, Gartha, and one Lady. 


Thorello. CT’ Have a Coach (Ladies) 
atthe Palace Gate 
If you dare truft the trea- 


fure of your Beauties 
T’our charge, we'll vifit Oramonti’th’ Fort. 

Salad, Someo’th’ good natur’d Statefmen 
Accufe the King for fending’s pardon, and 
Think twas ill advis’d to difappoint the 
People, when they were all met for nothing, 
But to fee him fuffer. 

Thor, ?¥aith fince they came in courtefie 
To fee’t, Oramont had beena right Cavalier, 
Had he refus’d the pardon, and ftrait dy'd 
To prevent them from lofing their labor. 

Gar. Lord! How they love to fee a proper 
Man fuffer? And when their wives come home, 
Fach tells her husband he was like him ; 

For he behav’d himfelf with fuch a 
Coonrtly courage at the Block, 
Salad. As he had been his own neat exe- 
cutioner, 
And put of’s head with the fame ceremony, 
As others do their Hats, right alamode, 

Thor. Your Cavalier doth handfomely 
Indeed, but*tis not fit courfe fellows fhould 
Arrive at fuch a publick grace,and tor no other 
Merir, but fighting o’duels. 

1 Lady, The King, I hope, will let them 
Fight it out,and not permit the Laws fhould do 
>Em th’honor to take notice of their quarrels. 

Salad. When Ladies take the pains to drefs 
Themfelves to fee, and grace an executed 
Gallant, were it handfomea poor quarrelling 
Rafcal fhould {trait perk up in’s place , 

Perhaps he’ll die ftoutly ; but how? inbafe 
Old cloathé, foul linnen, and’s face unfhav'd, 
Is thata fight for Ladies. 


Enter Aleran aid third Lad). 


Thor. Look there comes Aleran, and with 
Him your revolted Miftrefs. 

3 Lady. That Gartha, Signior’s ftrangely 
Impudent; fhe’s playing in the Sun, whil’ft her 
Poor Lady is weeping wet under a cloud. 

Aler, Pray advife her (Madam) fhe’ll take 

it kindly. 

5 Lady. How doft good Wench? Introth 
Thou !ook’ft fo temptingly, that I could e’en 
Kifs thee. The very corner of thine eye ftoln 
Out of a Clofe-hood, would burn as much 
I think, asa Sun beam, contracted in a Glafs, 

Gar. Iproteft (Madam) I am meerly 
Your Ladifhips Glafs, and refle& your looks, 
Thofe are rare Pendants, { dare fay a prefent; 
Some travell’d lover’s fool’d into a gift. 

3 Lady. Prethee, who told thee of it ? 


Thou hear*ft all ; but I mean to change ’em. 

Uftalfo lays they wear flight Emrands now itt 

Venice; and heing fet tranfparant, they fhew 
well 

1 Lady, W’are taking Coach to vifit 
Oramont , has your Ladifhip the leifure 
T’ humble your felf with fo much charity 2 

3 Lady. Youdo me honor tin your 
Invitation, I ;fhall make the number more 
Unworthy by th’ poor addition of my ‘lf, 
——Gartha! This Alari’sa very fool; why 
Doft thou keep her company ? 

Gar. Ikeepher (Madam) for intelligence, 
She’s well acquainted with all the Court 
Matrons, that have the skill to drive out. 
Marriages, and make the parties meet, fhe can 
Procure a Catalogue of all the rich young heirs. 

3 Lady. Sweet, Madam, whether do you 
Go? Pray ftandand talk with us—— 

1 Lady. Your Ladifhips fervant ! 

3 Lady. We fhall have tedious converfation 
With thofe wits ; they'll nothing but difcourfe 
Together of fine hard things, and ne’er 
Mind us——— 

Aler, I bying a bufinefs for you Gentlemén; 
Would we were rid of our impertinent charge, 

Thor. Widows are not fo troublefome to 
Their young husbands,when they relieve them. 
With good couneit, inftead of money; the 
Curfe is, that they are chafte too. A very faucy 
Vertueinthem ; confidering they cannot 
Make up our pleafure with handfomnefs. 

3 Lady. Come Signiors | Shall we take 

Coach? ; 
Thor. Your pardon Ladies ! ——Nay, I be- 
feech you. 
Saladine, you ftill ufurp my place. Strive to 
lead ’em. Exeunt omnes. 


Enter King ,Radegond, Phylenio, 


King. Falfe,and unlucky are you all ! 
Pretend great wifdom, till y’attain to dignicy, 
And place, then ftrait fupply’t with empty 
Forms, auttere, and rigid looks; by which 
Your age (made dreadful, with rhat power 
High office bring;) begets you an unjuft 
Efteem ; or, if you have the skill to give fafe 
Counfelsto your King ; when’s judgment 
Is diftrefs’d, y’are fo unfortunate, I 
Ne’er can feel their ufe. 

Radeg. Sir; you miftake that power, whiek 
Onely we derive from yours. You never did 
Include in our Commiffion fuch a vafte 
Authority, toalter, or to governlove. 

_Phyle. How fhould we rule Exmena (Sir) 
Whom you (depos’d by th’cruel tyranny of 
Oooo 3 Lovey 
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Love) mutt by conftraint obey ? or, if we could 

Prefcribe to you, and with th’advice of reafon 

Too, we dare not whilft your anger lafis. 
King. Acurfe 

Upon your manserly.o’er-civil fears ! 

But you fufpeetit is not fafe to freak, 

(The Statefman’s cowardife) more dangerous 

‘To Kings istrench’d within their Thrones, 

Then are the daftard thoughts of Sentinels, 

That watch near Sconces and Redoubts ; 

Who ftill afraid to give th’alarm (leaft being 


Heard, they fhould be firft furpris’d) ‘endanger 


Armies by that filence, when, like you, they 
Balely pradtife to fecure themfelves. 

Radec. *Yis better to be filenc, Sir,then give 
Advice, that may bring us ruine, 
And give you no eafe. 

Phyle. All thriving Arts, Kings ate 
Contenttoown; but when good counfels 


Nor fucceed, their Minifters poffefs the blame. 


King, Ithank your noble wifdom much, 
Y’are kindly natur'd in your Providence, 

Wi.h wholfome policy you are content 
To Shire the better Fame, and jutter wealth 
Of my Prerogative, but not the envy that 
Misforcune joyns to it. . 

Radeg. If your diftemper, Sir, will needs 
Conttrain us £0 reveal th opinion we would 
Hide, letour obedience then excufe all that 
Our judgment wants, We think you ne’er can 
Have a free pofleflion of Exmenh’s love, 
Unle& your Queen confent toa divorce. 

Phyle, Novis this fuch a hopelefs remedy 
As doth confit in wifhes, more thenin 
A probable effet; for fhe hath fo defign’d 
Her love and life to your difpofe, that fhe’ll 
Undo her felt, by giving what you ask. 

King. *Tiswell, y haveta’ena worthy care 
Both of my quiet, and my fame! Make hafte 
In your addrefs unto the Queen , fet her be 
Told J am prepar’d to vifit her? —Thefe are 

Exeunt Radegond, Phylenio. 
The righteous State-Phyfitians that attend 
Onfickly Kings, prefcribing unto us, 
As Nature tothe hungry difeafe of Tygers, 
And of Wolves, when to preferve their lives, 
They feed on all the weak {ubmitting herd. 
Buc how accuts’d would fubjects be, were we 
Not born with far more vertue, then ware 

taught? 

Vil make my Funétionlov’d, and rather die, 
Then-ow my life to fucha remedy. Exit. 


Enter Oramont aud Queen. 


Queen, Was holy Feyet Albert here to day, 
Your Sifters Confeffor ? 

Ora. Madam, he hath . 
In juft obedience to your kind command, 
Unlock’d my fitters feeret breft, and laid 
Itopen to mine eyes, fhew’d me her heart, 
Until my jealoufie receiv’d a ftrong 
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And-certaincure ; but though I have out-liv’d 

My doubts, my modefty (J hope) will not 

Permit me to furvive my fhame. ; 
Queen, In giving you 

(By ber unweari’d interceflion ) life, 


| She onely hath engag’d your gratitude 


But rev’rénd Aldert,, by revealing all 
Thofe truths, the priviledge of’s tiin@ion 
Makes him know, hath much oblig’d your 
faith. 
Ora. Yam confirm’d ! 
And though the peoples malice to het in , 
Their talk, by general confent 
Made me fo credulous; though my nice care 
(Still watchful to preferve a fifters honor) 
And my moft dutious love of you, apt to 
Refent your wrongs, and then believing you 
Declar’d her chafte, more in your gentlenefs 
Then your belief, though thefe apparant Pleas 
(Together urg’d). might prove me capable 
Of fome excufe ; yet 1am loth to own 
Them leaft my guilt made lefs, I fhould be 
Thought t’avoid that punifhment, which I’ve 
Refolv’d upon my felf. 
Queen, Beware,luch refolutions, Sir, are il}. 
Ora. Your Jultice (Madam) would con- 
ceive them fit, 
Conld you with my vex’d thoughts, perufe 
Thofe wrongs which I not onely did commit 
Gainft her, but *gainft the King, and my 
Renowned friend, dead. Amadore , and wher 
I name him dead, I hardly can forbear chat 
Fury to my felf, by which I rafhly ruin’d him. | 
Qéeen. Tobe the unauthoriz’d- Author of 
Your own ftri@ punifhment, would to your - 
Crimes fuch foulnefs add, as never could be 
Wath’d away, with all the tears of penitence.' 
Be govern’d by your better thoughts, and {trait 
Prepare to follow me, you ll perfect a q 
Delign, to which I am importun’d by 
The fecret fuit of -Aleran. 
Ora. 1 mutt not difobey you (Madam) 


Though I thal! but make an ill exchange of 
| This lov'd darknefs, forthat light I am 
Afhamed to fée. 


Queen, My own diftreffes are fo great, 
That I conceive them hopelefs now of cure, 
Bat will try to leffen yours. 

Ora. Her vertue is as reftlefs asthe Sun, 
Still moving, and yet never tir'd ; and like 
His purer Beams, it comforts every thing. 

Exennt. 


Enter Aleran, Thorello, Saladine. 


- Thors The Ladies are fallenly retir'd 
Into their Clofets, there to meditate 
And ftudy the perfection of new tires. 
Salad. They cook itill, that Oramont was 
So referv’d, asto refute their vilit. 
Aler, Gallants, y’are here invited to the 


Funeral of Amadore. 
. Sal. 


~ 
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Sal.Had not your fummons been too hafty, | 
Silty ti. 
W’had put our felves to th’ charge of Blacks, 
For the folemnity ; but we have borrowed all 
’ The forrow we could get abroad, which added 
To our own,will fhew as doleful as long cloaks, 

Aler. Well, youare high in my efteem, 
And you fhall both confefs’c ; that very fecret 
Which this morn! whifper’d to the ueen, 
Shall now be yours, The party is alive, 

Sal. How! Amadore alive! 

Thor. This mirth is fcarce becoming Aleran, 

Aler. Xt thall be when you find it truth, 
Attend and reverence this tongue of mine, 
That hath contain’dit felf foilently 
Thefe two days. 

Thor. Dott thou grow ferious ? 

Aler. Jt was my luck t’arrive where thofe 
Great fpirits fought, and juft when Oramont 
Had left the field, in fear that he had kill’d 
His friend, there I beheld the conquer’d 
Amadore grafping his Mother Earth, 
And fencelefs with the lofs of Blood ; whilft 
Straight by the difcovery of afew, atide 
OF people rufhing in, they carry’d him 
Fordead unto my Garden-houfe that food 
Upon the River fide, it being luckily 
The nextadjacent dwelling to that place. 

Sal. I hope this will proceed from wonder 

into joy. , 

Aler. Your hope, Sir; will be fatisfied 
For with this violence of motion, [ 
Difcover‘d life, and by fome skilfal help 
Retriev’d his wandring fences, tillhe got 
The power to fpeak ; but they were words 
Of rage, moft ftrangely vex’d : As foonas he 
Had {trengch to know that he was overcome, 
And when with all religious force we had 
Perfwaded him not to difdain his cure, 

There being no impediment, but lofs of blood, 
He was a while content, but did enjoyn 
Me to conceal his ftrange return to life. 

Thor. What might thatimpofition mean ?< 

Aler. Tcannot gaefs, unlefs in melancholly 
Sence of that difgrace, he did refolve 
Perpetually to hide himfelf from men. 

Thor. \f Oramont had mifs’d his pardon, 
You would have been fo good natur'd 

-(Aleran) vhave mock’d the Law, by fhewing 
Amadore alive, 

Aler. Introth, Ithink, I fhould, noz will 

I more obey his fond injun@ion now. 


Enter Amadore in anight Gown, 


For he’lt relapfe again for want of company ; 
Look there, this fhady walk contents him much. 
Thor. It-wilk be happy news for Oramout, 

Sal, Vis like ere this, h’has heard it from 
the Queen. / 
Amad» Sit, you have fail’d my trot.’ 
Aler, What I have done, my care and 
Reafoa will excufe ; for fuch a folitude as this 
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Would nourith your difeafe. 

‘Thefe (Sir) whom I prefume to make your 
Vilitants, are my choice friends, that hold 
Your vertue and your honor ina highregard, 

Amad. Though l’m concern’d ith’ in jury, 
Yet you have molt abus’d thefe Gentlemen : 
Why have you made the valiant lofe their 
Time fo much to vitic me, that by the falfnefs 
OF my courage was fubdu’d, when I was 
Grae’d withfach a noble Cante. 

Thor. This was your Fortunes weakne(s 

(Sir) not yours, 

Sal, And you would grow unjuft unto your 
Self, to own the error of your fare, 

Amad. Fortune and Fate are meerly names, 
For were they real pow’rs, they'd not indure . 
That fools fhould prove them Suilty of our ils, 
— Sal. Your paftion makes you fubject to 

miftake. . 

Amad. "Tisa fad truth, and no miftake of 
Rage, if every Star were guilty of chofe crimes; 
Of which fofev’rally they’ve been accus’d 
By th’long continu’d race of Etring men, 
They would have loft their hurcfurl influence j 
Ere this, for the fupream jult power would 
Then negle@ them, 


Eter Oramont, ‘Aleran Steps to whifper hing. 


Ora. Sity Heaven will foon reward your 
Noble care, thofe joys you would deliver me, 
The Queen already hath reveal’. 

<Aler. *Twere fic you fhould delay your 
Vilic Sir, I fear’twill much diftemper him ! 

Ora, Truft my difcretion, and difmifs your 
Friends, 
Exennt all but Oramont and Amadore: 

“Amad. My enemy! If Thad any fence 
Of fhame, I fhould believe it now as much 
Immodetty to live, as it was bafe 
Before to be fubdu’d. 

Ora, Renowned Amadore ! 

Whom, if not my meric, yet my intire 
Affection mutt call friend, Know, not by me, 
But by unlucky deftiny, thou wert 

Subdu’d; fo deftiny became your enemy 
Not Oramont. 

Amad. A fecond curfe is come u pon me, 
Ere the firftis gone! Wilt thou deprive me 
Of revenge, by courteous falfe denials of 
Thy act, expofe meto tepair my honor 
Ona high myfterious power, that we onely 
Know by words, let me be hiddenin a Grave { 

Ora. Thefe fad complaints become you 
not. 

Amada. Why do you corn me Sir? And 
When my honot’s loft, fo vainly fhift me off; 
Thus to repair’t upon immortal things ? 

Why am I fool'd, by telling me, ’m overcome 


, | By fome ftrange influenceabove >? For in 


Difdain, you’ld bid me go and fighe-with 
Heaven now, 3h 
Ora.” 
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Ora. Your valor, Sir, is misinform’d, and 
Your opinion weakly nice, to think the 
Conquer’dlofe their honor with their fwords, 
Thenoble fonsof Pompey kept their honor 
When they loft the {pacious World, and will 
Continue ftill as dear to Fame, as lucky Cefar 
That prevail’d,they gain’d by being overcome. 
For thofe that die, getinitanc immortality, 
Whiltt vidors that furvive retard’d that 
Happinefs which early dying, doth with 
Greater fafery meet, becaufe with fewer crimes, 

Amad You come to tell me, that I fhould 
have dy’d. 

Ora. Your anger fill perverts my words. 

Amad. Thefe are but vain fophiltick toys, 
if thou art real Oramont, and halt fome touch 
OF pitty left, Deprive me not of that 
Renown, which fuch a noble caufe might gain 
Me, if ’twere manag’d witha profperous arm. 

Ora. 1 underftand not, what you would 
command, : 

Amad. Bekindand gentle, asthou ever 
Wert, and fight with me again. 

Ora. Not for the wealth of both the Zndies, 
Or all che treafure that the Sea doth hide! 

{ am reclaim’d, and with true inward grief, 
Repent my jealous thoughts. 
‘Amada, What will become of me ? 
My honor’s loft, and now I want a caufe 
That juftly might fuffice me to redeem’t? 
Be courteous yet! Could it be ever faid 
Of Amadore, thathe deny’d one, whom 
He ftil’d bis friend, th’imployment of his 
Sword, when’s reputation was diftrefs'd, 
The caufe will yet ftand good enough, 
Since I’m not bound fo quickly to believe 
Your jealoulies,ire by your penitence abfolv'd. 
Ora. Youmake a wonderful requett | 
Retire a while within | Tilll can fecretly 
Provide to fatisfie your will. 
Amad. A\\ Bleflings, but this victory be 
thine. Exeunt feverally. 


Enter Oramont and Eumens. 


Ora. Tofay (Exmena) that my jealoufie 
Sprung from my Love, and Rumor gave 
Irgrowth, were fuch fond circumftance, 

As both the Queen, and your Grave Confeffor 
Already have confuted with fevere 

Rebukes: Thy caufle(s fuffrings have raised 
Thee ro the dignity of Saints: Thus low 
Ibow for my offence, which (fince fo great) 
If chou forgiv’lt, it would be ftil’d thy miracle, 
Fut that fuch wondrous mercy is the moft 
Familiar cuftom of thy vertue. 

Eume. \couft receive thee Orament with 
Tears, although thy happy news of Amadore’s 
Returnto life, might well command my joys 
‘appear ina lefs doubtful fhape. , 

Ora. Youhave been told the temper of 
His foul, reftore him by the foft 


Perfwalions of yourtove. Where are you Sir ? 
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Enter Amadore. 


~ Amad. Eumtna too! Isthe great hope of 
Our brave Fierce encounter torn’d to this! 
Cruel and falfe ! Doft thou prefent the obje& 
To my view, that will revert mine eyes, until 
They look upon my inward, hidden fhame 2 

Eume. Yaretoo fufpitious (valiant 
Amadore) of the condition of your Fame, 
Which fince fo precious unto all, you ne’er 
Can lofe what others with fuch care preferve. 
My caufe wasdignifi'd in your attempt ; and 
Though the nobleft humane enterprife is {till 
Uncertain of fuccefs, yet brave attempts 
Get th’eftimation of mott profp’rous deeds. 

Amad, A\\ that is good, the ill within me, 
Straight inverts to contrary effects , that which. 
Would render life to Plants and Stones, doth 
Strike me dead; for I fhall now be kil’d, 

Even with the mulick of her vOice. 

Eume. Make me not ftill unhappy. 

Amad, No Lady, I would have you keep 
Your kind compaflionfor a nobler ufe, then 
Thus to watte itupon me, though I did want 
The vigor to defend the juftice of yourcaufe, 
And could notbe victorious then ; yet you 
Shall find I can fubdue my greateft hopes, 

Even thofe that aim’d at you, Exit: 

Ora. Exmena, follow him! unlefs thy tove 
Can for immediate tefcue, force a paflage to 
His heart, he ftraight will ruine it. 

Enme. O,whata change ishere! You 
That before fet guards upon my modeity,. 
Now think it fic the wooer fhouldbe . 
Coutted by the woo'd. Excunt., 


Enter King, Queen, Radegond, Phylenio, 
and Attendants, 


King. Proclaim a lafting joy to all that love, 
Or are belov’d! Send ’em a bounteous fhare 
Of mine, Ihave enough to furnith either fex. 
Lam folight that Icould tread on growing 
Flowers, and never bend their ftalks. 

Queen. My joy is fuck, that till this hour 
Inever felt the like! Andtherefore Sir, you 
Needs muft guefs it is deriv’d from yours. 

Kiag. Thy conftant Vertue hath fo 
Vanquifh’d me, thatal! my rafh Rebellious 
Flames grow pale and fickly now.- Near ev'ry 
Beam thine eyes moft carelefly do fhed 
Tapers before the Sun at Neon, look 
Not fo alter’d and eclips’d. 

Queen, Who isic, that will doubt 
The careof Heaven? Or think ch‘immortal 
Pow'rsare flow, becaufe they take the 
Priviledge to chufe their own time, whenthey 
Will fend their bleffings down. 

King. Callall the Court, that they may 
Celebrate this miracle of love! And call 
Exmena too, that fhe may know how much 
Her withes, and her Prayers for the Sess 

. aye 


The Fair Favorite. 


Havebeen obferv’d above, I mutt believe 
They were devout, they have fo well prevail’d, 


Enter T horello, Saladine, Aferan, 


Radeg. Look Sit ! Your joys are foon 
difpers’d. 

Phyle, Your voice iskingly too; for ’tis 
Asfoon obey’d, as it is heard, 

King. Do homage to your Queen ; 
Not as fhe fhares the titles of my Crown, 
But the Prerogatives of Love, whofe 
Everlafting Throne is in my Breft. 

Aley. Our gladnefs fhall appear in Tri- 

umphs, Sir! 

Sal, Such as the envious too fhall come to 

See, delighted with the glory, though they 
Want the Vertue to affeé@ the Caufe. 


Enter Oramont, Amadore, Eumena: 


Thor. This Cupid's a ftrange fantaftick 
Young Monfieur, 

King. What Magick fhowis this? Brave 
‘Amadore alive again ? 

Queen. W have kept a {tory for you Sir, 
That will contribute to your wonder and your 
Joy ; referve it forthe triumphs of this night. 

Eume: Sit, to prolong a precious life, that 
Hath been fav'd by miracle, I was conftrain’d 
A little to difpence with bafhfulnefs, 

And woo a valiant lover to woo me. 

King: Were not my heart refolv'd Eamena 
To be ftill delighted here, where juftly I 
Amtaught to pay a mighty debr, long due 
For true affection, and her patient loyalty , 


Ce 


I'l 
I fhould hear this as afad Tragick tale; 
But now, my kinder wifh fallon you bot. 

Eume. The ftrange continuance of your 
Vertuous love, my prayers and obedience, 
Shallrequite, at firlt Tdurft not welcome it, 
Morethen with civil kindnef and regard, 
Since there was no proportion *tween my 
Fortunes anda King, but when it grewto 
Paflionate excefs, the Piety of your fair 
Queen, made me forbear t’ufurp her interft. 
| King. ‘Twas fic thy goodnefs fhould receive 
Rewards from thy own choice. Now Oramont, 
Your cauflefs jealoufie will ceafe, and yours 
(Brave rival) Jam fure will ne’er begin. 

Ora. Let me receive your pardon, Si r, 
Ina forgetfulnefs of my fond crime. 

Amad. Vil beg it for him, Sir, as fervently 
As Lemplore your favors on my felf, 

Your fifter fhall be taught to chide you 
Oramont, though T’l! no more lament your 
Vidory, fince I have gain’d my honors 
Hope in her. - 

Queen. Benot dejected Oramont, your caré 
Of me I fhall requite; there’s no choice, 
Your noble love can make in 7ra/y, but I 
Will woo her to become your Bride. 

Ora. Madam, the War muft be my Miftrefs 
Now, along hard pennance I'll endure, 

Till I can expiate my fins of jealonfie. 

King. Lead on (my Lords) that we may 
Straight prepare to celebrate Exmena’s 
Nuptial Rites, mine now will be 
But happily renew’d 
This day, fucceeding Lovers fhall prefer 
To bethe cheif in Loves newKalender, 
Exeunt; 
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